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ADVERTISEMENT. 


ir* 


The  PabHflhen  introdnce  the  present  edition  of  Bfr.  Carljle's  Essays 
the  Mowing  note  from  the  American  Editor  of  the  First  Edition. 


L  Cabet  &  Hakt, 

OmUkmen : — ^I  hare  to  signify  to  his  American  readers,  Bfr.  Carljle's  conk* 
eonence  in  tfiis  new  edition  of  lus  Essays,  and  his  expressed  satisfaction  in  the 
udior's  diare  of  pecuniarjf;  benefit  which  your  justice  and  liberality  haye  secured 
to  him  in  anticqiation  of  the  sale.  With  every  hope  for  the  success  of  your 
enterprise^  I  am  your  obedient  servant, 

R.  W.  Emebson. 
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CARLYLE'S 
MISCELLANEOUS  WRITINGS. 


JEAN  PAUL  PBIEDRICH  RICHTER. 


[Edimbukoh  Review,  1827.] 


hu  JonrsoH,  it  is  said,  when  be  first  heard 
Boswell's  intention  to  write  a  life  of  him, 
MNiDced,  with  decision  enough,  that,  if  he 
ogfat  Boswell  really  meant  to  vrite  ku  life, 
woold  prevent  it  by  taJang  BotweWt  I  That 
tt  authors  should  actually  employ  this  pre- 
itive  against  bad  bfographers  is  a  thing  we 
old  by  no  means  recommend ;  but  the  truth 
that,  rich  as  we  are  in  biography,  a  well- 
itten  life  is  almost  as  rare  as  a  well-spent 
\\  and  there  are  certainly  many  more  men 
ose  history  dei»erves  to  be  recorded  than 
:sons  willing  and  able  to  furnish  the  record. 
t  great  men,  like  the  old  Egyptian  kings, 
5t  all  be  tried  after  death,  before  they 
I  be  embalmed:  and  what,  in  truth,  are 
Re  "Sketches,"  **Anas,"  "Conversations," 
Dices,"  and  the  like,  but  the  votes  and  plead- 
s  of  the  ill-informed  advocates,  and  jurors, 
I  judges,  from  whose  conllict,  however,  we 
Jl  in  the  end  have  a  true  verdict  1  The  worst 
t  is  a:  the  first;  fur^weakeyes  are  precisely 
fondest  of  glittering  objects.  And,  accord- 
ly,  no  sooner  does  a  great  man  depart,  and 
re  his  character  as  public  property,  than  a 
wd  of  little  men  rushes  towards  it.  There 
IT  are  gathered  together,  blinking  up  to  it  with 
h  vision  as  they  have,  scanning  it  from  afar, 
rering  round  it  this  way  and  that,  each  cuu- 
^ly  endeavouring,  by  aJl  arts,  to  catch  some 
ex  of  it  in  the  little  mirror  of  himself; 
agh,  many  times,  this  mirror  is  so  twisted 
h  convexities  and  concavities,  and,  indeed, 
extremely  small  in  size,  that  to  expect  any 
e  image,  or  any  image  whatever  from  it,  is 
t  of  the  question. 

ilichter  was  much  better-natured  than  John- 
i;  and  took  many  provoking  things  with  the 
iritof  a  humorist  and  philosopher;  nor  can 
ihink  that  so  good  a  man,  even  had  hefore- 
■1  this  work  of  Doering's,  would  have  gone 
length  of  assassinating  him  for  it  Doer- 
is  a  person  we  have  known  for  several 
irs,  as  a  compiler,  and  translator,  and  ballad- 


Jmm  Pmd  Fri^iriek  Rkkter'a  Lehtn,  iM»«f  Ctiarte- 
ttk  sehur  WwHta  ;  «*m  HaiMrith  Doervyr.  (Jean  Paul 
drich  Rkhtcr't  Life,  witli  a  Sketcli  of  hi*  Works ; 
reinrich  DoerlBf )  GMha.  Henntags,  1890.  ISino. 
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monger,  whose  grand  enterprise,  howerert  is 
his  GaUtry  of  Weimar  Authwti  •«  aeries  of 
strange  little  biographies,  beginning  with  Schil- 
ler, and  already  extending  over  Wieland  aDd 
Herder^ — now  comprehending,  probably^  by 
conquest,  Klopstock  also,  and  lastly,  by  a  sort 
of  droit  d*aubaine,  Jean  Paul  Fried  rich  Riehter, 
neither  of  whom  belonged  to  Weimar.  Au- 
thors, it  must  be  admitted,  are  happier  than  the 
old  painter  with  his  cocks :  for  they  write,  na- 
turally and  without  fear  of  ridicule  or  offence, 
the  name  and  description  of  their  work  on  the 
title-page ;  and  thencefcfhh  the  .  purport  and 
tendency  of  each  volume  remains  indisputable. 
Doering  is  sometimes  lucky  in  this  privilege ; 
for  his  manner  of  composition,  being  so  pecu- 
liar, might  now  and  then  occasion  difficulty, 
but  for  this  precaution.  His  biographies  he 
works  up  simply  enough.  He  first  ascertains, 
from  the  Leipzig  ConvergatianfUricon  or  J5r- 
den's  Poetical  Lexirortt  Flogel,  or  Koch,  or  other 
such  Compentiivm  or  Handhcokf  the  date  and 
place  of  the  proposed  individuars  birth,  his 
parentage,  trade,  appointments,  and  the  titles 
of  his  works;  (the  date  of  his  death  you  al- 
ready know  from  the  newspapers ;)  this  serves 
as  a  foundation  for  the  edifice.  He  then  goes 
through  his  writings,  and  all  other  writings 
where  he  or  his  pursuits  are  treated  of,  and 
whenever  he  finds  a  passage  with  his  name  in 
it,  he  cuts  it  out,  and  carries  it  away.  In  this 
manner  a  mass  of  materials  is  collected,  and 
the  building  now  proceeds  apace.  Stone  is 
laid  on  the  top  of  stone,  just  as  it  comes  to 
hand ;  a  trowel  or  two  of  biographic  mortar,  if 
perfectly  convenient,  being  perhaps  spread  in 
here  and  there,  by  way  of  cement ;  and  so  the 
strangest  pile  suddenly  arises;  amorphous, 
porting  every  way  but  to  the  zenith, — here  a 
block  of  granite,  there  a  mass  of  pipe-clay; 
till  the  whole  finishes,  when  the  materials  are 
finished, — and  you  leave  it  standing  to  poste- 
rity, like  some  miniature  Stonehenge,  a  perfect 
architectural  enigma. 

To  speak  without  figure,  this  mode  of  life- 
writing  has  its  disadvanta^s.  For  one  thing, 
the  composition  cannot  well  be  what  the  critics 
call  harmonious;  and,  indeed,  Herr  Doering*s 
transitions  are  oAen  abrupt  enough.    His  hero 
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ol|pet  Ml  J  a»iii|>aUuu  trcm  page 
.<|kLMg%iies  mm  wntinee  to  aeBteiiee,i»  1K9 
l^M  «BafieDimlftMe  ^y ;  a  pleitee  Jpiiflicsri 
^  |Bfct  atelmoi  of  fttoen  yeaw,  A  ^cipatehed 
^01  equal  bre?^;  m  a  moment  joa  find  him 
aad  tte  fkther  of  three  fine  ehikbren. 


jBi  An  te  lest  raddenly»--Be  is  studying  u 
jnwat  writing  .poetrr*  receiving  rist^  ftill  of 
*llfc  and  business,  when  instandy  some  para- 
^ra^  opens  under  him,  like  oaeiif  the  trap- 

•  ^aors  in  the  nnon  tfrMinia^  and  he  drops, 
vUhool  note  of  preparatsen,  into  the  shades 

. ,  btfcw.  Perhaps,  indeq^AotfiMr  erwi  we  have 
inttincte^ltf  hu  rising  after  the  fyineral,  and 
windiag  t^  his  alEurs.  Tlie  time  has  been, 
tet  whien  the  brains  were  ont  the  man  would 
dte;  bat  Doering  orders  these  matters  dif- 
fandT. 

We  beg  leave  to  say,  however,  that  we  really 

have  no  private  pique  acainst  Doering:  on  the 

eoMtrary,  we  art  r^gouur  pnrehasers  of  his 

wave  t  and  it  gives  «u  tme  pleasure  to  sae  his 

Moniills  80  modi  hnprovod  since  we  first  met 

^k.  la  te  14^  isf  MiOfr,  his  state  did  seem 
ndier  unproepenras :  he  wore,  a  timoroiis,  sub* 
»iaaite,  mod  downcast  aspect,  as  if  like  Sterne's 
Jk^  he  were  saying,  •*  Bon't  thrash  me  ^— but 
If  yw  will*  you  mav  P  Now,  however,  com- 
HBfflad  bv  eoBsiderable  sale,  and  praise  from 
Una  and  the  other  LUmOmrbku,  which  has 
acwmended  his  diligence,  his  fidelity,  and, 
•tiBBge  to  say,  his  method,  he  advances  with 
cved  eountenanoe  and  firm  hoolt  and  even  re- 
«aleitrales  contemptuously  against  such  as  do 
Um  offiMiajt.  Gmdttmfdim  Wegl  is  the  worst 
wewishhiS. 

Of  his  Ufi  ef  Btehter^  these  preliminary  ob- 
servations may  be  our  excuse  for  saying  biit 
little.  He  brags  much,  in  his  preface,  that  it 
is  all  true  and  genuine ;  for  Richter^s  widow, 
it  seems,  had,  by  public  advertisement,  cau- 
tioned the  world  against  it ;  another  biography, 
imrtly  by  the  iUustrious  deceased  himself,  part- 
ly by  Otto,  his  oldest  friend  and  the  appointed 
editor  of  his  works,  being  actually  in  prepara- 
tion. This  rouses  the  indignant  spirit  of  Doer- 
ing, and  he  stoutly  asseverates,  that,  his  docu- 
ments being  altogether  authentic,  this  biogra- 
g by  is  no  pseado-biography.  With  greater  truth 
e  might  have  asseverated  that  it  was  no  bio- 
ahy  at  all.  Well  are  he  and  Hennings  of 
a  aware  that  this  thing  of  shreds  and 
patches  has  been  vamped  together  (br  sale 
only.  Except  a  few  letters  to  Konz,  the  Bam- 
berg bookseller,  which  turn  mainly  on  the  pur- 
chase of  spectacles,  and  the  journey ings  and 
freightage  of  two  boxes  that  ased  to  pass  and 
repass  between  Richter  and  Kunz's  circulating 
library ;  with  three  or  four  notes  of  similar  im- 
portance, and  chiefly  to  other  booksellers,  there 
are  no  biographical  documents  here,  which 
were  not  open  to  all  Europe  as  well  as  to  Hein- 
rich  Doering.  Indeed,  very  nearly  one-half  of 
the  Lifi  is  occupied  with  a  description  of  the 
funeral  and  its  appendages, — how  the  "  sixty 
torches,  with  a  number  of  lanterns  and  pitch- 
pans,"  were  arranged ;  how  this  patrician  or  pro- 
fessor followed  that,  through  Fried  rich-street. 
Chancery-street,  and  other  streets  of  Bayreuth ; 
and  how  at  last  the  torches  all  went  out,  as 
Doctor  Gabler  and  Doctor  Spatzier  were  peio- 


ratiBg  (decidedly  in  bombast)  offw 
Vken,  it  seems,  there  were 
vvio^s-  parts  of  Germany,  to 
memoiy  of  Hichter ;  among  thrrn^i 
Museum  of  Frankfort  on  the  Msiae; 
I^octor  B6nie  speaks  anothir  long 
posaiUe  in  adll  more  decided  boml 
come  threnodies  from  all  the  foutvi 
QD  very  splay-footed  metre.  ThewWetf^^ 
ia  here  snatched  from  the  kind  obiiiii^ 
newspapers,  and  "  lives  in  Settle's  m 
day  more.** 

We  have  too  much  reverence  for  the; 
of  Richter  to  think  of  laughing  over 
happy  threnodies  and  panegyrists; 
whom  far  exceed  any  tiring  we  English  s^ 
hibit  in  the  epicedial  stvle.  Thi^  nih^ 
tiQr,  however  maladroitiyf  that  the  (tei| 
have  felt  their  loss^ — ^uiueh,  indeed,  is4fe>j 
Europe  at  large;  they  even  aibct  as^^ 
certam  melancholy  feeling,  when  we  o^ 


how  a  heavenly  voice  must  become  miKt 
nothing  be  heard  in  ito  stead  but  the* 
quite  earthly  voices,  lamenting,  or 
to  lament    Far  from  iMbe  all  rei 
of  Doering  and  Company,  while  we 
Richter!    But  his  own  works  giie 
glimpses  into  his  singular  and 
and  to  oar  readers  a  few  woids  -on 
certainty  one  of  the  most 
age,  will  not  seem  thrown  Mraj 

Except  bv  name,  Jean  Paul 
ter  is  little  known  out  of  Oeiaanv.  7 

thing  connected  with  him,  we  ihinhM  ,  tk 
reached  this  country,  is  his  sayiajp>»  i^ 
by  Madame  de  8ta«l,  and  thaakftdiy  ^^^ 
l^  most  newspaper  critics :  "  Prov*  ideaa, 
given  to  the  French  the  empire  of  tlieiu^ 
the  English  that  of  the  sea,  to  the  GenoaBtd 
of — the  air!"  Of  this  last  element,  iodbe^ljj 
own  genius  might  easily  seem  to  hareteaii 
denizen :  so  fantastic,  many-coloured, fiuvraa 
ing,  every  way  perplexed  and  extraordiBiiyi: 
his  mode  of  writing,  that  10  translate  him  is  Ml  j 
to  impossible;  nay,  a  dictionary  of  Int 
has  actually  been  in  part  published  for  the! 
of  German  readers !  These  thiogt  husl 
stricted  his  sphere  of  action,  and  may 
strict  it  to  his  own  country:  but  ttieRii 
tarn,  he  is  a  favourite  of  the  first  class; 
throQgh  all  his  intricacies  with  tnstfU  1 
ration,  and  a  love  which  tolerates  maeh. 
ing  the  last  forty  years,  he  has  beea  coot 
before  the  public,  in  various  capaeitiesij 
growing  generally  in  esteem  with  sll 
critics;  till,  at  length,  his  gainssTers 
been  either  silenced  or  convinced;  aad 
Paul,  at  first  reckoned  half-mad,  has 
vindicated  his  singularities  to  nearly  uni! 
satisfaction,  and  now  combines  popnlaht 
real  depth  of  endowment,  in  perhaps  a 
degree  than  any  other  writer;  being  set 
the  latter  point  to  scarcely  more  fhan  o^ 
his  contemporaries,  and  in  the  former  setf 
to  none. 

The  biogrsphy  of  so  distinguished  a  pei 
could  scarcely  fail  to  be  interesting,  esp4 
ly  his  autobiography;  which,  accordingl}^ 
wait  for,  and  may  in  time  submit  to  our  mil 
if  it  seem  worthy :  meanwhile,  the  histof 
his  life,  so  far  as  oatward  events  charaetd 
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I  vniM  wiihooi  a  meaninj  lax  be- 
yoait  Utr  >pfa«»  of  eammoa  toauDcerTi.  Hu- 
^<m  •nd  Tiiun  thcDuelTO.  thoogrb  in  form 
■oUiiiiK  la'ire  than  "  DoveU  of  rral  )ifr.''  a^  ibe 
Miaerva   Pffm  wonlil  »■>-,  hare  wUd  metal 

,  aMlvcb  in  thrm  lo  furniib  whole  circnlalmg 
UMrir*.  werv  II  beatrn  into  (he  asual  filigree  i 
■nd  (ODcb  «hu:h.  itleDQiic  ii  as  we  miglit,  dd 
qDaiterly  *ub>crib«r  could  well  cairf  wiih  him. 
AnoMiQetil  i>  often,  id  part  almost  always,  a 
mrao  wilfa  Richler;  nnly  or  never  bis  high- 
■Mmd.  Hl«  ihouKblLhii  feelings,  ihe  creations 

.  of  bi>  ipinU  B'alh  before  im  imbodied  ooder 
WDDdraaa  ibapri,  in  motlryand  ever-fluciuai- 
Inf  gnmpt;  bul  hU  eMential  characler,  how- 
■T*r  be  ditipiiiie  il.  ia  Ihatof  a  Philosopher  and 
wanl  PiHsI,  wbone  (lad;  has  bem  human 
DMore,  whoM  delighi  and  boi  endeavour  are 
Vilb  ail  Lbal  i>  beautiful,  and  tender,  and  mf*- 
Isrioaily  aublime,  in  Ihe  fslc  or  history  of  man. 
TbU  U  thn  piiriKirt  of  his  wrilingH.  whether 
dwir  funo  he  thai  uf  Hclion  or  of  Iruth ;  ihe  spirit 

.  dial  pervadca  and  canoMea  his  delineations  of 

^BoRiiDon  life,  hit  wild  wayward  dreams,  allego- 
ri«*,aBd  RhNdowy  iinaginJn(ni,aoless  than  his 
dlMUidtlon*  of  It  nature  directly  scientific. 

But  in  thi»  latter  pMVince  alio,  Richter  has 
HMiiipLKhed  much.  Hi*  t'orKhuU  der  Jtithriik 
(lairodaeiion  to  AntheiiRi')  it  a  wurlt  on  po- 
•Ile  art,  baarrl  on  principles  of  no  ordinary 
dfplb  and  ninipaMi,  ntumoding  in  noble  views, 
■nd.i"''''.i'ii  'iii^l.r  ■  ir   ii.,lir>,oinBeniberaii6e, 

in  (iFiitiil   ..   I [ii ;  esteemed  even 

in  (I''r I  ir^  bag  long  been 

IMNii''!  Ill  .1 iFi'l  I>v  sitch  persons  all 

tt'liib.'himiiu,  1^  ...i,  llM-lr  I,  iiud  the  Schletiels. 
Oflhl*  wiirk  wi'  ruuhl  '.jicMk  loub'.did  our  limitii 
•tinw.  Wv  lititr  it  mifhi  niiouiKh  many  an 
huHftl  hnilhei  cif.iur  or»n,  were  he  lo  read  il; 
ftil<t  aliii|(<ili«r  pDrplet  and  dnch  hin  maturcst 
■KiHiiwI*.  ir  ba  ahannrrl  lo  niiderhiand  it. — 
HlKhlvr  hat  alxi  writtvn  <m  eduoatl'm,  a  work 
fnllllnd  l-rvHtiii  dlNiluKiiUhPil  by  keen  prac- 
leniimeni, 
"ri.laiinn; 


glimpKi  of  which  look  Anil  ea^dW^MI 
erery  ooe  of  his  wriiiiif:i.  He  died  «hh  «■ 
gage^DDder  recent  and  almost  Mai  UbImIi. 
in  CDlargiDg  and  rnDodellial  Ml  Cmm^ 
Ttial:  the  aiifiiiishnl  manaseript  T»  MM 
ipoD  his  coffin  lo  the  buna!  vaall;  ud  Unf 
{lock's  bynrn,  Ju/natikrn  nm  <^-11»iitit 
irise.  my  soul,"  can  Beldam  hRVT  kni  H^ 
rilh  more  appropriate  applicauao  ihMsnt 
llie  grave  of  Jean  Paal. 

We  defy  tbe  most   careless  or  pwiatei, 
reader  to  peruse  these  works      ""  - 

pression  of  something  splendid. 
daring.  But  they  rei^uire  to  be  ttudied  u  wi 
a<  read,  and  this  witb  no  ordinary  paUi 
the  reader,  especially  the  foreign  reader. 
o  comprehend  rightly  either  ibcir  traik  orlknt 
rani  of  truth.  Tried  by  many  an  »^t^p^ 
ilandard.  Hichler  wonld  be  speedily  ■«"* 
disposed  of:  prononuccd  a  myslie.  a ' 
dreamer,  a  rash  and  pre^ampiuous  inaonw 
io  consigned,  with  equanimity,  pwkifl 
a  certain  jubilee,  to  the  Lin^u  appoiMl 
for  all  such  wind-bags  and  decepiioBs.  0» 
ginalily  is  a  thing  we  constantly  clainoorfib 
constantly  quairel  with  :  as  it,  ohMdS 
author  himself,  any  originality  b«l  tut 
could  be  expected  lo  content  us  I  IiM 
all  strange  things  are  apt,  without  tault of  tbm 
o  estrange  us  at  first  view,  and  oob*] 
ic:arcely  any  ihin^  is  perfectly  pllin.  but 
s  also  perfectly  common.  The  currebtMH 
of  Ihe  realm  passes  into  all  hands ;  and  tti 
gold,  silver,  cupper,  IB  acceptable  indcf 
value:  but  with  new  in^ls,  with  foreij 
and  medals  of  Corinthian  brass,  ttat 
widely  different. 

There  are  few  writera  witb  whom  deljbm 
lion  and  careful  distrust  of  first  impreuil 
are  more  necessary  than  with  Rionier,  I 
it  a  phenomenon  from  ibe  very  surfaeet 
presents  himself  with  a  professed  bb4  *" 
mined  singalariiy:  his  language  ilselfisi 
of  stumbling  10  the  critic;  lo  eritici  of 
grammarian  species,  an  unpardontbhi 
insuperable,  rock  of  oScnee.    He*  Il 

ignnrant  of  gramm3r,or  disdains  tbrici 
of  spelling  and  parsing ;  hut  be  exereiM 
in  a  certain  latitudinarian  spirit:  dub 
astonishing  liberality  in  parentheses. 

id  subsidiary  clauses;  invents  hand. 

'W  wonU,  (tilers  old  ones,  or  by  hjri 
chains,  pairs,  and  packs  iheio  logelber; 
most  jarring  combination :  in  short, 
scnieaces  of  the  most  heterogeoeani, 
in|;,itiierminable  kind.  Figures  wil' 
indeed  the  whole  is  one  tissue  ofi 
and  similes,  and  allusions  lo  all  Ihe 
of  Earth,  Sea.  and  Air.  interlaced 
(rammatic  breaks,  vehemenl  bnnlii  QC 
Oonie  lUTns.  inierjeciions.  qnips,  pnu 
even  oaihs!  A  perfect  Indian  jangle IIM 
a  boundless,  unparalleled  imbmglkil  Ml 
»Q*UaideibuidarkDess.diB:son3nee,eralt 
worm  coBfiinnded  t  Then  the  sljrie  ol 
triKite  rorrespoods,  in  perplexity  aiidnt 
puiee,  with  that  of  the  parts.  Every  wai)( 
IB  tcllotinT  serious  trralise.jsembaledini 
Otntaiitio  wrappS)^.  some  mad  Damtit* 

muBliaK  f"*  t*  ■PP<'"a°<e,  and 

Wttk  the  wifaor,  wbo  generall;  ' 
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ion  of  the  drama  himself,  before  ail  is  over. 
He  has  a  whole  imaginary  geography  of  Europe 
m  his  novels;  the  cities  of  FlacbseDfingen, 
Haarhaar,  Schoeran,  and  so  forth,  with  their 
winces,  and  privy-coancillors,  and  serene 
aighoesses;  most  of  whom,  odd  enough  fel- 
lows every  way,  are  Richter's  private  acquaint- 
ances, talk  with  him  of  state  matters,  (in  the 
purest  Tory  dialect,)  and  oAen  incite  him  to  get 
on  with  his  writing.  No  story  proceeds  without 
the  most  erratic  digressions,  and  voluminous 
lagrags  rolling  after  it  in  many  a  snak}-  twine. 
Ever  and  anon  there  occurs  some  **  Extra-leaf," 
with  its  satirical  petition,  programme,  or  other 
wonderful  intercalation,  no  mortal  can  foresee 
OD  what  It  is, indeed,  a  mighty  maze;  and 
often  the  panting  reader  toils  aAer  him  in  vain, 
or,  baffled  and  spent,  indignantly  stops  short, 
and  retires  perhaps  for  ever. 

AU  this,  we  must  admit,  is  true  of  Richter ; 
bat  much  more  is  tnie  also.  Let  us  not  turn 
from  him  after  the  first  cursory  glance,  and 
imagine  we  have  settled  bis  account  by  the 
words  Rhapsody  and  Affectation.  They  are 
cheap  words  we  allow,  and  of  sovereign  po- 
tency ;  we  should  see,  therefore,  that  they  be 
not  rashly  applied.  Many  things  in  Richter 
accord  ill  with  such  a  theory.  There  are  rays 
of  the  keenest  truth,  nay,  steady  pillars  of 
scientific  light  rising  through  this  chaos :  Is  it 
in  (act  a  chaos,  or  may  it  be  that  our  eyes  are 
Bot  of  infinite  vision,  and  have  only  missed  the 
plan  1  Few  rhapsodists  are  men  of  science, 
of  solid  learning,  of  rigorous  study,  and  ac- 
curate, extensive,  nay,  universal  knowledge ; 
as  he  is.  With  regard  to  afiectation,  also,  there 
is  much  to  be  said.  The  essence  of  aflecta- 
tion  is  that  it  be  attumed:  the  character  is,  as 
it  were,  forcibly  crushed  into  some  foreign 
mould,  in  the  hope  of  being  thereby  reshaped 
and  beautified ;  the  unhappy  man  persuades 
himself  that  he  is  in  truth  a  new  and  wonder- 
folly  engaging  creature,  and  so  he  moves  about 
with  a  conscious  air,  though  every  movement 
betrays  not  symmetry, but  dislocation.  This  it  is 
to  be  affected,  to  walk  in  a  vain  ^how.  But  the 
straogeoess  alone  is  no  proof  of  the  vanity. 
Many  men  that  move  smoothly  in  the  old  es- 
tablished railways  of  custom  will  be  found 
to  have  their  affectation;  and  perhaps  here 
aad  there  some  divergent  genius  be  accused 
ef  it  unjustly.  The  «Aoio,  though  common,  may 
BOt  cease  to  be  oatji,-  nor  become  so  for  being 
Wicommon.  Before  we  censure  a  man  for 
seeming  what  he  is  not,  we  should  be  sure  that 
we  know  what  he  i«.  As  to  Richter  in  parti- 
calar,  we  think  it  but  fair  to  observe,  that 
strange  and  tumultuous  as  he  is,  there  is  a 
certain  benign  composure  visible  in  his 
whungs;  a  mercy,  a  gladness,  a  reverence, 
luihrd  m  such  harmony,  as  we  cannot  but 
think  bespeaks  not  a  false,  but  a  genuine  state 
of  mind ;  not  a  feverish  and  morbid,  but  a 
keaithy  and  robust  state. 

The  secret  of  the  matter,  perhaps,  is  that 
Richter  requires  more  study  than  most  readers 
care  to  give ;  for,  as  wc  approach  more  closely, 
many  things  grow  clearer.  In  the  man's  own 
sphere  there  is  consistency ;  the  farther  wc  ad- 
vance into  it,  we  see  c<>nfusi(»n  mure  and  more 
an/old  itself  into  order    till  at  last,  viewed 


from  its  proper  centre,  his  intellectual  universe^ 
no  longer  a  distorted,  incoherent  series  of  air* 
landscapes,  coalesces  into  compact  expansion ; 
a  vast,  magnificent,  and  variegated  scene ;  full, 
indeed,  of  wondrous  products,  and  rude,  it 
may  be,  and  irregular;  but  gorgeous,  and 
varied,  and  ample ;  gay  with  the  richest  Ter- 
dure  and  foliage,  and  glittering  in  the  brightest 
and  kindest  sun. 

Richter  has  been  called  an  intellectual  Co^ 
lossus ;  and  in  truth  it  is  still  somewhat  in  this 
light  that  we  view  him.  His  faculties  are  all 
of  gigantic  mould ;  cumbrous,  awkward  in  their 
movements;  large  and  splendid  rather  than 
harmonious  or  beautiful ;  yet  joined  in  living 
union,  and  of  force  and  compass  altogether 
extraordinary.  He  has  an  intellect  vehement, 
rugged,  irresistible;  crushing  in  pieces  the 
hardest  problems ;  piercing  into  the  most  hid- 
den combinations  of  things,  and  grasping  the 
most  distant:  an  imagination  vague,  sombre, 
splendid,  or  appalling;  brooding  over  the 
abysses  of  Being ;  wandering  through  Infini- 
tude, and  summoning  before  us,  in  its  dim  re- 
ligious light,  shapes  of  brilliancy,  solemnity, 
or  terror :  a  fancy  of  exuberance  literally  un- 
exampled; for  it  pours  its  treasures  with  a 
lavishness  which  knows  no  limit,  hanging,  like 
the  sun,  a  jewel  on  ever)'  grass-blade,  and 
sowing  the  earth  at  large  with  orient  pearl.  But 
deeper  than  all  these  lies  Humour,  the  ruling 
quality  with  Richter;  as  it  were  the  central  fire 
that  pervades  and  vivifies  his  whole  being.  He 
is  a  humorist  from  his  inmost  soul ;  he  thinks 
as  a  humorist,  he  feels,  imagines,  acts  as  a 
humorist :  Sport  is  the  element  in  which  his 
nature  lives  and  works.  A  tumultuous  clement, 
for  such  a  nature,  and  wild  work  he  makes  in 
it !  A  Titan  in  his  sport  as  in  his  earnestness, 
he  over^tep^  all  bouiul.  and  riots  without  law 
or  measure.  lie  heaps  Pclion  upon  Ossa,  and 
hurls  the  universe  tO!;eiher  and  asutidor  like  a 
case  of  playthinjjs.  The  Moon  ••bombards" 
the  Earth,  bviivj^  a  rebellious  satellite;  Mars 
*•  preaches'*  to  the  other  planets  very  singular 
doctrine ;  nay,  we  have  Time  and  Space  theni- 
<>elves  playini;  fantastic  tricks:  itis  an  iufinile 
masquerade;  all  Nature  is  gone  forth  mum- 
ming in  the  stranj^est  guises. 

Yet  the  anarchy  is  not  without  its  purpose; 
these  vizards  are  not  mere  hollow  masks;  but 
there  are  living  faces  beneath  them,  and  this 
mumming  has  its  significance.  Richter  is  a  man 
of  mirth,  but  he  seldom  or  never  condescends  to 
be  a  merry-andrew.  Nay,  in  spite  of  its  extra\'a- 
gance,  we  should  say  that  his  humour  is  of  all 
his  gifts  intrinsically  the  finest  and  most  genu- 
ine. It  has  such  witching  turns ;  there  is  some- 
thing in  it  so  capricious,  so  quaint,  so  hearlfelL 
From  his  Cyclopean  workshop,  and  its  fuligi- 
nous limbecs,  and  huge  unwieldy  machiner}', 
the  little  shrivelled,  twisted  figure  comes  forth 
at  last,  so  perfect  and  so  living,  to  be  for  ever 
laughed  at  and  for  ever  loved !  Wayward  as 
he  seems,  he  works  not  without  forethought ; . 
like  Rubens,  by  a  single  stroke,  he  can  change 
a  laughing  face  into  a  sad  one.  But  in  his 
smile  itself,  a  touchini?  pathos  may  lie  hidden, 
a  pity  too  deep  for  tears.  Hv  is  a  man  (»f  feel- 
ing, in  thi»  noblo>t  sense  (if  that  word ;  for  he 
loves  all  living  with  the  heart  of  a  brother;  hi£ 
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fiool  rushes  forth,  in  sympathy  with  gladness 
and  sorrow,  with  goodness  or  grandeur,  over 
all  creation.  Every  gentle  and  generous  afTec- 
tion,  every  thrill  of  mercy,  every  glow  of 
nobleness,  awakens  in  his  bosom  a  response, 
nay,  strikes  his  spirit  into  harmony ;  a  wild 
music  as  of  wind-harps,  floating;  round  us  io 
fitful  swells,  but  soft  sometimes,  and  pure  and 
soul-entrancing  as  the  song  of  angels !  Aver- 
sion itself  with  him  is  nut  hatred;  he  despises 
much,  but  justly,  with  tolerance  also,  with 
placidity,  and  even  a  sort  of  iovc.  Love,  in 
(act,  is  the  atmosphere  he  breathes  in.  the  me- 
dium through  which  he  looks.  His  is  ihe 
spirit  which  gives  life  and  beauty  to  whatever 
it  embraces.  Inanimate  Nature  itself  is  no 
longer  an  insensible  assemblap^e  of  colours 
and  perfumes,  but  a  mysterious  Presence,  with 
which  he  communes  in  unutterable  Nympathies. 
We  might  call  him,  as  he  once  called  Herder,"  a 
Priest  of  Nature,  a  mild  Bramin,"  wandering 
•amid  spicy  groves,  and  under  benignant  skies. 
The  infinite  Night  with  her  solemn  aspects, 
Day,  and  the  sweet  approach  of  Even  and 
Morn,  are  full  of  meaning  for  him.  He  loves 
the  green  Earth  with  her  streams  and  forests, 
her  flowery  leas  and  eternal  skies ;  loves  her 
with  a  sort  of  passion,  in  all  her  vicissitudes 
of  light  and  shade ;  his  spirit  revels  in  her 
grandeur  and  charms ;  expands  like  the  breeze 
..over  wood  and  lawn,  over  glade  and  dingle, 
stealing  and  giving  odours. 

It  has  sometimes  been  made  a  wonder  that 
things  so  discordant  should  go  together;  that 
men  of  humour  are  often  likewise  men  of  sen- 
sibility. But  the  wonder  should  rather  be  to 
see  them  divided;  to  find  lru«  genial  humour 
dwelling  in  a  mind  that  was  coarse  or  callous. 
The  essence  of  humour  is  sensibility;  warm, 
tender  fellow-feeling  with  all  forms  of  existence. 
Nay,  we  may  say  that  unless  seasoned  and 
purified  by  humour,  sensibility  is  apt  to  run 
wild;  will  readily  corrupt  into  disease,  false- 
hood, or,  in  one  word,  sentimentality.  Wit- 
ness Rousseau,  Zimmennann,  in  some  points 
also  Su  Pierre :  to  say  nothing  of  living  in- 
stances ;  or  of  the  Kotzcbue>,  and  other  pale 
•hosts  of  wobegone  mourners,  whose  wailings, 
like  the  howl  of  an  Irish  wake,  from  time  to 
*time  cleft  the  general  ear.  The  last  perfection 
of  our  faculties,  says  Schiller  with  a  truth  far 
deeper  than  it  seems,  is  that  their  activity,  with- 
out ceasing  to  be  sure  and  earnest,  become  fpt/rt. 
True  humour  is  sensibility,  in  the  moslcatholic 
and  deepest  sense  ;  but  it  is  this  itport  of  sensi- 
bility; wholesome  and  perfect  therefore;  as  it 
were,  the  playful  teasing  fondness  of  a  mother 
to  her  child. 

That  faculty  of  irony,  of  caricature,  which 
often  passes  by  the  name  of  humour,  but  con- 
sists chiefly  in  a  certain  superficial  distortion 
or  reversal  of  objects,  and  ends  at  best  in 
laughter,  bears  no  resemblance  to  the  humour 
of  Richter.  A  shallow  endowment  this ;  and 
often  more  a  habit  than  an  endowment.  It  is 
but  a  pc»or  fraction  of  humour;  or  rather,  it  is 
the  body  to  which  the  soul  is  wanting ;  any 
life  it  has  being  false,  artificial,  and  irrational. 
True  humour  springs  not  more  from  the  head 
than  from  the  heart;  it  is  not  contempt,  its 
<vsence  is  love;  it  issues  not  in  laughter, 


but  in  still  smiles,  which  lie  far  deepcb  ^ 
is  a  sort  of  inverse  sublimity;  ezaltinStttil 
were,  into  our  affections  what  is  belov  Vi 
while  sublimity  draws  down  into  oar aflectiou 
what  is  above  us.  The  former  is  scaicely  ksi 
precious  or  heart-affecting  than  the  litter;  pn* 
haps  it  is  still  rarer,aDd,asateatQfgeDiiiMlil 
more  decisive.  It  is,  in  fact,  the  bUioa  ui 
perfume,  the  purest  efBvenee  of  adeep,fiM^ 
and  loving  nature;  a  nature  in  harmony  «il& 
itself,  reconciled  to  the  world  and  its  stinii^ 
ness  and  contradiction,  nay,  finding  in  thii 
very  contradiction  new  elements  of  betniyai 
well  as  goodness.  Among  oar  own  vriieiit 
Shakspeare  in  this  as  in  all  other  proTincn, 
must  have  his  place :  yet  not  the  first;  his 
humour  is  heartfelt,  exuberant,  warm,  bnttet 
dom  the  tenderest  or  moat  subtile.  Sviftii- 
clines  more  to  simple  irony;  yet  he  had  gea^ 
ine  humonr  too,  and  of  no  unloving  sort,  tbongl 
cased,  like  Ben  Jonson's,  in  a  most  hitler  ni 
caustic  rind.  Sterne  follows  next;  oar  lui 
specimen  of  humour,  and,  with  all  his  faolis, 
our  best;  our  finest,  if  not  our  strongest, fin 
Yifrirkf  and  Corporal  Trim,  and  Cneh  Tw&y.hiVl 
yet  no  brother  but  in  Don  Quixote,  far  as  helia 
above  them.  Cervantes  is  indeed  the  pDreH 
of  all  humourists ;  so  gentle  and  genial,  sofnl 
yet  so  ethereal,  is  his  hamour,  and  insachsD 
cordance  with  itself  and  hia  whole  noble  na 
ture.  The  Italian  mind  is  said  to  aboondii 
humour;  yet  their  classics  seem  to  give  v 
no  right  emblem  of  it :  except,  perhaps,  ii 
Ariosto,  there  appears  little  in  their  cones 
poetry  that  reaches  the  region  of  true  homov 
In  France,  since  the  days  of  Montaigne,  it  seenu 
to  be  nearly  extinct.  Voltaire,  much  as  he  deal 
in  ridicule,  never  rises  into  humour;  and  ever 
with  Moliere,  it  is  far  more  an  affair  of  the  \a 
derstanding  than  of  the  character. 

That  in  this  point,  Richter  excels  all  frermaa 
authors,  is  saying  much  f«>r  him,  and  maybe 
said  truly.     Lessin;?  has  huraour,^>f  asharpi 
rigid,  substantial,  and  on  the  whole,  genial  sort: 
yet  the  ruling  bias  of  his  mind  is  to  lotjic.   80 
likewise  has  Wieland,  though  much  dilutedbj 
the  general  loqu^jrtiy  of  his  nature,  and  i!n|Kh 
verished    still    farther  by  the  inriuencex  of  1 
cold,  meagre,  French  skepticism.     Among  the 
Ramlers,  Gellerts,  Hagedorns,  of  Frederick  the 
8ccond\s  time,  we  find  abundance,  and  delicate 
in   kind  too,  of  that   light  matter  which  the 
French  call  pleasantry;  but  little  or  noihiog 
that  deserves   the  name  of  humour.    In  the 
present  age,  however,  there  is  Goethe,  with* 
rich  true  vein ;  and  this  sublimated,  as  iivef«» 
to  an  essence,  and  blended  in  still  union  »i4 
his  whole  mind.    Tieclk  also,  among  hi5  maj 
fine  susceptibilities,  is  not  without  a  warm  k«i 
sense  for  the  ridiculous  ;  and  a  humonr  ri^iflj 
though  by  short  fits,  and  from  a  much  lp«f 
atmosphere,  to  be  poetic.    But  of  all  these  mc>» 
there  is  none  that,  in  depth,  copiousness  M^ 
intensity  of  humc)ur,  can  l>e  compared  *JA 
Jean  Paul.     He  alone  exists  in  humour;  livA 
moves,  and  has  his  being  in  it.     With  hifl* 
is  not  so  much  united  to  his  other  quilities,rf 
intellect,  fancy,  imagination,  moral  feeling,* 
these  are  united  to  it;  or  rather  unite  the* 
selves  to  it,  and  grow  under  its  warmth,  as  ii 
their  proper  temperature  and  climate.    Noii> 
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if  vs  meant  to  assert  that  his  humour  is  in  all 
cues  perfectlj  nataral  and  pure ;  nay,  that  it 
if  not  often  extravagant,  untrue,  or  even  ab- 
nrd:  bDtstill,on  the  whole,  the  core  and  life  of 
it  ire  genuine,  subtile,  spiritual.    Not  without 
mson  haye  his  panegyrists  named  him  Jean 
Hd  der  Emzigtr-^  Jean  Paul  the  Ouly :"  in 
oat  senae  or  the  other,  either  as  praise  or  ccn- 
Mre,  his  eritica  also  must  adopt  this  epithet ; 
fir  surely,  in  the  whole  circle  of  literature, 
we  look  in  vain  for  his  parallel.    Unite  the 
sportfulness  of  Rabellais,  and  the  best  sensibi- 
lity of  Bteme,  with  the  earnestness,  and,  even 
IB  slight  portions,  the  sublimity  of  Milton ;  and 
and  let  the  mosaic  brain  of  old  Burton  give 
forth  the  workings  of  this  strange  union,  with 
thepen  of  Jeremy  Bentham ! 

T%  aay  how,  with  so  peculiar  a  natural  en- 
dowment, Riehter   should   have  shaped  his 
mind  by  culture,  is  much  harder  than  to  say 
dut  he  has  shaped  it  wrong.    Of  affectation 
we  will  neither  altogether  clear  hini,  nor  very 
loudly  pronounce  him  guilty.    That  his  man- 
ner of  writing  is  singular,  nay,  in  fact,  a  wild 
complicated  Arabesque,  no  one  can  deny.  Bat 
the  ime  question  is, — ^how  nearly  does  this 
manner  of  writing  represent  his  real  manner 
of  thinking  and  existing  t    With  what  defi^ree 
of  freedom  does  it  allow  this  particular  form 
of  being  to  manifest  itself;  or  what  fetters  and 
perversions  does  it  lay  on  such  manifestation  1 
For  the  great  law  of  culture  is :  I<et  each  be- 
come all  that  he  was  created  capable  of  being ; 
expand,  if  possible,  to  his  full  growth;  resist- 
ing all  impediments,  casting  off  all  foreign, 
especially  all  noxious  adhesions;  and  show 
himself  at  length  in  his  own  shape  and  stature, 
be  these  what  they  may.    There  is  no  uniform 
of  excellence,  either  in  physical  or  spiritual 
aature :  all  genuint  things  are  what  they  ought 
to  be.    The  reindeer  is  good  and  beautiful,  so 
Hkewise  is  the  elephant    In  literature  it  is  the 
lime:  *< every  man,"  says  Lessing,  ''has   his 
mm  style,  like  his  own  nose."    'frue,  there 
ire  noses  of  wonderful  dimensions;  but  no 
aose  can  justly  be  amputated  by  the  public, — 
lot  even  the  nose  of  Blawkenbergius  himself: 
ao  it  &e  a  real  nose,  and  no  wooden  one,  put  on 
hr  deception's  sake  and  mere  show. 

To  speak  in  grave  language,  Lessing  means, 

ad  we  agree  with  him,  that  the  outward  style 

ii  to  be  judged  of  by  the  inward  qualities  of 

fte  spirit  which  it  is  employed  to  body  forth ; 

Alt,  without  prejudice  to  critical  propriety, 

Veil  understood,  the  former  may  vaiy  into 

Haay  shapes   as   the  latter  varies;  that,  in 

ibort,  the  grand  point  for  a  writer  is  not  to  be 

of  this  or  that  external  make  and  fashion,  but, 

Ok  every  fashion,  to  be  genuine,  vigorous,  alive, 

*'*^]ive  with  his  whole  being,  consciously,  and 

for  beneficent  results. 

Tried  by  this  test,  we  imagine  Richter*s  wild 
^Hannerwill  be  found  less  imperfect  than  many 
^  very  lame  one.  To  the  man  it  may  not  be 
Unsuitable.  In  that  singular  form,  there  is  a 
^re,  a  splendour,  a  benig^n  energy,  which  per- 
suades us  into  tolerance,  nay  into  love,  of  much 
^at  might  otherwise  offend.  Above  all,  this 
l^an,  alloyed  with  imperfections  as  he  may  be, 
^s  consistent  and  coherent :  he  is  at  one  with 
Idmself ;  he  knows  his  aims,  and  pursues  them 


in  sincerity  of  heart,  joyfully,  and  with  undi«- 
videdwill.  Aharmonious  development  of  being, 
the  first  and  last  object  of  all  true  culture,  has 
therefore  been  attained  ;  if  not  completely,  at 
least  more  completely  than  in  one  of  a  thousand' 
ordinar}'  men.  Nor  let  us  forget,  that  in  such  a 
nature,  it  was  not  of  easy  attainment ;  that 
where  much  was  to  be  developed,  some  imper-  • 
fection  should  be  forgiven.  It  is  true,  the 
beaten  paths  of  literature  lead  the  safeliest  to 
the  goal ;  and  the  talent  pleases  us  most,  which- 
submits  to  shine  with  new  gracefulness  through 
old  forms.  Nor  is  the  noblest  and  most  pecu-  - 
liar  mind  too  noble  or  peculiar  for  working  by 
prescribed  laws:  Sophocles,  8 hakspeare, Cer- 
vantes, and  in  Richter*s  own  age,  Goethe,  how 
little  did  they  innovate  on  the  given  forms  of 
composition,  how  much  in  the  spirit  they 
hreathed  into  them !  All  this  is  true ;  and 
Riehter  most  lose  of  our  esteem  in  proponion. 
Much,  however,  will  remain ;  and  why  should 
we  quarrel  with  the  high,  because  it  is  not  the 
highest?  Richter's  worst  faults  are  nearly  aU 
Med  to  his  best  merits ;  being  chiefly  exuber- 
ance of  good,  irregular  squandering  of  weahh, 
a  dazzling  with  excess  of  true  light.  These 
things  may  be  pardoned  the  more  readily,  as 
they  are  little  likely  to  be  imitated. 

On  the  whole.  Genius  has  privileges  of  its 
own  ;  it  selects  an  orbit  for  itself;  and  l>e  this  - 
never  so  eccentric,  if  it  is'  indeed  a  celestial 
orbit,  we  mere  star-gazers  must  at  last  com-- 
pose  ourselves  ;  must  cease  to  cavil  at  it,  and 
begin   to  observe   it,  and  calculate  its  laws. 
That  Riehter  is  a  new  planet  in  the  intellec-  - 
tual   heavens,  we  dare  not  aflirm;  an  atmo-- 
spheric  meteor  he  is  not  wholly;  perhaps  a* 
comet,  that,  though  with  long  aberrations,  and' 
shrouded  in  a  nebulous  veil,  has  yet  its  place' 
in  the  empyrean. 

Of  Richter's  individual  works,  of  his  opinions^ 
his  general  philosophy  of  life,  we  have  no  room 
leA  us  to  speak.  Regarding  his  novels,  we  may 
say,  that,  except  in  some  few  instances,  and 
those  chiefly  of  the  shorter  class,  they  are  not 
what,  in  strict  language,  we  can  term  unities : 
with  much  callida  junctura  of  parts,  it  is  rare 
that  any  of  them  leaves  on  us  the  impression 
of  a  perfect,  homogeneous,  indivisible  whole. 
A  true  work  of  art  requires  tu  be  fused  in  the 
mind  of  its  creator,  and  as  it  were,  poured  forth 
(from  his  imagination,  though  not  from  his 
pen)  at  one  simultaneous  gush.  Richter's 
works  do  not  always  bear  suflicient  marks  of 
having  been  in  fusion.-  yet  neither  are  they 
merely  riveted  together :  to  say  the  least,  they 
have  been  ictldrd.  A  similar  remark  applies 
to  many  of  his  characters ;  indeed,  more  or 
less,  to  all  of  them,  except  such  as  are  entirely 
humourous,  or  have  a  large  dash  of  humour.  In- 
this  latter  province,  certainly  he  is  at  home;  a 
true  poet,  a  maker :  his  Siehenhin,  his  Schmelzley 
even  his  Fihel  and  Fiulein  arc  living  figures. 
But  in  heroic  personages,  passionate,  massive, 
overpowering  as  he  is.  we  have  scarcely  ever 
'.  a  complete  ideal ;  art  has  not  attained  to  th(7 
I  concealment  of  itself.  With  his  hemines  airain 
he  is  n\oTe.  successful;  they  are  often  trui*  he- 
roiiics,  thouf^h  perhaps  witlj  too  little  variety 
of  character;  bustling,  buxom  mothers  and 
i  housewives,  with  all  the  caprices,  perversities', 
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and  warm,  generous  helpfulness  of  \Pomen ; 
or  white,  half-anpelic  creaturest  meek,  still, 
long-suflerin^,  high-minded,  of  tendcresc  affec- 
tions, and  hearts  crushed  yet  uncomplaining. 
Supernatural  figures  he  has  not  attempted; 
and  wisely,  for  he  cannot  write  without  belief. 
Yet  many  times  he  exhibits  an  imagination  of 
a  sinsralarity,  nay,  on  the  whole,  of  a  truth  and 
grandeur, unexampled  elsewhere.  In  his  ihc.niis 
there  is  a^mystic  complexity,  a  ^loom,  and  amid 
the  dim,  gigantic,  half*ghastly  shadows. gleam- 
ings  of  a  wizard  splendour,  which  almost  recall 
to  us  the  visions  of  Ezekiel.  By  readers  who 
have  studied  the  Dream  in  the  AVir-yrar'«  Eve 
•we  shall  not  l>e  mistaken. 

Richter's  Philosophy,  a  matter  of  no  ordinar}' 
interest,  both  as  it  agrees  with  the  common 
philosophy  of  Germany,  and  disagrees  with  it, 
must  not  be  touched  on  for  the  present.  One 
>only  observation  we  shall  make:  it  is  not  me- 
chanical, or  skeptical ;  it  springs  not  from  the 
forum  or  the  laboratory,  but  from  the  depths 
-of  the  human  spirit ;  and  yields  as  its  fairest 

?roduct  a  noble  system  of  morality,  and  the 
nnest  conviction  of  religion.  In  this  latter 
point  we  reckon  him  peculiarly  worthy  of 
stndy.  To  a  careless  reader  he  might  seem 
the  wildest  of  infidels ;  for  nothing  can  exceed 
the  freedom  with  which  he  bandies  to  and  fro  the 
dogmas  of  religion,  nay,  sometimes,  the  highest 
objects  of  Christian  reverence.  There  are  pas- 
sages of  this  sort,  which  will  occur  to  every 
reader  of  Richter ;  but  which,  not  to  fall  into  the 
error  we  have  already  blamed  in  Madame  de 
Stael,  we  shall  refrain  from  quoting.  More  light 
is  in  the  following:  "Or,"  inquires  he,  in  his 
usual  abrupt  way,  (Note  to  Srhmclzh'f  Jmimey^) 
**  Or  are  all  your  Mosques, Episcopal  Churches, 
Pagodas,  Chapels  of  Ease,  Tabernacles,  and 
Pantheons,  any  thing  else  but  the  Elhnir  Forc- 
<;ourt  of  the  Invisible  Temple  and  its  Holy  of 
Holies!"  Yet,  independently  of  all  doprma**, 
nay,  perhaps  in  spite  of  many,  Kichler  is,  in 
the  highest  sense  of  the  wonl,  rclisrious.  A 
reverence,  not  a  self-interested  fear,  but  a  noble 
reverence  for  the  spirit  of  all  goodness,  forms 
the  crown  and  glorj'  of  his  culture.  The  fiery 
elements  of  his  nature  have  been  purified 
under  holy  influences,  and  chastened  by  a 
principle  of  mercy  and  humility  into  peace 
and  well-doing.  An  intense  and  continual 
faith  in  man's  immortality  and  native  grandeur 
accompanies  him  ;  from  amid  the  vortices  of 
life  he  looks  up  to  a  heavenly  loadstar ;  the 
solution  of  what  is  visible  and  transient,  he 
*  finds  in  what  is  invisible  and  eternal.  He  has 
doubted,  he  denies,  3'et  he  believes.  "  When, 
in  your  last  hour,"  says  he,  {Tjevann,  p.  251.) 
**whcn,  in  your  last  hour,  (think  of  this,)  all 
faculty  in  the  broken  spirit  shall  fade  away 
and  die  into  inanity, — imagination,  thought, 
■effort,  enjoyment, — then  at  last  will  the  night- 
flower  of  Belief  alone  continue  blooming,  and 
refresh  with  its  perfumes  in  the  last  darkness." 
To  reconcile  these  seeming  contradictions, 
to  explain  the  grounds,  the  manner,  the  con- 
gruity  of  Richter's  belief,  cannot  be  attempted 
here.  We  recommend  him  to  the  study,  the 
tolerance,  and  even  the  praise,  of  all  men  who 
have  inquired  into  this  highest  of  questions 
-cirith  a  right  spirit;  inquired  with  the  martyr 


fearlessness,  but  also  with  the  nutrt^fr  len- 
rence,  of  men  that  loi*e  Truth,  and  will  not  le- 
ccpt  a  lie.  *  A  frank,  fearless,  honest,  yet  tnily 
spiritual  faith  is  of  all  things  the  rarest  iftov 
time. 

Of  writings  which,  though  with  maDyme^ 
vations,  we  Iinve  praised  so  much,  onrbeshalr 
in?  readers  may  demand  some  specimen.  To 
unbelievers,  unhappily,  we  have  none  of  > 
convincing  sort  to  give.  Ask  us  not  to  ^epr^ 
sent  the  Peruvian  forests  by  three  twigs  nlock- 
ed  from  them  ;  or  the  cataracts  of  the  Nile  bj 
a  handful  of  its  water  \  To  those,  meanwhile, 
who  will  look  on  twigs  as  mere  dissevered 
twigs,  and  a  handful  of  water  as  only  so  many 
drops,  we  present  the  folio  win  z.  It  is  a  sni^ 
mer  Sunday  night ;  Jean  Paul  is  taking  Inn 
of  the  Hukelum  Parson  and  his  wife;  like  bin 
we  have  long  Inughed  at  them  or  wept  for  then; 
like  him,  also,  we  are  sad  to  part  from  them. 

"  We  were  all  of  us  too  deeply  moved.  We 
at  last  tore  ourselves  asunder  from  repeited 
embraces;  my  friend  retired  with  the  soul 
whom  he  loves.  I  remained  alone  behisd 
with  the  Night. 

"And  I  walked  without  aim  through  woods, 
through  valleys,  and  over  brooks,  and  through 
sleeping  villages,  to  enjoy  the  great  Night, like 
a  Day.  I  walked,  and  still  looked,  like  the 
magnet,  to  the  region  of  midnight,  to  strengtli- 
en  my  heart  at  the  gleaming  twilight,  at  this 
upstretching  aurora  of  a  morning  beneath  our 
feet.  White  night-butterflies  flitted,  white  YAoh 
soms  fluttered,  white  stars  fell,  and  the  while 
snow-powder  hung  silvery  in  the  high  Shadow 
of  the  Earth,  which  reaches  beyond  the  Mooa, 
and  which  is  our  NighL  Then  began  the 
-flolian  Harp  of  the  Creation  to  tremble  and  to 
sound,  blown  on  from  above ;  and  my  immor- 
tal Soul  was  a  string  in  this  harp. — ^The  heart 
of  a  brother,  everlasting  Man,  swelled  under 
the  everlasting  heaven,  as  the  seas  swell  ander 
the  sun  and  under  the  moon. — ^Thc  distant 
village  clocks  struck  midnight,  mingling,  as  it 
were,  with  the  ever-pealing  lone  of  ancient 
Eternity. — The  limbs  of  my  buried  ones 
touched  cold  on  my  soul,  and  drove  away  its 
blots,  a't  dead  hands  heal  eruptions  of  the  skia. 
— I  walked  silently  through  little  hamlets,  and 
close  by  their  outer  church-yards,  where  cram- 
bled  upcast  coffin-boards  were  glimmeriiigi 
while  the  once  bright  eyes  that  had  lain  in 
them  were  mouldered  into  gray  ashes.  Cold 
thought!  clutch  not  like  a  cold  spectre  at  my 
heart :  I  look  up  to  the  starry  sky,  and  an  evtt^ 
lasting  chain  stretches  thither,  and  over,  and 
below  ;  and  all  is  Life  and  Warmth,  and  LiglUf 
and  all  is  Godlike  or  God.  .  . 

"Towards  morning,  I  described  thy  late 
lights,  little  city  of  my  dwelling,  which  I  !*• 
long  to  on  this  side  the  grave ;  I  returned  to 
the  Earth  ;  and  in  thy  steeples,  behind  the  by- 
advanced  great  midnight,  it  striick  half-past 
two :  about  this  hour,  in  1794,  Mars  wentdova 
in  the  west,  and  the  Moon  rose  in  the  east;  and 
my  soul  desiretl.  in  grief  for  the  noble  wariib 
blood  which  i>  still  streaming  on  the  blossoms 
of  spring :  '  Ah,  retire,  bloody  War,  like  red 
Mars:  and  thou,  still  Peace,  come  forth  lifcl 
the  mild  divided  Moon !'  "—End  of  Qws« 
Fixlein. 
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Boeh,  seen  through  no  nncoloured  mediam, 
bntin  dim  remoteness,  and  sketched  in  hurried, 
tiiBsitory  outline,  are  some  features  of  Jean 
Tnl  Friedhch  Richter  and  his  works.  Ger- 
BiDjr  has  lung  loved  him;  to  Englaud  also 
be  must  one  day  become  known ;  for  a  man 
ef  ihis  magnitude  belongs  not  to  one  people, 
lit  to  the  world.  What  our  countrymen  may 
decide  of  him,  still  more  what  may  be  his  for- 
tue  with  posterity,  we  will  not  try  to  foretell. 
Time  has  a  contracting  influence  on  many  a 
widesspread  fame ;  yet  of  Richter  we  will  say, 
that  be  may  survive  much.  There  is  in  him  that 
which  does  not  die;  that  Beauty  and  Earnest- 
mt  of  soul,  that  spirit  of  Humanity,  of  Love 
nd  mild  Wisdom,  over  which  the  vicissitudes 
of  mode  have  no  sway.  This  is  that  excellence 
«f  the  inmost  nature  which  alone  confers 


immortality  on  writings;  that  charm  which 
still,  under  every  defacement,  binds  us  to  the 
pages  of  our  own  Hookers,  and  Taylors,  and 
Brownes,  when  their  way  of  iliought  has  long 
ceased  to  be  ours,  and  the  most  valued  of  their 
merely  iiuclloctual  opinion>  have  passed  away, 
as  ours  too  must  do,  with  the  circumstances 
and  events  in  which  they  took  their  shape  or 
rise.  To  men  uf  a  right  mind,  there  may 
long  be  in  Richter  much  that  has  attraction 
and  value.  In  the  moral  desert  of  vulgar  Lite- 
rature, with  its  sandy  wastes,  and  parched, 
bitter,  and  too  oAen  poisonous  shrubs,  the 
writings  of  this  man  will  rise  in  their  irregular 
luxuriance,  like  a  cluster  of  date-trees,  with 
its  greensward  and  well  of  water,  to  refresh 
the  pilgrim,  in  the  sultry  solitude,  with  nou- 
rishment and  shade. 
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I^BSB  two  books,  notwithstanding  their  di- 
vertity  of  title,  are  properly  pans  of  one  and 
Ik  same ;  the  **  Ootlines,"  though  of  prior  date 
it  regard  to  publication,  having  now  assumed 
the  cnaracter  of  sequel  and  conclusion  to  the 
larger  work^— of  fourth  volume  to  the  other 
thiee.  It  is  designed,  of  course,  for^'thc  home 
market;  yet  the  foreign  student  also  will  find 
ia  tt  a  safe  and  valuable  help,  and,  in  spite  of 
its  imperfections,  should  receive  it  with  thank- 
falne&x  and  good- will.  Doubtless  we  might 
kave  wished  for  a  keener  discriminative  and 
descriptive  talent,  and  perhaps  tor  a  somewhat 
more  catholic  spirit,  in  the  writer  of  such  a 
kiitory:  bat  in  their  ab.sence  wc  have  still 
maeh  to  praise.  Horn's  literary  creed  would, 
€B  the  whole,  we  believe,  be  acknowledged  by 
his  countryman  as  the  true  one ;  and  this, 
ihoogh  it  is  chiefly  from  one  immovable  station 
(hat  he  can  survey  his  subject,  he  seems 
heartily  anxious  to  apply  with  candour  and 
loleFance.  Another  improvement  might  have 
keen  a  deeper  principle  of  arrangement,  a 
taer  grouping  mto  periods  and  schools ;  for, 
m  it  stands,  the  work  is  more  a  critical  sketch 
ef  German  Poets,  than  a  history  of  German 
IWtiy. 

Let  OS  not  qoarrel,  however,  with  our  au- 
thor; his  merits  as  a  literary  historian  are  plain, 
ttd  by  no  means  inconsiderable.  Without 
livilling  the  almost  frightful  laboriousness  of 
kterwek  or  Eichhorn,  he  gives  creditable 
poofs  of  research  and  general  information,  and 
^Hseases  a  lighmess  in  composition,  to  which 
'either  of  these  erudite  persons  can  well  pre- 
^^Id.    Undoubtedly  he  has  a  flowing  pen,  and 

*  I.  MHg  P»twu  m»d  Bertdaumkeit  der  Dentaekem,  ron  Lu- 
9ii  ZmH  M*  znr  Gegenwrnrt.  DurrutMlIt  «9m  fVaii:  Horn. 
■le  Foetry  and  Oraloiy  ofibf^  Gernuiiii.froin  Liith<*r'ii 
5m  CO  Che  PreMnt.  Exbibhedhy  Franz  Horn.)  Berlin. 
^a— IflM.    avoli.  9vo. 

^  Vmrisa*  tmr  Oesekiekti  vnd  Kritik  der  gchnnen 
^mrmtmr  DtuUehl*md»  wMhrend  dtr  Jnhre,  ]70(»-l^lK 
l|Rlin«a  ftw  Che  llislofy  and  (.'riticiiiiii  of  Tolite  IJtern- 
•^  ■■  Oinnan jr. dnrlnc  Che  years  17gO-l*«l^.)  By  Franr. 
t«.     Bcrltai,  1819^  Sfo. 


is  at  home  in  this  province ;  not  only  a  speak- 
er of  the  word,  indeed,  but  a  doer  of  the  work; 
having  written,  besides  his  great  variety  of 
tracts  and  treatises,  biographical,  philosophi- 
cal, and  critical,  several  very  deserving  works 
of  a  poetic  sort.  He  is  not,  it  must  be  owned, 
a  very  strong  man,  but  he  is  nimble  and  or- 
derly, and  goes  through  his  work  with  a  cer- 
tain j?ayety  of  heart;  nay,  at  times,  with  a 
frolicsome  alacrity  which  mis:ht  even  require 
to  be  pardoned.  His  character  seems  full  of 
susceptibility;  perhaps  t«>o  much  so  for  its 
natural  vi&^our.  His  novels,  accordingly,  to 
judge  fnun  the  few  we  have  read  of  them, 
verj^e  towards  the  sentimental.  In  the  present 
work,  in  like  manner,  he  has  adopted  nearly 
all  the  best  ideas  of  his  contemporaries,  but 
with  something  of  an  undue  vehemence;  and 
he  advocates  the  cause  of  religion,  integrity, 
and  true  poetic  taste  with  great  heartiness  and 
vivacity,  M-ere  it  not  that  too  often  his  zeal 
outruns  his  prudence  and  insight.  Thus,  for 
instance,  he  declares  repeatedly,  in  so  many 
word:*,  that  no  mortal  can  be  a  poet  unless  he 
is  a  Christian.  The  meaning  here  is  very  good; 
but  why  this  phraseology  ?  Is  it  not  inviting 
the  simple-minded  (not  to  speak  of  scoffers, 
whom  Horn  very  justly  contemns,)  to  ask, 
when  Homer  subscribed  the  Thirty-nine  Ar- 
ticles! or  whether  8adi  and  Hafiz  were  really 
of  the  Bishop  of  Peterborough's  opinion! 
Again,  he  talks  too  often  of"  representing  the 
Infinite  in  the  Finite,"  of  expressing  the  un 
speakable,  and  such  high  matters.  In  fact, 
Horn's  style,  though  extremely  readable,  has 
one  great  fault ;  it  is,  to  speak  it  in  a  single 
word,  an  affected  style.  His  stream  of  mean- 
in?,  uniformly  clear  and  wholesome  in  itself, 
will  not  How  quietly  along  itsehannel;  but  is 
ever  and  anon  spurting  up  intn  epifjram  and 
antithetic  je«s.  Playful  he  is.  nnd  kindly,  and 
we  dt)  believe,  honesi-hrarled ;  but  there  is  a 
certain  snappishness  in  him,  a  friskinj;  abrupt 
uess ;  and  then  his  sport  is  more  a  perpeluai 
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giggle,  than  any  dignified  smile,  or  even  any 
sufficient  laugh  with  gravity  succeeding  it. 
Thix  sentence  is  among  the  best  we  recollect 
of  him,  and  will  partly  illustrate  what  we  mean. 
IVe  submit  it,  for  the  sake  of  its  import 
likewise,  to  all  superfine  speculators  on  the 
Reformation,  in  their  future  contrasts  of  Luther 
and  Erasmus.  ''Erasmus,"  says  Horn,  "be- 
longs to  that  species  of  writers  who  have  all 
the  desire  in  the  world  to  build  God  Almighty 
a  magnificent  church, — at  the  same  time,  how- 
ever, not  giving  the  Devil  any  offence ;  to  whom, 
accordingly,  they  set  up  a  neat  little  chapel 
close  by,  where  you  can  offer  him  some  touch 
of  sacrifice  at  a  time,  and  practise  a  quiet 
household  devotion  for  him  without  disturb- 
ance." In  this  style  of  **  witty  and  conceited 
mirth,"  considerable  part  of  the  book  is  written. 

But  our  chief  business  at  present  is  not  with 
Franz  Horn,  or  his  book ;  of  whom  accordingly, 
recommending  his  labours  to  all  inquisitive 
students  of  German,  and  himself  to  good  esti- 
mation with  all  good  men,  we  must  here  take 
leave.  We  have  a  word  or  two  to  say  on  that 
strange  literature  itself;  concerning  which  our 
readers  piobably  feel  more  curious  to  learn 
what  it  is,  than  with  what  skill  it  has  been 
judged  of. 

Above  a  century  ago,  the  Pere  Bouhours 
propounded  lo  himself  the  pregnant  question  : 
Bi  UH  ^Uemand  peut  avoir  de  V esprit  ?  Had  the 
pere  Bouhours  bethought  him  of  what  country 
Kepler  and  Leibnitz  were,  or  who  it  was  that 
gave  to  mankind  the  three  great  elements 
of  modem  civilization.  Gunpowder,  Printing, 
and  the  Protestant  Religion,  it  might  have 
thrown  light  on  his  inquiry.  Had  he  known 
the  Nibeluugfn  Lied:  and  where  Reinerke  Furhx^ 
and  Faustj  and  the  Ship  of  Fooh^  and  four-fifths 
of  all  the  popular  mythology,  humour,  and 
romance,  to  be  found  in  Europe  in  the  six- 
teenth and  seventeenth  centuries,  took  its 
rise ;  had  he  r«*ad  a  page  or  two  of  Ulrich 
Hutten,  Opilz,  Pdul  Flemming,  Logau.  or  even 
Lohenstein  and  Hcifiinanns-waldau.aliof  whom 
had  already  lived  and  written  in  his  day ;  had 
the  Pere  Bouhours  taken  this  trouble,  who 
knows  but  he  mi{::ht  have  found,  with  what- 
ever amazement,  that  a  German  could  actually 
have  a  little  espHty  or  perhaps  even  something 
better?  No  such  trouble  was  requisite  for  the 
Ptre  Bouhours.  Motion  in  vacuo  is  well  known 
to  be  speedier  and  surer  than  through  a  re- 
sisting medium,  especially  to  impond»»rous 
bodies;  and  so  the  light  Jesuit,  unimpeded  by 
facts  or  principles  of  any  kind,  failed  not  to 
reach  his  conclusion ;  and,  in  a  comfortable 
frame  of  mind,  to  decide  negatively,  that  a  Ger- 
man could  not  have  any  literary  talent. 

Thus  did  the  Pere  Bouhours  evince  that  he 
had  "  a  pleasant  wit ;"  but  in  the  end  he  has 

{laid  doar  for  it.  The  French,  themselves,  have 
ong  since  begun  to  know  something  of  the  Ger- 
mans, and  something  also  of  their  own  critical 
Daniel ;  and  now  it  is  bv  this  one  loitinielv 
joke  that  the  hapless  Jesuit  is  doomed  lo  live ; 
for  the  blessing  of  full  i»blivion  is  donied  him, 
and  so  he  hangs  suspended  in  his  own  noose. 
over  the  dusky  pool  which  he  .Ntruggles  toward, 
but  for  a  great  while  will  not  reach.  Might 
his  fate  but  sen-e  as  a  warning  to  kindred  men 


of  wit,  in  regard  to  this  and  so  many 
subjects !    For  surely  the  pleasure  of  despc:  ^ 
at  all  times  and  in  itself  a  dangerous  la.  ^ 
is  much  safer  after  the  toil  of  examining  -^ 
before  it 

We  differ  from  the  Pere  Bouhours  ii^^ 
matter,  and  must  endeavour  to  discuss  : 
feren  tly .    There  is,  in  fact,  much  in  the  pn- « 
aspect  of  German  Literature,  not  onlydese^^ 
notice  but  deep  consideration  from  all  thiri^ 
men,  and  far  too  complex  for  being  hand^^ 
the  way  of  epigram.  It  is  always  advanta^tj 
to  think  justly  of  our  neighbours;  nay,io^ 
common  honesty,  it  is  a  duty ;  and,  like^^ 
other  duty,  brings  it.<  own  reward.  Perlf-^. 
the  present  era  this  duty  is  more  essentir>^ 
ever;  an  era  of  such  promise  and  such^^f-^ 
ening,  when  so  many  elements  of  good  r  ^^ 
are  ever}'where  in  conflict,  and  humacy.^ 
is,  as  it  were,  struggling  to  body  iis»9^j 
anew,  and  so  many  coloured  rayt  are  s^     « 
up  in  this  quarter  and  in  that,  whichT*^  ^ 
their  union  can  produce  pure  light. 
too,  though  still  a  difficult,  it  is  no  **      ^ 
impossible  duty;  for  the  commerce  in-  ^ 
things  has  paved  roads  for  commerce 
spiritual,  and  a  true  thought,  or  a  n 
tion,  passes   lightly  to  us  from  th^. 
countries,  provided  only  our  minds  ' 
receive  it    This,  indeed,  is  a  rigorov^ 
and  a  great  obstacle  lies  in  it;  on. 
many  must  be  insurmountable,  yc 
is  the  chief  glory  of  social  culture  toe- 
For  if  a  man  who  mistakes  bis  ow 
ed  individuality  for  the  type  of  h 
and  deals  with  whatever  contradic 
it  contradicted  this,  is  but  a  pedan^ 
out  true  wisdom,  be  he  furnished  ■% 
equipments  as  he  may, — what  beit^rj^^J'* 
think  of  a  nation  that,  in  like  rmnmer,  jsoj^u. 
itself  from  l(f)reign  influence,  reganfc /ftj^pj 
modes  as  so  many  laws  of  nature,  iodrejfctt 
all  that  is  different  as  unworthy  ereo  o/fi. 
aminationi  - 

Of  this  narrow  and  perverted  condition, tie  I 
French,  down  almost  to  our  own  times,  hm  i 
afforded  a  remarkable  and  instructive eximple;  ' 
as  indeed  of  late  they  have  been  often  eMi|k 
upbraidingly  reminded,  and  are  now  Jh* 
selves,  in  a  manlier  spirit,  beginning  to  id«t 
That  our  countrymen  have  at  anyliof*™* 
much  in  this  point,  cannot,  we  think,  inly^ 
alleged  against  them.    Neither  shall  w**^ 
with  some  passionate  admirers  ofGerfflUfi 
that  to  the  Germans  in  particular  they  to* 
been  unjust.    It  is  true,  the  literature  andekfr  ' 
racter  of  that  country,  which,  within  theW  s 
half  century,  have  been  more  worthy  peitap  \ 
than  any  other  of  our  study  and  regard,  i*  1 
still  very  generally  unknown  to  us,or,  vbll*  - 
worse,  misknovvn;  but  fur  this  there  are ■* 
wanting  less  ciffensive  reasons.    That  iheW* 
and   tawdry  ware,  which  was   in  all  hiris 
should  reach  us  before  ihe  chaste  and  wlf 
excellent,  which  it  required  some  excclkict 
lo  recognise;  that  Kotzebue's  insanilv  show 
have  spread  faster,  by  some  fifty  years, taH 
Lessing's    wisilom;    that   Kant*s  JPhiWcplj 
should  stand  in  the  back-ground  asadredf 
and  abortive  dream,  and  GalTs  Craniolosj^ 
held  out  to  us  from  every  booth  as  a  realitjr 
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1  the  nature  of  the  case.  That 
:  should  draw  conclusions  from 
;mises,  and  by  the  imports  judge 
[he  stock  imported  from,  was  like- 
No  unfair  bias,  no  unwise  in- 
lat  we  are  aware  of,  has  ever  been 
le  matter;  perhaps,  at  worst,  a 
olence,  a  blamable  incuriosity  to 
T  foreign  genius :  for  what  more 
of  recent  Spanish  or  Italian  lite- 
)f  German ;  of  Grossi  and  Man- 
pomanes  or  Jovellanos,  than  of 
ichierl  Wherever  German  art, 
s  of  it  which  need  no  interpreter. 
1  us  immediately,  our  recognition 

prompt  and  hearty ;  from  Durer 
m  Handel  to  Weber  and  Beetho- 

welcomed  the  painters  and  mu- 
'many,  not  only  to  our  praise,  but 
ons  and  beneficence.  Nor,  if  in 
*e  we  have  been  more  backward, 
are  itself  without  blame.  Two 
>,  translations  from  the  German 
natively  frequent  in  England : 
e-Talk  is  still  a  venerable  classic 
.ge;  nay  Jacob  Boehme  has  found 
g  us,  and  this  not  as  a  dead  letter, 
g  apostle  to  a  still  living  sect  of 
Its.  In  the  next  century,  indeed, 
ascd ;  but  then  it  was,  in  a  great 
luse  there  was  little  worth  trans- 
horrors  of  the  Thirty  Years*  War, 
e  conquests  and  conflagrations  of 
rteenth,  had  desolated  the  country ; 
.'nee,  extending  from  the  courts 
the  closets  of  the  learned,  lay  like 
ibus  over  the  far  nobler  mind  of 
id  all  true  nationality  vanished 
ature,  or  was  heard  only  in  faint 
lived  in  the  hearts  of  the  people, 

reach  with  any  efl*ect  to  the  ears 
•    And  now  that  the  genius  of  the 


Germanii  were  idle ;  or  altofeiher  en- 
0  loosely  suppose,  in  the  work  of  com- 
•xicorrapliy.  On  the  contrary,  they 
lanced  wHh  dne  vieour  as  to  quantity  ; 
was  had.  Two  fkcts  on  this  head  may 
:  In  the  year  1749.  there  were  found,  in 
le  virtuoso,  no  fewer  than  300  Tolumes 
Mrv',  containinyr,  says  Horn,  **a  treasure 
n  iiymns  ;*'  and,  much  about  the  same 
ttnL'hed's  scholars  had  amassed  as  many 
novels,  alt  of  the  17th  century.  The 
sund  to  be  much  better  than  the  novels, 
IS,  the  novels  to  be  much  worse  than  the 
'  was  critical  studv  neflected,  nor  in- 
eavour  on  all  hands  to  attain  Improve- 
he  strange  books  from  time  to  lime  put 
ill  stranrer  institutions  established  for 
monf  the  former  we  have  lh«?  **  Poeti- 
itiseke  Triekter.)  manufhcturndat  Niirn- 
professing,  within  six  hours,  to  pour  in 
re  of  this  difficult  art  into  the  roost  un- 
Nilrotierp  also  was  the  chief  seat  of  the 
InjFfr  and  their  saneeriiinfu,  or  Sinjter- 
poftry  was  tauflit  and  practised  like 
raft,  and  this  by  sober  and  welt-mean- 
ariMans.  who  could  not  understand  why 
inufartured  so  many  things,  should  nnt 
e  another.  Of  these  tuneful  guild- 
'ar h«.  by  trade  a  shoemaker,  is  pronlly 
and  inrmt  notable.  His  father  was  a 
If  learned  the  mystery  of  aonc  under  one 
*aver.  He  was  an  adherent  of  his  sreat 
II her,  who  has  even  deigned  toacknow- 
?9  in  the  cause  of  Reformation  :  how 
rr  8arhs  must  have  been,  will  appear 
It,  in  his  74th  year,  (1568,)  on  exaniin- 
publiiation,  he  found  that  be  bad  wrtt- 
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country  has  awaked  in  its  old  strength,  our  at- 
tention to  it  has  certainly  awakened  also ;  and 
if  we  yet  know  little  or  nothing  of  the  Ger- 
mans, it  is  not  because  we  wilfully  do  them 
wrong,  but,  in  good  part,  because  they  are 
somewhat  diihcult  to  know. 

In  fact  prepossessions  of  all  sorts  naturally 
enough  find  their  place  here.  A  country  which 
has  no  national  literature,  or  literature  too  in- 
significant to  force  its  way  abroad,  must  always 
be,  to  its  neighbours,  at  least  in  every  important 
spiritual  respect,  an  unknown  and  misestimated 
country.  Its  towns  may  figure  on  our  maps; 
its  revenues,  population,  manufactures,  poli- 
tical connections, may  be  recorded  in  statistical 
books;  but  the  character  of  the  people  has  no 
symbol  and  no  voice ;  we  cannot  know  them 
\)y  speech  and  discourse,  but  only  mere  sight 
and  outward  observation  of  their  manners  and 
procedure.  Now,  if  both  sight  and  speech,  if 
both  travellers  and  native  literature,  are  found 
but  inefi*ectual  in  this  respect,  how  incalcu- 
lably more  so  the  former  alone !  '  To  seize 
a  character,  even  that  of  one  man,  in  its  life 
and  secret  mechanism,  requires  a  philospher; 
to  delineate  it  with  truth  and  impressiveness, 
is  a  work  for  a  poet.  How  then  shall  one  or 
two  sleek  clerical  tutors,  with  here  and  there 
a  tedium-stricken  esquire,  or  speculative  half- 
pay  captain,  give  us  views  on  such  a  subject? 
How  shall  a  man,  to  whom  all  characters  of 
individual  men  are  like  sealed  books,  of  which 
he  sees  only  the  title  and  the  covers,  decipher 
from  his  four-wheeled  vehicle,  and  depict  to 
us,  the  character  of  a  nation  ?  He  courage- 
ously depicts  his  own  optical  delusions ;  notes 
this  to  be  incomprehensible,  that  other  to  be 
insignificant;  much  to  be  good,  much  to  be 
bad,  and  most  of  all  indifferent ;  and  so,  with 
a  few  flowing  strokes,  completes  a  picture 
which,  though  it  may  not  even  resemble  any 
possible  object,  his  countrymen  are  to  take  for 
a  national  portrait.  Nor  is  the  fraud  so  readily 
detected:  for  the  character  of  a  people  has 
such  complexity  of  aspect,  that  even  the  honest 
observer  knows  not  always,  not  perhaps  after 
long  inspection,  what  to  determine  regarding 
it.  From  his,  only  accidental,  point  of  view, 
the  figure  stands  before  him  like  the  tracings 
on  veined  marble, — a  mass  of  mere  random 
lines,  and  tints,  and  entangled  strokes,  out  of 
which  a  lively  fancy  may  shape  almost  any 
image.  But  the  image  he  brings  along  with 
him  is  always  the  readiest;  this  is  tried,  it 
answers  as  well  as  another;  and  a  second 
voucher  now  testifies  its  correctness.  Thus 
each,  in  confident  tones,  though  it  may  be  with 
a  secret  misgiving,  repeats  his  precursor;  the 
hundred  times  repeated  comes  in  the  end  to  be 


ten  6048  poetical  pieces,  amonf  which  were  308  tragedies 
and  comedies ;  and  this,  besides  havinir  all  alonf  kept 
house,  like  an  honest  NQrnberg  biirfher,  by  assiduous 
and  sufficient  shoemakin; !  Hans  is  not  without  (renins, 
and  a  shtewd  irony  ;  and  above  nil,  the  mofil  gay,  child- 
like, yet  devout  and  solid  rhararler.  A  man  neither  to 
be  despised  nor  patronixod.  but  lefl  standing  on  his  own 
basis,  as  a  singular  product,  and  a  still  lecible  symbol, 
and  clear  mirror,  of  ihe  time  and  country  where  lie  lived. 
His  best  piece  known  lo  ui,  and  many  are  well  worth 
perusing,  is  the  Fastnarktfspirl  (*<hroveiidp  I'arce)  of  the 
J^arrenschneiden.  where  the  Doctor  cures  a  bloated  and 
lethargic  patient  by  cutting  out  half  a  dozen  FooU  from 
his  interior ! 

o2 
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believed;  the  foreign  nation  is  now  once  for  ' 
all  understood,  decided  on»  and  registered  ac- . 
cordingly ;  and  dunce  the  thousandth  writes  ^ 
of  it  like  dunce  the  first. 

With  the  aid  of  literary  and  intellectual  in- , 
tercourse,  much   of  this   falschocMi   may,  no 
doubt,   be   corrected :   yet   even    here,   t>ound  i 
judgment  is  far  from  caay ;  dnd  most  national ' 
characters  are  still,  as  Hume  lon<:  a^o  com- 
plained, the  product  rather  of  popular  preju- 
dice than  of  philosophic   insight.    That  the  j 
Germans,  in   particular,  have   by  no   means  ' 
escaped  such  misrepri'sentation,  nay,  perhaps, 
have  had  more  than  the  common  share  of  it, ; 
cannot,  in   their   circumslancrs,  MJrprise  us.  i 
From  the  time  of  Optiz  and  Flfmmin;^,  to  thnse  j 
of  Klopstock  and  Lessim?, — that  is,  from  the  ■ 
early  part  of  the  >ev«nloenih  to  the  middle  of -j 
the  eighteenth  century, — tiicy  had  scarcely  any  , 
literature  knoM'n  abroad,  or  dcservini;  to  be  ' 
known:  their  political  condition,  during  this 
same  period,  was  oppressive  and  every  way  un- 
fortunate externally  ;  and  at  home,  the  nation, 
split  into  so  many  facticms  and  petty  slates, 
had  lost  all  feeling  of  itself  as  of  a  nation ;  and 
its  energies  in  arts  as  in  arms  were  manifested 
only  in  detail,  too  often  in  collision,  and  always 
under  foreign  influence.    The  French,  at  once 
their  plunderers  and  their  scoffers,  described 
them  to  the  rest  of  Europe  as  a  semi-barbarous 
people ;  which  comfortable  fact  the   rest  of 
£urope  was  willing  enough  to  take  on  their 
word.    During  the  greater  part  of  the  last  cen- 
tury, the  Germans,  in  our  intellectual  survey 
of  the  world,  were  quietly  omitted;  a  vague 
contemptuous  ignorance  prevailed  respecting 
them ;  it  was  a  Cimmerian  land,  where,  if  a 
few  sparks  did  glimmer,  it  was  but  so  as  to 
testify  their  own  existence,  too  feebly  to  en- 
lighten us,*     The  Germans  passed  for  appren- 
tices in  all  provinces  of  art ;  and  many  foreign 
craftsmen  scarcely  all<;wed  them  so  much. 

Madame  de  Slael's  book  has  done  away  with 
this;  all  Europe  is  now  aware  that  the  Ger- 
mans are  something;  something  independent 
and  apart  from  others;  nay,  something  deep, 
imposing,  and,  if  not  admirable,  wonderful. 
What  that  something  is,  indeed,  is  still  unde- 
cided ;  for  this  gifted  lady's  MUrtuifinc,  in  doing 
much  to  excite  curiosity,  has  still  done  little  to 
satisfy  or  even  direct  it.  We  can  no  longer 
make  ignorance  a  boast,  but  we  are  yet  far 
from  having  acquired  right  knowledge ;  and 
cavillers,  excluded  from  contemptuous  nega- 
tion, have  found  a  resource  in  almost  as  con- 
temptuous assertion.  Translators  are  the  same 
faithless  and  stolid  race  that  they  have  ever 
been  :  the  particle  of  gold  they  bring  us  over 
is  hidden  from  all  but  the  most  patient  eye, 

*  So  late  RH  the  year  1811,  we  find,  from  PinkertoiCs 
OwerapkyA^f.  %o\e  representative  of  German  litnrattire 
to  be  Outtshed,  (with  his  name  wron^  spelt.)  **  who  firnt 
introduci'd  a  more  refined  ntyle."— ttottiir.hod  han  lieen 
dead  the  greater  part  of  ihe  century  ;  and,  for  the  last 
fifty  yearii,  ranks  amonj;  the  Gern'ianR  somewhat  as 
Prynne  or  Alexander  Rubs  does  aniontr  oiirrtelvcM.  A  man 
of  a  rold.  riLMd.  pcrseverant  chariiitcr,  wlio  iniHtonic  > 
himm-If  for  a  po(;l  and  the  p*rrf«rcti<»n  ofcritirji.  and  had 
skill  to  p:ii"4 1  urrent  during  the  eroater  pari  of  hiH  lif«.>- 
rary  lifr  fur  :<urh.     On  thn  stn^nsth  of  his  Hoileau  and 
Ilatteux.  lie   Itwif;   mizned  KUprrme  :    but    it    wae   like  I 
Niirht,  in  r:iylfris  inaJfMty,  and  ovi-r  a  i-iuni>K>riri;;|ieoplti.  i 
Th<^y  awoke,  licr.«r«'  hn  deuih.and  liurk-d  him.  pi'rhaps  j 
too  indiKnanlly,  into  his  native  Abyss.  , 


among  shiploads  of  yellow  sand  and  sulphur. 
Gentle  Dulness  too,  in  this  as  in  all  other  things* 
still  loves  her  joke.  The  Germans,  thoi^ 
much  more  attended  to,  are  perhaps  not  less 
mistaken  than  before. 

Doubtless,  however,  there  is  in  this  increased 
attention  a  progress  towards  the  truth ;  which 
it  is  only  investigation  and  discussion  that  can 
help  us  to  find.  The  study  of  German  liten- 
ture  has  already  taken  such  firm  root  amoD(; 
us,  and  its  spreading  so  vi.sibly,  that  by  andbj, 
as  we  believe,  the  true  character  of  it  must  iQd 
will  become  known.  A  result,  which  is  to 
bring  us  into  closer  and  friendlier  union  with 
forty  millions  of  civilized  men,  cannot  surely 
be  otherwise  than  desirable.  If  they  have  pre- 
cious truth  to  impart,  we  shall  receive  it  as  the 
highest  of  all  gifts ;  if  error,  we  shall  not  only  re- 
ject it,  but  explain  it  and  trace  out  its  origiD, 
and  so  help  our  brethren  also  to  reject  iL  In 
either  point  of  view,  and  for  all  profitable  pa^ 
poses  of  national  intercourse,  correct  knov- 
ledge  is  the  first  and  indispensable  preliminary. 

Meanwhile,  errors  of  all  sorts  prevail  on  this 
subject:  even  among  men  of  sense  and  Uber- 
ality  we  have  found  so  much  hallucination, so 
many  groundless  or  half-grounded  ohjecttoDs 
to  German  literature,  that  the  tone  in  which  a 
multitude  of  other  men  speak  of  it  cannot  ap- 
pear extraordinary.  To  much  of  this,  even  a 
slight  knowledge  of  the  Germans  would  famish 
a  sufficient  answer.  But  we  have  thought  it 
might  be  useful  were  the  chief  of  these  objec- 
tions 7r:;*rshalled  in  distinct  order,  and  ex- 
amined with  what  degree  of  light  and  fairness 
is  at  our  disposal.  In  attempting  this,  we  are 
vain  enou^^h,  for  reasons  already  stated,  to 
fancy  ourselves  discharging  what  is  in  some 
sort  a  national  duty.  It  is  unworthy  of  on« 
great  people  to  think  falsely  of  another;  it  is 
unjust,  and  therefore  unworthy.  Of  the  injuiy 
it  does  to  ourselves  we  do  not  speak,  for  that 
is  an  inferior  consideration:  yet  surely  if  the 
grand  principle  of  free  intercourse  is  so  pro- 
fitable in  material  commerce,  much  more  must 
it  be  in  the  commerce  of  the  mind,  the  pro- 
ducts of  which  arc  thereby  not  so  much  trans- 
ported out  of  one  country  into  another,  as  mul- 
tiplied over  all,  for  the  benefit  of  all,  and 
without  loss  to  any.  If  that  man  is  a  bene- 
factor to  the  world  who  causes  two  ears  of  corn 
to  grow  where  only  one  grew  before,  ancb 
more  is  he  a  benefactor  who  causes  two  tratbs 
to  grow  up  together  in  harmony  and  mutual  con- 
firmation, where  before  only  one  stood  solitaiy» 
and,  on  that  side  at  least,  intcderant  and  hostile. 

In  dealing  with  the  host  of  objections  which 
front  us  on  this  subject,  we  think  it  maybe 
convenient  to  range  them  und«'r  two  principal 
heads.  The  first,  as  respects  chicily  unsoundness 
or  imperfection  of  sentiment:  an  error  which 
may  in  general  be  denominated  Bad  Tastt,  TV 
second,  as  respects  chietly  a  wrong  condition 
of  intellect;  an  error  which  may  be  desigoatetf 
by  the  general  title  of  Mys'^rism,    Both  of  the.«f. 
no  doubt,  are  partly  connected;  and  each, ti      2 
some  degree,  sprinys  from  and  returns  inlotbf    .< 
other:  yet,  for  i)resent  puiposcs,  the  divi<io8S     't 


maybe  precise  enonch. 

First,  then,  of  iho  fir^t:  It  i>  objected  ito    i 
the  Germans  have  a  radically  bad  taste.  Tte 
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It 


deep-rooted  objection,  which  assumes 
forms,  and  extends  throagh  many  rami- 
ns.  Among  men  of  less  acquaintance 
he  subject  of  German  taste,  or  of  taste  in 
il,  the  spirit  of  the  accusation  seems  to 
newhat  as  follows :  That  the  Germans, 
nuch  natural  susceptibility,  are  still  in  a 
coarse  and  uncultivated  state  of  mind ; 
ying,  with  the  energy  and  other  virtues 
ude  people,  many  of  their  vices  also ;  in 
ular,  a  certain  wild  axitl  headlong  temper, 

seizes  on  all  things  too  hastily  and  ini- 
isly ;  weeps,  storms,  loves,  hates,  too 
yand  vociferously;  delighting  in  coarse 
ments,  such  as  flariog  contrasts,  vulgar 
s,  and  all  sorts  of  showy  exaggeration, 
literature,  in  particular,  is  thought  to 
with  peculiar  complacency  among  wiz- 
ind  ruined  towers,  uith  mailed  knights, 
tribunals,  monks,  spectres,  and  banditti ; 
'  other  hand,  there  is  an  undue  love  of 
ight,  and  mossy  fountains,  and  the  moral 
le :  then  we  have  descriptions  of  things 
should  not  be  described ;  a  general  want 
t;  nay,  oAen  hollowness,  and  want  of 

In  short,  the  German  Muse  comports 
f,  it  is  said,  like  a  passionate,  and  rather 
Bting,  but  tumultuous,  uninstructed,  and 
alf-civilized  Muse.  A  belle  tauvage  at 
re  can  only  love  her  with  a  sort  of  su- 
ious  tolerance;  often  she  tears  a  pas- 

0  rags;  and,  in  her  tumid  vehemence, 
without  meaning,  and  to  the  offence  of 

Tary  decorum. 

r,  in  all  this  there  is  a  certain  degree  of 

If  any  man  will  insist  upon  taking 
e's  JrdingheUo,  and  Miller's  Siegufart,  and 
orks  of  Veit  Weber  the  younger,  and, 

all,  the  everlasting  Kotzebue,  as  his 
aens  of  German  literature,  he  may  es- 

1  many  things.  Black  Forests,  and  the 
%  of  Lubberland ;  sensuality  and  horror, 
lectre  nun,  and  the  charmed  moonshine, 
3ot  be  wanting.  Boisterous  outlaws,  also, 
mge  whiskers,  and  the  most  cat-o'-moun- 
^pect;  tear-stained  sentimentalists,  the 
lest  man-haters,  ghosts,  and  the  like  sus- 
s  characters,  will  be  found  in  abundance. 
re  little  read  in  this  bowl-and-dagger  de- 
ent;  but  we  do  understand  it  to  have 
at  one  time  rather  diligently  cultivated ; 
ii  at  present  it  seems  to  be  mostly  relin- 
k1  as  unproductive.  Other  forms  of  Un- 
I  have  taken  its  place;  which  in  their 
nust  yield  to  still  other  forms ;  for  it  is 
tore  of  this  goddess  to  descend  in  frequent 
I  among  men.  Perhaps  not  less  than 
undred  volumes  of  such  stuff  could  still 
lected  from  the  book-stalls  of  Germany, 
lich  truly  we  may  learn  that  there  is  in 
mntry  a  class  of  unwise  men  and  unwise 
n ;  that  many  readers  there  labour  under  a 
i  of  ignorance  and  mental  vacancy,  and 
lot  actively  but  passively,  not  to  learn 

be  amused.    But  is  this  fact  so  very 

0  us  ?  Or  what  should  we  think  of  a 
in  critic  that  selected  his  specimens  of 

1  literature  from  the  Castle  Spectre^  Mr. 
's  Monky  or  even  the  Mysteries  of  Udolpho, 
rasifcrtutem  or  the  Mwkm  Promcthcux/     Or 

he  judge  rightly  of  our  dramatic  taste, 


!  if  he  took  hia  extracts  from  Mr.  Egan's  Thm 
and  Jerry ;  an^  told  his  readers,  as  he  might 
I  truly  do,  that  no  play  had  ever  enjoyed  such 
I  currency  on  the  English  stage  as  this  most 
classic  performance  1  We  think  not.  In  like 
manner,  till  some  author  of  acknowledged 
merit  shall  so  write  among  the  Germans,  and 
be  approved  of  by  critics  of  acknowledged 
merit  among  them,  or  at  least  secure  for  him- 
self some  permanency  of  favour  among  the 
million,  we  can  prove  nothing  by  such  in* 
stances.  That  there  is  so  per\'erse  an  author, 
or  so  blind  a  critic,  in  the  whole  compass  of 
German  literature,  we  have  no  hesitation  in 
denying. 

But  farther:  among  men  of  deeper  views, 
and  with  regard  to  works  of  really  standard 
'  character,  we  find,  though  not  the  same,  a  simi- 
lar objection  repeated.  Goethe's  WUhehn  Med- 
ter,  it  is  said,  and  Faust,  are  ftiU  of  bad  taste  also. 
With  respect  to  the  taste  in  which  they  are 
written,  we  shall  have  occasion  to  say  some- 
what hereafter:  meanwhile,  we  may  be  peF> 
mitted  to  remark  that  the  objection  would  hav« 
more  force,  did  it  seem  to  originate  from  a  more 
mature  consideration  of  the  subject  We  have 
heard  few  English  criticisms  of  such  works, 
in  which  the  first  condition  of  an  approach  to 
accuracy  was  complied  with ; — a  transpositiom 
of  the  critic  into  the  author's  point  of  vision, 
a  survey  of  the  author'K  means  and  objects  at 
they  lay  before  himself,  and  a  just  trial  of  these 
by  rules  of  universal  application.  Fau$t,  for 
instance,  passes  with  many  of  us  for  a  mere 
tale  of  sorcery  and  art-magic :  but  it  would 
scarcely  be  more  unwise  to  consider  HamUt 
as  depending  for  its  main  interest  on  the  ghost 
that  walks  in  it,  than  to  regard  Faiui  as  a  pro- 
duction of  this  sort  For  the  present,  therefore, 
this  objection  may  be  set  aside ;  or  at  least 
may  be  considered  nut  as  an  assertion,  but  an 
inquiry^  the  answer  to  which  may  turn  out 
rather  that  the  German  taste  is  different  from 
ours,  than  that  it  is  worse.  Nay,  with  regard 
even  to  difference,  we  should  scarcely  reckon 
it  to  be  of  great  moment.  Two  nations  that 
agree  in  estimating  Shakspeare  as  the  highest 
of  all  poets,  can  differ  in  no  essential  principle, 
if  they  understood  one  another,  that  relates  to 
poetry. 

Nevertheless,  this  opinion  of  our  opponents 
has  attained  a  certain  degree  of  consistency 
with  itself;  one  thing  is  thought  to  throw  light 
on  another;  nay,  a  quiet  little  theory  has  b^n 
propounded  to  explain  the  whole  phenomenon. 
The  cause  of  this  bad  taste,  we  are  assured, 
lies  in  the  condition  of  the  German  authors. 
These,  it  seems,  are  generally  very  poor;  the 
ceremonial  law  of  the  country  excludes  them 
from  all  society  with  the  great ;  they  cannot 
acquire  the  polish  of  drawing-rooms,  but  must 
live  in  mean  houses,  and  therefore  write  and 
think  in  a  mean  style. 

Apart  from  the  truth  of  these  assumptions, 
and  in  respect  of  the  theory  itself,  we  confess 
there  is  something  in  the  face  of  it  that  afflicts 
us.  Is  it  then  so  certain  that  taste  and  riches 
are  dissolubly  connected  1  that  truth  of  feelincr 
must  ever  be  preQcded  by  weight  of  pursf,  and 
the  eyCvS  be  dim  for  universal  and  eternal 
Beauty,  till  they  have  long  rested  on  gilt  walls 
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And  costly  furniture  ?     To  the  great  body  of 
mankind  this   were  heavy  news;  for,  of  the 
thousand,  scarcely  one  is  rich,  or  connected '. 
with  the  rich;  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine 
have  always  been  poor,  and  must  always  i)c 
$0.     We  take  the  liberty  of  (juestionin^  the 
whole  postulate.     We  think  that,  for  acquiring 
iruc  poetic  taste,  riches,  or  association  with  the ' 
rich,are  distinctly  amonc  the  minor  requisites ; ' 
(hat,  in  fact,  they  have  little  or  no  concern  with  ' 
{he  matter.    This  we  shall  now  endeavour  to 
make  probable. 

Taste,  if  it  mean  any  thing  but  a  paltry  cc»n-  j 
Boisseurship,  must  mean  a  general  susceptibi- ; 
lity  to  truth  and  nobleness;  a  sense  to  discern, 
and  a  heart  to  love  and  reverence,  all  beauty,  j 
order,  goodness,  wheresoever,  or  in  whatsoever 
forms  and  accompaniments  they  nre  to  be  seen. 
This  surely  implies,  as  its  chief  condition,  not 
any  given  external  ranb  or  .situation,  but  a  finely 
gifted  mind,  purified  into  harmony  with  itself, 
into  keenness  and  justness  of  vision ;  above  all, 
kindled  into  love  and  generous  admiration.  Is 
culture  of  this  sort  found  exclusively  among 
the  higher  ranks  ?  We  believe  it  proceeds  less 
trom  without  than  within,  in  every  rank.  The 
charms  of  Nature,  the  majesty  of  Man,  the  in- 
finite loveliness  of  Truth  and  Virtue,  are  not 
hidden  from  the  eye  of  the  poor ;  but  from  the 
^ye  of  the  vain,  the  corrupted,  and  self-seeking, 
bie  he  poor  or  rich.  In  all  ages,  the  humble 
Minstrel,  a  mendicant,  and  lord  of  nothing  but 
his  harp  and  his  own  free  soul,  had  intimations 
of  those  glories,  while  to  the  proud  Baron  in 
his  barbaric  halls  they  were  unknown.  Nor 
is  there  still  any  aristocratic  monopoly  of  judg- 
ment more  than  of  genius:  And  as  to  that 
Science  of  Ncgutum,  which  is  tau:^ht  peculiarly 
by  men  of  professed  elo£:ancc,  we  confess 
we  hold  it  rather  cheap.  It  is  a  necessarv, 
but  decidedly  a  subordinate  acc()nlpli^hment : 
nay,  if  it  be  rated  as  the  hij;:hest,  it  becomes  a 
ruinous  vice.  This  is  an  old  truth ;  yet  ever 
seeding  new  application  and  enforcement.  Let 
us  know  what  to  love,  and  wf»  shall  know  also 
what  to  reject;  what  to  affirm,  and  we  shall 
know  also  what  to  deny :  but  it  is  dan-serous  to 
iugin  with  denial,  and  fatal  to  end  with  it.  To 
deny  is  easy;  nothing  is  sooner  learnt  or  more 
generally  practised:  as  matters  go.  w»*  need 
no  man  of  polish  to  teach  it;  but  rather,  if 
possible,  a  hundred  men  of  wisdom  to  show  us 
its  limits,  and  teach  us  its  reverse. 

Such  is  our  hypothesis  ijf  the  case :  But  how 
fitands  it  with  the  facts  ?  Are  the  fineness  and 
truth  of  sense  manifested  by  the  artist  found,  in 
most  instances, to  be  proportionate  to  his  wealth 
and  elevation  of  acquaintance  ?  Are  they  found 
to  have  any  perceptible  relation  either  with  the 
one  or  the  other  1  We  imap:ine  not.  Whose 
taste  in  painting,  for  instance,  is  truer  and  finer 
than  Claude  Lorraine's  1  And  was  not  he  a 
poor  colour-grinder;  outwardlj%  the  moanest 
of  menials?  Where,  again,  we  might  ask, 
*ay  Shakspeare*s  rent-roll ;  and  what  generous 
peer  look  him  by  the  hand  and  unfolded  to  him 
the  "open  secret"  of  the  Universe;  t(^aching 
him  that  this  was  beautiful,  and  that  not  so? 
Was  he  not  a  peasant  by  birth,  and  by  fortune 
.something  lower ;  and  was  it  not  thoui^ht  much, 
even  in  the  height  of  his  reputation,  that  South- 


ampton allowed  him  equal  patronage  with  the 
zanies,  jugglers,  and  bearwards  of  the  timel 
Yet  compare  his  taste,  even  as  it  respects  the 
negative  side  of  things;  for  in  regard  to  the 
positive,  and  far  higher  side,  it  admits  no  com* 
parison  with  any  other  mortaPs, — compare  it, 
for  instance,  with  the  taste  of  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher,  his  contemporaries,  men  of  rank  and 
education,  and  of  fine  genius  like  himself.  Tried 
even  by  the  nice,  fastidious,  and  in  great  pan 
false,  and  artificial  delicacy  i>f  modem  times, 
how  stands  it  with  the  two  parties:  with  the 
7ay  triumphant  men  of  fashion,  and  the  poor 
vai;rant  link-boy  ?     Does  the  latter  sin  agtinsi, 
we  shall  not  say  taste,  but  etiquette,  as  the 
former  do  ?     For  one  line,  for  one  word,  which 
some  Chesterfield  might  wish  blotted  from  the 
fir>t,  are  there  not  in  the  others  whole  pages 
and  scenes  which,  with  palpitating  heart,  he 
would  hurry  into  deepest  night?  This, too, ob> 
serve,  respects  not  their  genius,  but  their  col- 
ture;  not  their  appropriation  of  beauties,  ha 
their  rejection  of  deformities,  by  supposition, 
the  grand  and  peculiar  result  of  high  breediDg! 
Surely,  in  buch  instances,  even  that  hamble 
supposition  is  ill  borne  out. 

The  truth  of  the  matter  seems  to  be,  that 
with  the  culture  of  a  genuine  poet,  thinker,  or 
other  aspirant  to  fame,  the  influence  of  rank 
has  no  exclusive  or  even  special  concera.  For 
men  of  action,  for  senators,  public  speakers, 
political  writers,  the  case  may  be  different;  bnt 
of  such  we  speak  not  at  present.    Neither  do 
we  speak  of  imitators,  and  the  crowd  of  iDe> 
diocremen,to  whom  fashionable  life  sometimes 
gives  an  external  inoffensiveness,  often  com- 
pensated by  a  frigid  malignity  of  character. 
We  speak  of  men,  who,  from  amid  the  per- 
plexed and  conflicting  elements  of  their  every- 
day existence,  are   to   form    themselves  into 
harmony  and  wisdr>m,  and  show  forth  the  same 
wisdom  to  others  that  exist  along  with  them. 
To  such  a  man,  high  life,  as  it  is  called,  will 
be  a  province  of  human  life  certainly,  but  no- 
thing more.    He  will  study  to  deal  with  it  as 
he  deals  with  all  forms  of  mortal  being;  todo 
it  justice,  and  to  draw  instruction  from  it:  hot 
his  light  will  come  from  a  loftittr  region,  or  h« 
wanders  for  ever  in  darkness ;  dwindles  into 
a  man  oCvcrs  fie  mrict^^  or  attains  at  best  to  be 
a  Walpole  or  a  Caylus.  Still  less  can  we  think 
that  he  is  to  be  viewed  as  a  hireling ;  that  bis 
excellence  will  be  regulated  by  his  pay.  **Safr 
ciently  provided  for  from  within,  he  ha^  need 
of  little  from  without :''  food  and  raiment,  and 
an  unviolated  home,  will  be  given  him  mtbe 
rudest  land;  and  with  these,  while  the  kmi 
earth  is  round  him,  and  the  everlasting  heavea 
is  over  him,  the  world  has  little  more  that  it 
can  give.    Is  he  poor?     So  also  were  Homer 
and  Soerates;  so  was  Samuel  J(»hnson ;  so  was 
John  Milton.     Shall  we  reproach  him  with  his 
poverty,  and  infer  that,  because  he  is  poor,  he 
must  likewise  be  worthless?     God  forhid  thai 
the  time  shiuild  ever  come  when  he  too  shall 
esteem   richf's  the  synonyme  of  good !    The 
«pirit  of  Mammon  has  a  wide  empire;  but  it 
cannot,  and  must  not,  be  worshipped  in  ib< 
Holy  of  Holies.     Nay,  does  not  the  heart  of 
every  ffcnuinp  disciple  of  literature,  hnwerer 
mean  his  sphere,  instinctively  deny  this  pnfi* 
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iple,  as  applicable  either  to  himself  or  ano- 
ler!  Is  it  not  rather  true,  as  D'Alemberthas 
aid,  that  for  every  man  of  letters,  who  de- 
erves  that  name,  the  motto  and  the  watchword 
rill  be  Fbbbdox,  Tbuth,  and  even  this  same 
'oTBBTT  ?  and  that  if  he  fear  the  last,  the  two 
irst  can  never  be  made  snre  to  him  ? 

We  have  stated  these  things,  to  bring  the 
[oestion  somewhat  nearer  its  real  basis ;  not 
or  the  sake  of  the  Germans,  who  nowise  need 
he  admission  of  them.    The  German  authors 
ire  not  poor ;  neither  are  they  excluded  from 
issociation  with  the  wealthy  and  well-born. 
)n  the  contrar}',  we  scrapie  not  to  say,  that,  in 
x>ih  these  respects,  they  are  considerably  better 
(itnated  than  our  own.   Their  booksellers,  it  is 
me,  cannot  pay  as  oars  do ;  yet,  there  as  here, 
I  man  lives  by  his  writings ;  and,  to  compare 
/brdm  with  Johnton  and  D*Itraeli,  somewhat 
better  there  than  here.    No  case  like  our  own 
loble  Otwa3r's  has  met  us  in  their  biographies ; 
Boyces  and  Chattertons  are  much  rarfer  in  Ger-. 
man,  than  in  English  history.  But  farther,  and 
irhat  is  far  more  important :  From  the  p um- 
ber of  universities,  libraries,  collections  of  art, 
museums,  and  other  literary  or  scientific  in- 
stitutions of  a  public  or  private  nature,  we 
question  whether  the  chance,  which  a  meriio- 
rious  man  of  letters  has  before  him,  of  obtaining 
some  permanent  appointment,  some  independ- 
ent civic  existence,  is  not  a  hundred  to  one  in 
favour  of  the  German,  compared  with  the 
Eogiishman.    This  is  a  weighty  item,  and 
indeed  the  weightiest  of  all ;  for  it  will  be  grant- 
ed, that,  for  the  votary  of  literature,  the  rela- 
tioa  of  entire  dependence  on  the  merchants 
of  literature,  is,  at  best,  and  however  liberal 
the  terms,  a  highly  questionable  one.  It  tempts 
him  daily  and  hourly  to  sink  from  an  artist  into 
a  manufacturer ;  nay,  so  precarious,  fluctuating, 
and  every  way  unsatisfactory  must  his  civic 
and  economic  concerns  become,  that  too  many 
of  his  class  cannot  even  attain  the  praise  of 
common  honesty  as  manufacturers.    There  is. 
Ho  doubt,  a  spirit  of  martyrdom,  as  we  have 
asserted,  which  can  sustain  this  too :  but  few 
indeed  have  the  spirit  of  martyrs;  and  that 
state  of  matters  is  the  safest  which  requires  it 
leaist.   The  German  authors,  moreover,  to  their 
credit  be  it  spoken,  seem  to  set  less  store  by 
Wealth  than  many  of  ours.    There  have  been 
prudent,  quiet  men  among  them,  who  actually 
appeared  not  to  want  more  wealth, — whom 
Wealth  could  not  tempt,  either  to  this  hand  or 
that,  from  their  pre-appointed  aims.    Neither 
taust  we  think  so  hardly  of  the  German  nobi- 
lity as  to  believe  them  insensible  to  genius,  or 
of  opinion  that  a  patent  from  the  Lion  King  is 
So  superior  to  **  a  patent  direct  from  Almighty 
God.'*    A  fair  proportion  of  the  German  au- 
thorb  are  themselves  men  of  rank :  we  mention 
only,  as  of  our  own  time,  and  notable  in  other 
i^pects,  the  two  Stolbergs  and  Novalis.    Let 
Us  not  be  unjust  to  this  class  of  persons.    It  is 
*  poor  error  to  fisrure  them  as  wrapt  up   in 
ceremonial  statcliness,  avoiding  the  most  gift- 
ed man  of  a  lower  station  ;  and,  for  their  own 
Supercilious  triviality,  themselves  avoided  by 
%ll  truly  gifted  men.     On  the  whole,  we  should 
c^hange  our  notion  of  the  German  nobleman : 
Uiat  ancient,  thirsty,  thickheaded,  sixteen-quar- 


tered  Baron,  who  still  hovers  in  our  mindsV 
never  did  exist  in  such  perfection,  and  is  non^ 
as  extinct  as  our  own  Squire  Western.  Hi^ 
descendant  is  a  man  of  other  culture,  othef 
aims,  and  other  habits.  We  question  whether 
there  is  an  aristocracy  in  Europe,  which,  taken 
as  a  whole,  both  in  a  public  and  private  capa-* 
city,  more  honours  art  and  literature,  and  does 
more  both  in  public  and  private  to  encourage 
them.  Excluded  from  society!  What,  we 
would  ask,  was  Wieland*s,  Schiller's,  Herder's/ 
Johannes  Miiller's  society  ?  Has  not  Goethe,  by 
birth  a  Frankfort  burgher,been,since  his  twenty-' 
sixth  year,  the  companion,  not  of  nobles  but  of 
princes,  and  for  half  his  life  a  minister  of  state  f 
And  is  not  this  man,  unrivalled  in  so  many  far 
deeper  qualities,  known  also  and  felt  to  be  un- 
rivalled in  nobleness  of  breeding  and  bearing; 
fit  not  to  learn  of  princes,  in  this  respect,  but 
by  the  example  of  his  daily  life  to  teach  them  T 

We  hear  much  of  the  munificent  spirit  dis- 
played among  the  better  classes  in  England ;' 
their  high  estimation  of  the  arts,  and  generous 
patronage  of  the  artist.  We  rejoice  to  hear  it  ^ 
we  hope  it  is  true,  and  will  become  truer  and 
truer.  We  hope  that  a  great  change  has  takei» 
place  among  these  classes,  since  the  time  when 
Bishop  Burnet  could  AiTite  of  them, — "They 
are  for  the  most  part  the  wont  instructed,  andT 
the  least  knowing,  of  any  of  their  rank  I  ever 
went  among!"  Nevertheless,  let  us  arrogate 
to  ourselves  no  exclusive  praise  in  this  par- 
ticular. Other  nations  can  appreciate  the  arts/ 
and  cherish  their  cultivators,  as  well  as  wc/ 
Nay,  while  learning  from  us  in  many  other 
matters,  we  suspect  the  Germans  might  even- 
teach  us  somewhat  in  regard  to  this.  At  all 
events,  the  pity,  which  certain  of  our  authors 
express  for  the  civil  condition  of  their  brethren- 
in  that  country,  is,  from  such  a  quarter,  a  super-' 
fluous  feeling.  Nowhere,  let  us  rest  assured/ 
is  genius  more  devoutly  honoured  than  there, 
by  all  ranks  of  men,  from  peasants  and  burgh- 
ers up  to  legislators  and  kings.  It  was  but 
last  year  that  the  Diet  of  the  Empire  passed  an 
act  in  favour  of  one  individual  poet :  the  final 
edition  of  Goethe's  works  was  guarantied  to  be 
protected  against  commercial  injury  in  every 
state  of  Germany ;  and  special  assurances  to 
that  effect  were  sent  him,  in  the  kindest  terms/ 
from  all  the  Authorities  there  assembled,  some 
of  them  the  highest  in  his  country  or  in  Europe. 
Nay,  even  while  we  write,  are  not  the  news- 
papers recording  a  visit  from  the  Sovereign  of 
Bavaria  in  person,  to  the  same  venerable  man ; 
a  mere  ceremony,  perhaps,  but  one  which  al- 
most recalls  to  us  the  era  of  the  antique  Sages 
and  the  Grecian  Kings? 

This  hypothesis,  therefore,  it  would  seem,  is 
not  supported  by  facts,  and  so  returns  to  it» 
original  elements.  The  causes  it  alleges  are 
impossible :  but,  what  is  still  more  fatal,  the 
effect  it  proposes  to  account  for  has,  in  reality, 
no  existence.  We  venture  to  deny  that  the 
Germans  are  defective  in  taste ;  even  as  a 
nation,  as  a  public,  lakinjrone  thing  with  ano- 
ther, we  imagine  they  may  stand  c(>niparison 
with  any  of  their  neighbours;  as  writers,  a« 
!  criiicN,  they  may  decidedly  court  it.  True,  there 
is  a  ma^ss  of  dulness,  awkwardness,  and  false 
susceptibility  in  the  lower  regions  of  their  lite- 
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raturi' :  but  is  not  bad  taste  endemical  in  such  !  but  the  battle ;  as  indeed  himself  admits  to  QS. 
regions  ot'evory  literature  under  the  sun  ?  Pure    that  **■  it  is  not  the  finding  of  truth,  but  the  hoD* 
Hiupidily,  indeed,  in  of  ji  quiet  nature,  and  con-  ]  est  search  for  it,  that  profits."     We  confer. 
tent  to  be  merely  >tu]iid.     But  ^eldoiii  do  we  .  we  should  be  entirely  at  a  loss  for  the  literary 
find  It  pure;  seldiun  unadulterated  with  some    creed  of  that  man  who  reck  uned  Les^ing  other 
tincture  of  ambiiiuu,  which  drives  it  into  new    than  a  thoroughly  cultivated  writer;  nay  en* 
and  >tran<;e  metainorj^ho.se'i.     Here  it  ha^  as-    titled  to  rank,  in  this  particular,  with  the  nosi 
humed  a  cttnlemptnnus  tre:ichant  air,  intended    distinguished  writer^  of  any  existing  natioc. 
to  repii'.veui  >uperiur  tact,  and  a  sort  of  all-    An  a  poet,  a^  a  critic,  philosopher,  or  coDiro* 
wisdom;  there  a  trueuleiit  atrabilious  scowl,  ;  ycrsialist.  his   style   will   be  found  precisely 
which  IS  to  Maud  lor  passiiUiate  sireni^th:  now    such   as  we   of  England  are  accustomed  to 
we  have  an  i>uipouriiig  of  tumid  fervour;  now    admire  most;  brief,  ner\-ous,  vivid;  yet  quieu 
a  fruitless,  ;isthiiiatic    hunting   after   wit  and  .  without  glitter   or  antithois;  idiomatic,  pare 
humour,    lirave  t>r  gay.  enthusiastic   or  de- ;  without  purism,  transparent,  yet  full  of  cha- 
risiive,  admiring   or  despiMn?,  the  dull   man  |  racter  and  rcdez  hues  of  meaniog.    **EverT 
Would  be  something  which  he  is  not  and  can-    sentence."  says  Horn,  and  justly,  ''is  like  a 
not  Ik*.    Shall  we  confess,  that,  of  these   too    phalanx  ;*'  not  a   word   wrong  placed,  not  a 
common   extremes,  >»e  reckon   the  German  ,  word  that  could  be  spared ;  and  it  forms  itself 
error  considerably  the  mi*re  harmless,  and.  in    so  calmy  and  lightly,  and  stands  in  its  com* 
our  day,  by  far  the  more  curable  ?     Of  unwise  ,  pleteness,  so  gay.  yet  so  impregnable!    Asa 
admiration  much  may  be  hoped,  for  much  good  !  poet  he   contemptuously  denied  himself  all 
is  really  in  it:  but  unwise  contempt  is  itself  a^  merit;  but  his  readers  hare  not  uken  him  at 
negation  ;  nothing  comes  ^.A'  it.  for  it  i*  nothing. '  his  word :  here,  too,  a  similar  felicity  of  stjle 
To  judge  of  a  national  taste,  however,  we    attends  him ;  his  plays,  his  4Viiiiia  vom  Bvh- 
must  rai>e  our  view  t'rvMn  its  transitory  modes    hflm,  his  £rn!u  Galu.i,  his  Xathan  dtr  Hfiie, 
to  its  perennial  mivlels ;  from  the  mass  oC  vul-    have  a  genuine  and  graceful  poetic  life;  yetso 
gar  wniers,  who  t^ia.'e  out  and  are  extinguished    works  known  to  us  in  any  language  are  purer 
« ith  the  |vpular  delusion  which  they  tiatier.  to    fnim  exaggeration,  or  any  appearance  of  fals^ 
those  few  who  are  admitted  to  shine  with  a    hood.    They  are  pictures,  we  might  say  paiai- 
puie  and  lasting  iusire ;  to  whom,  by  common    ed  not  in  colours, but  in  crayons;  ret  a  strange 
con>ent.  the  e\es  of  the  people  are  turned,  as    aitraciiiin  lies  in  them;  for  the   figures  are 
l«MtN  Knlestar  and  celesi..il  luminaries.  Among    grouped   icto  the   finest  attitudes,  and   trae 
iieiman  writer*  of  ihis  stamp,  we  would  ask    and  spirit-speaking  in  evenr  line.    It  is  with 
an\  candid  iv^der  ot'  them,  let  hiiu  bo  of  what    his  snle  ch:edy  that  we  have  to  do  here;  yet 
counti>  or  >»hjii  creed  he  m:j:ht.  whether  bad    we  mus;  add.  thai  the  matter  of  his  works  is 
i*sie  sinu'k  huu  as  a  pir\  A.lini:  ch.\raoieris::c.    n*^:  less  xnerivr.ous.    His  Criticism  and  ^ 
Was  \V»eUiur>  taste  unonliivated-    Taste,  we    :os.*ph.c   or   religious  Skepticism  were  of  a 
»hould  sA> .  and  \a<w  of  :he  \ e:v  si^er.cs  uh.ch    h:jcber  :r.,>i  ihin  had  yet  been  heard  in  Ei- 
a  disc  I  pie  of  the  Nei;A'.:\e  S*h*vl  w.-.i:»i  cal".    r.  ?e,  s'.,li  cere  ic  Germany:  his  Dromaimpt 
the  huhcikt,  i'orm«\!  the  s.ra:  .^V  ^*:  o:h;s  :.:V:    ::>:  exr^^iesi  ihe  preiensions  of  ihc  Freaek 
the   p.ile^'tu'n   he   us-,>»eAr*e.:.\    ,-r..::»4\\:-jn^.'.    ;'r.-4:rf.'a7..:.  w::fa  :,Te?;>ubIe conviction, made 
aiWi.  4nd.  moi^  th4:\  a'.*.\  o:hr:  ;*:i.ev":.,-:.h«<    Srii:-7»:"  ire  ks.'wr.  :o  h;>  countrymen;  pre- 
*u  A I  i\e.l .   The  mo> ; :  *  n  ;  :d ., .-.  s  K-.  t- :  o : .  i*.*  a  v.  :v.  - ,-  h :    :-ji : .  r  i  "re  «rar  :.  r  a  bnch-je  r  era  in  their  li!^ 
IV Ad  h . m .  «i  «h  A.l'.;i -. ;  ^ . . .-n  , ;  ^ .^  iv r  t ^  K :'i^r..-h    \x.: .r,  :r -  j b  !f  f  =:«r -  o f  which  still  thankfoUr 
i^iuli-.  ,'v     Vn.l  ;n  v.,".  K  ,'.'x-„vi..  M  >.  .-..>  ,->jir    :>  ^  ^^c«  ::  Lf  *>.::?  a<  :he:r  patnarcb.    Ho 
rnih\iN  AMU.  hix  Atw.^  •.».;..>.  a:,'.  >.^A^r.'.  \.  ;:     Ij.  ..a»».  ^  .-j:  .-.*  ittv  f'.ances  into  the  phikh 
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11      V  .'  }•:  :.ri  in  this  poiit  flf 
•   •  V.      ».;    -K* :.)  If'  .-nosers  of  his  earlier 
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^H  tern  viih  prapnci)'.  Tht  PIimIoh  at  the  \Me{, 
^B  h  ill  eliul«  precisioB  and  limplicity  or  sljle, 
^H  Bij  almaM  remiod  us  of  Xeuophon :  Sgcraies, 
^H  ItDDrmind.  has  spoketi  inao  nodern  Uaguage 
^P  Hlike  S(«nlcs,*sbere,byllielipsof  Uiia  wise 
■        ad  cultisaied  Juv.* 

r  Among  Ihe  poris  and  more  popular  wrilers 

of  Ihr  time,  ibe  case  is  the  ssme :  L'lz,  Gtllcrl, 
Cnmer,  Ramler,  KleisI,  Hugedam,  Rabener, 
airiau  and  a  muliitude  ol  lesser  men,  wholevcr 
ttcellepces  Ihey  mlghl 
,  (£»i]gcalile  witb  bad  lasle.    Tidy,  perhaps  oT 

lU  writers  they  are  the  least  chargeable  with 
oin  clear,  lighl,  unalTectcd  etegauce. 
!_  tf  B  higher  nature    than   French    elegance, 
I  Bu^  be,  yet  to  the  excluMon  of  all  very 
*""!p  Of  genial  qualities,  waa  the  eiceilenoe 
__7  itrore  alter,  and,  for  the  must  part,  iu  a 
'  bit  measure  attained.    Thej  resemble  En;;- 
Elk  writers  of  the  same,  or  perhaps  an  earlier 

rriod.  inure  than  any  other  foreigners  :  apart 
im  Pope,  whose  influence  is  visible  enough, 
Bcsuie,  Logan,  Wilkie,  Glorer,  nnkaowii  per- 
haps to  any  of  Ihecn,  mi^h:  oihemise  have  al- 
aoa  seemed  ihcir  models.  Goldsmith  also 
would  rank  among  ihem ;  perh.ips,  in  regard  lo 
ne  poetic  genius,  al  their  head,  for  none  of 
ibcm  has  left  ni  a  Cicur  a/  WuhjitUi  though, 
10  regard  lo  Jadgmenl,  knowledge,  general  ta- 
leai.  his  place  would  scarcely  be  so  high. 

The  same  thing  holds,  iu  general,  and  with 

ftwrr  drawbacks,  of  the  somewhat  later  and 

mare  cnvrgeiic  race,  denominated  the  Goiliiigr, 

SA*il.  in  contradis'iiiction  from  the  Siuwi,  i< 

wbich  Rabener,  Cramer,  aud  Gollerl  directly 

btkmgFd.  and  most  of  those  others  indirectly. 

RBIly,  B0rger,lhelWD8lalber^,ai-e  men  whom 

Boun  might  nteastire  with  his  scale  and  com- 

ptues  as  strictly  as  he  pleased.    Of  Herder, 

Hekiller,  Goeihe,  we  speak  not  here:  Ihey  are 

ta  of  anulber  slatnre  and  form  of  movement, 

B  BoMu's  scale  and  compasses  could  not 

"Hn  without  difficulty,  or  rather  lim  al  all, 

J  llifti  such  men  wroie  with  taste  of  (his 

me  sayiug  litUe ;  for  Ibis  forms  not  the 

Sibat  Iheba^s.  in  their  conception  of  style; 

^oali^  not  lo  be  paraded  as  an  eicetlenee, 

pub*  undersiood  as  indispensable,  as  there 

■iljr.  and  tike  a  thing  of  course. 

"'    '     it  must  be  spoken  out,  our  op- 

3  widely  astray  iti  this  mailer, 


rlni  JewBb  )wf«ir.  irliltniii 

id  nwliiclal  Gcrnao  which 
nUtd  one.    Al  nlildl*  B|e. 
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iij  lain  iniwliuil  Into  Fnach. 


thai  their  views  of  it  are  Dot  only  dim  and  per- 
plexed, but  altogether  imaginary  and  delusive. 
It  is  proposed  to  School  Ihe  Germans  in  the 
Alphabet  of  taste;  and  the  Germans  are  al- 
ready busied  wilh  their  Accidence '.  Far  from 
being  behind  other  nations  in  Ibe  practice  or 
science  of  Criticism,  it  is  a  fact,  for  which  we 
fearlessly  relbr  lo  all  competent  judges,  that 
they  are  distinctly,  and  even  considerably,  in 
advance.  We  slate  what  is  already  known  lo 
a  great  pari  of  Europe  lo  be  Iruc  Criticism 
has  assumed  a  new  form  in  Germany;  it  pro- 
ceeds on  oiher  principles,  and  proposes  lo  itself 
a  higher  aim.  The  grand  question  is  not  how  a 
question  concerning  the  qualities  of  diction,  the 
coherence  of  meiaphors,  the  fitness  of  senli- 
mcnL^,  the  general  logical  truth,  in  a  work  of 
art,  as  it  was  some  half  i;entury  ago  among 
most  criiics.  Neither  is  it  a  question  mainly  of 
a  psychological  sort,  to  be  answered  by  discover- 
ing  aod  delineating  the  peculiar  nature  of  the 
poel  from  his  poeiry,  as  is  usual  with  the  besl 
of  our  own  critics  at  present  (  but  it  is,  not  In- 
deed exclusively,  but  tnclnsiveljr  of  those  two 
other  questions,  properly  and  nllimaiely  a 
question  on  the  essence  and  peculiar  life  of 
Ihe  poetry  itself.  The  first  of  these  questions, 
as  we  see  il  answered,  for  iuhiance,  in  Ihe 
criticisms  of  Johnson  and  Karnes,  relatex, 
stncily  speakiug.  to  the  garmtni  of  poetry;  Ihe 
second,  indeed,  to  its  bvil^  and  material  eiist- 
enee,  a  much  higher  point;  but  ouly  the  last 
to  its  Kill  and  spiritual  eKislencc,  by  which 
alone  can  ihe  body,  in  iu  movements  and 
phnses,  be  hiforvird  with  significance  and 
rational  life.  The  problem  is  not  now  lo 
determine  by  what  mechanism  Addison  com- 
posed sentences,  and  struck  out  similitudes, 
but  by  what  far  finer  and  more  mysierions 
mechanism  Shakspeare  organized  his  dramas, 
aud  gave  life  and  individuality  to  his  Ariel  and 
his  Hamlet.  Wherein  lies  that  life ;  how  hare 
they  attained  that  shape  and  individuality  1 
Whence  comes  thai  empyrean  fire,  which  ir- 
radiates their  whole  being,  and  pierces,  at 
in  siarry  gleams,  like  a  liviner  thing. 
lit  hearts !  Are  these  dramas  of  his  not 
milnr  only,  bnt  true;  nay.  iruer  iban 
reality  iiself,  fince  the  essence  of  unmiied 
:aiily  is  bodied  forth  in  Ihem  under  mure  ei- 
resiive  symbols!  What  is  this  unity  of  iheirs; 
id  can  our  deeper  inspection  discern  it  to  be 
idivisible,  and  existing  by  necessity,  because 
each  work  springs,  as  it  were,  from  the  general 
elements  of  all  Thought,  and  grows  op  there- 
from, into  form  and  expansion,  by  ils  own 
growth !  Not  only  a-ho  was  the  poet,  and 
how  did  he  compose;  but  what  and  how  was  ■ 
Ihe  poem,  and  why  was  it  a  poem  and  not 
rhymed  eloquence,  erealion  and  not  figured 
passion  1  These  are  the  qnestions  for  Ihe 
crilie.  Criticism  sinnda  like  an  interpreter 
between  Ihe  inspired  and  the  uninspired;  be- 
tween ihe  prophet  and  those  who  hear  the 
melody  of  his  words,  and  catch  some  glimpse 
of  their  material  meaning,  bat  understand  not 
their  deeper  import.  She  pretends  lo  open  for 
— .  this  deeper  impori ;  to  clear  our  sense  thai 
may  discern  Ihe  purr  brightness  of  IhJi  eter- 
■  Beamy,  and  recognise  «  asl\eaveti\Y,iai&et 
'"  '         il  looks  faith,  BIV&  te\ecVtt& 
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of  the  earth  earthy,  all  forms,  be  their  male- 
rial  splenduur  what  it  may,  where  no  gleaming 
of  that  other  shines  through. 

This  is  the  task  of  Criticism,  as  the  Germans 
understand  it.    And  how  do  they  accomplish 
this  task  ?     By  a  vague  declamation  clothed  in 
gorgeous  mystic  phraseology  1     By  vehement 
turouituous  anthems  to  the  poet  and  his  poetry ; 
by  epithets  and  laudatory  similitudes  drawn 
from  Tartarus  and  Elysium,  and  all  intermedi- 
ate terrors  and  glories ;  whereby,  in  truth,  it  is 
rendered  clear  both  that  the  poet  is  an  ex- 
tremely grear  poet,  and  also  that  the  critic's 
allotment  of  understanding,  overflowed  by  these 
Pythian  raptures,  has  unhappily  melted  intode- 
liquium?     Nowise  in  this  manner  do  the  Ger- 
mans proceed:  but  by  rigorous  scientific  in- 
quiry ;  by  appeal  to  principles  which,  whether 
correct  or  not,  have  been  deduced  patiently, 
and  by  long  investigation,  from  the  highest  and 
calmest  regions  of  Philosophy.     For  this  finer 
portion  of  their  Criticism  is  now  also  embo- 
died in  systems ;  and  standing,  so  far  as  these 
reach,  coherent,  distinct,  and  methodical,  no 
less  than,  on  their  much  shallower  foundation, 
the  svstems  of  Boilcau  and  Blair.    That  this 
new  Criticism  is  a  complete,  much  more  a  cer- 
tain science,  we  are  far  from  meaning  to  afhrm : 
the  mihctic  theories  of  Kant,  Herder,  Schiller, 
Goethe,  Richter,  vary  in  external  aspect,  ac- 
cording to  the  varied  habits  of  the  individual ; 
and  ean  at  best  only  be  regarded  as  approximai- 
tions  to  the  truth,  or  modifications  of  it;  each 
critic  representing  it  as  it  harmonizes  more  or 
less  perfectly  with  the  other  intellectual  per- 
suasions of  his  own  mind,  and   of  different 
classes  of  minds  that  resemble  his.    Nor  can 
we  here  undertake  to  inquire  what  degree  of 
such  approximation  to  the  truth  there    is   in 
each  or  all  of  these  writers;  or  in  Tieok  and 
the  two  Schlepels,  who,  especially  the  latter, 
have  laboured  so  meritoriously  in  reconciling 
these  various  opinions  ;  and  so  successlully  in 
impressing  and  diffusing  the  best  spirit  ofthcm, 
first   in   their  own  country,  and  now  also  in 
several  others.     Thus  much,  however,  we  will 
say :  That  we  reckon  the  mere  circumstance 
of  such  a  science  beins;  in  existence,  a  srniund 
of  the  highest  consideration,  and  worthy  the 
best  attention  of  all  inquiring  men.     For  we 
should  err  widely,  if  we  thought  that  this  new 
tendency  of  critical  science  pertains  to   Ger- 
many alone.    It  is  a  European  tendency,  and 
springs  from  the  general  condition  of  intellect 
in  Europe.     We  ourselves  have  all,  for  the  last 
thiriy  years,  more  or  less  distiuctiv  felt  the  ne- 
cessity  of  such  a  science:  witness  the  neglect 
into  which  our  Hlairs  and  Bossus  have  silently 
fallen ;  our  increas».'d  and  increasing  admira- 
tion, not  only  of  Shakspeare.  but  of  all  his  con- 
temporaries, and  of  all  who  breathe  any  por- 
tion  of  his    spirit ;  onr  conlrov<'rsy  whether 
Pope  was  a  ))oct;  and  so  much  vague  effort 
on  the  part  (^i'  our  best  ciilic.s,  everywhere,  to 
express  >ome  still  unexpressed  idea  concerning 
the  nature  of  true  poetry;  as  if  they  felt    in 
their  hearts  that  a  pure  glory,  nay,  a  divine- 
ness,  belonged  to  it.  for  which  they  had  as  yet 
no  name,  and  no  intellectual   form.     But    in 
Italy  too,  in  France  itself,  the  same  thintr  is 
visible.    Their  grand   controversy,   so   hotly 


urged,  between  the  Cltusicistt  and  the  Roman 
ticittif  in  which  the  Schlegels  are  assumed 
much  too  loosely,  on  all  hands,  as  the  patron 
and  generalissimos  of  the  latter,  shows  q. 
sufficiently  what  spirit  is  at  work  in  that  Iod] 
stagnant  literature.  Doubtless  this  tarbu 
fermentation  of  the  elements  will  at  lengtl 
settle  into  clearness,  both  there,  and  here,  a 
in  Germany  it  has  already  in  a  great  measur 
done ;  and  perhaps  a  more  serene  and  geoia 
poetic  day  is  everywhere  to  be  expected  witl 
some  confidence.  How  much  the  example  o: 
the  Germans  may  have  to  teach  us  in  thi 
particular,  needs  no  farther  exposition. 

The  authors  and  first  promulgators  of  thi 
new  critical  doctrine,  were  at  one  time  coo 
temptuously  named  the  Netc  School;  nor  wasi 
till  after  a  war  of  all  the  few  good  heads  in  ih 
nation,  with  all  the  many  bad  ones,  had  ende 
as  such  wars  must  ever  do,*  that  these  chtica 
principles  were  generally  adopted;  and  Ibei 
assertors  found  to  be  no  School  or  new  hereti 
cal  Sect,  but  the  ancient  primitive  Catholi* 
Communion,  of  which  all  sects  that  bad  an; 
living  light  in  them  were  but  members  tm 
subordinate  modes.    It  is,   indeed,  the  mos 
sacred  article  of  this  creed  to  preach  and  pne 
lise  universal  tolerance.    Every  literature  ol 
the  world  has  been  cultivated  by  the  Germios 
and  to  every  literature  they  have  studied  to  gin 
due  honour.  Shakspeare  and  Homer,  do  donbi 
occupy  alone  the  loftiest  station  in  the  poetics 
Olympus ;  but  there  is  space  for  all  true  Sing 
ers,  out  of  every  age  and  clime.     Ferdosi  uc 
the  primeval  Mythologists  of  Hindostan,  lin 
in  brotherly  union  with  the  Troubadours  vu 
ancient  Story-tellers  of  the  West.    The  way 
ward  mystic  gMom  of  Calderon,  the  lurid  fin 
of  Dante,  the  auroral  light  of  Tasso,  the  clfai 
icy  glitter  of  Racine,  all  are  acknowledged  aod 
reverenced:  nay,  in  the  celestial  fore-court  an 
abode  has  been  appointed  for  the  Gres>eLs  and 
Delilles,  that  no  spark  of  inspiration,  no  tone 
of  mental  music,  might  remain  unrecognised. 
The  Germans  study  foreign  nations  in  a  spirit 
which  deserves  to  be  oftcner  imitated,    liis 
their  honest  endeavour  to  undtrstand  each  with 
its  own  peculiarities,  in  its  own  special  maa- 
ncr  of  existing;  not  that  they  may  praise  it,or 
censure  it,  or  attempt  to  alter  it,  but  simpljr 
that  they  may  see  this  manner  of  existing  is 
the  nation  itself  sees  it,  and  so  participate  ii 
whatever  worth  or  beauty  it  has  brought  into 
being.      Of   all   literatures,   accordingly,  ti»« 
German  has  the  best  as  well  as  the  most  trans- 
lations ;  men  like  Goethe,  Schiller,  Wielawl 
Schlegel,  Tieck,  have  not  disdained  this  tast 
Of  Shakspeare  there  arc  three  entire  versions 
admitted  to  be  good;  and  we  know  not  ho' 


♦  It  began  in  .'^chillMrV  Myseitalm/tnrh  for  1T93.  TW 
Xrnitn,  (a  8»:ri«'s  of  pliiloiBophic  epiirranis  jointly  hf 
.•^rliillfr  and  (iofthc)  <lcfici»n«l«i!  tlirre  iine\pt<ifJlFt 
liko  n  flood  ofetln'rrul  I'irtson  the  (Jfrnian  liier:iry  vrofui 
quiokoninu  nil  tli.it  uus  nodlf  into  nrw  lift*,  Inii  vbitiif 
tliu  nncient  eniiurn  of  Dulnciis  witli  usioniithm«-nt  aw 
unknown  pnnpi<.  Tin*  a;;it;iti(>n  was  o&trfnie  :  scari'C^ 
since  the  aye  of  I.nth(*r.  ha>«  there  |j«'en  mrh^iirw 
^irif«*  in  xhc  intcllooi  ofCJtjrniany;  inde«*ii. scarcely «■* 
llial  ai'i',  has  thtiro  K-en  a  rontrovrr.iy,  if  wc  ronsidef* 
ultiinattr  iM'uriii!;-'  on  ibf  hciit  and  nohIi<»t  inti  ^itt  if 
nntnkind.  so  important  as  this,  wtiich.  for  Ibi*  liM 
frenied  tmly  to  turn  on  inotapliysical  #ubtiliie«.  U^ 
niattftrs  of  men*  cl^ance.  It^  hirttier  apphcitioM  kt* 
came  uppareni  by  degrees. 


STATE  OF  GERMAN  LITERATURE. 


al,  or  considered  as  bad.  In  their 
>f  him  we  ourselves  have  long  ago 
lat  no  such  clear  judgment  or  hearty 
n  of  his  merits  had  ever  been  exhi- 
y  critic  of  our  own. 
ipt  stating  in  separate  aphorisms 
les  of  this  new  poetical  system, 
uch  space  as  is  now  allowed  us,  be 
them  of  misapprehension.  The 
Criticism,  as  the  Germans  practise 
idy  of  an  hour;  for  it  springs  from 
of  thought,  and  remotely  or  imme- 
nects  itself  with  the  subtilest  prob- 
philosophy.  One  charaeterisiic  of 
state,  the  obvious  parent  of  many 
>etic  beauty,  in  its  pure  essence,  is 
theory,  as  by  all  our  theories,  from 
Alison's,  derived  from  any  thing 
*  of  merely  intellectual  origin ;  not 
iation,  or  any  reflex  or  reminiscence 
insations;  nor  from  natural  love, 
mitation,  of  similarity  in  dissimi- 
Kcitement  by  contrast,  or  of  seeing 
overcome.    On  the  contrary,  it  is 

>  underived ;  not  borrowing  its  ex- 
m  such  sources,  but  as  lending  to 
^se  their  significance  and  principal 
ihe  mind.  It  dwells,  and  is  born  in 
Spirit  of  Man,  united  to  all  love  of 
ill  true  belief  in  God  ;  or  rather,  it 
I  this  love  and  this  belief,  another 
he  same  highest  principle  in  the 

infinitude  of  the  human  Soul.  To 
this  beauty  of  poetry,  in  its  full  and 
:htness,  is  not  easy,  but  difficult; 
on  thousands  eagerly  read  poems, 
not  the  smallest  taste  of  it ;  yet  to 
pted  hearts,  some  effulgences  of  this 
lory  are  here  and  there  revealed ; 
ehend  it  clearly  and  wholly,  to  ac- 

maintain  a  sense   and  heart  that 

or>hips  it,  is  the  last  perfection  of 
;  culture.  With  mere  readers  for 
,  therefore,  this  Criticism  has,  and 
nothing  to  do;  these  find  their 
,  in  less  or  greater  measure,  and  the 
oetry  remains  for  ever  hidden  from 
deepest  concealment.  On  all  hands, 
truce  given  to  the  hypothesis,  that 
te  object  of  the  poet  is  to  please, 
even  of  the  finest  and  most  rap- 
is  not  the  end  but  the  means.  Art 
ed,  not  because  of  its  effects,  but 
itself;  not  because  it  is  useful  for 
easure,  or  even  for  moral  culture, 
I  it  is  Art,  and  the  highest  in  man, 
1  of  all  Beauty.  To  inquire  after 
vould  be  like  inquiring  after  the 
jrod,  or  what  to  the  Germans  would 
ger  than  it  does  to  us,  the  u'Uity  of 
Religion.  On  these  particulars,  the 
'  of  which  we  might  verify,  not  so 
tation  of  individual  passages,  as  by 

►  the  scope  and  spirit  of  whole  trea- 
ust  for  the  present  leave  our  read- 
own  reflections.  Might  we  advise 
lid  be  to  inquire  farther,  and,  if  pos- 
'■  the  matter  with  their  own  eyes, 
le,  that  all  this  must  tend,  arnon? 
s,  to  raise  the  general  standard  of 
what  an  Artist  ought  to  be  in  his 

4 


own  esteem  and  that  of  others,  will  be  readily 
inferred.  The  character  of  a  Poet  does,  ac- 
cordingly, stand  higher  with  the  Germans  than 
with  most  nations.  That  he  is  a  man  of  in> 
tegrity  as  a  man ;  of  zeal  and  honest  diligence 
in  his  art,  and  of  true  manly  feeling  towards 
all  men,  is  of  course  presupposed.  Of  persons 
that  are  not  so,  but  employ  their  gifts,  in  rhyme 
or  otherwise,  for  brutish  or  malignant  pur- 
poses, it  is  understood  that  such  lie  without  the 
limits  of  Criticism,  being  subjects  not  for  the 
judge  of  Art,  but  for  the  judge  of  Police.  But 
even  with  regard  to  the  fair  tradesman,  who 
offers  his  talent  in  open  market,  to  do  work 
of  a  harmless  and  acceptable  sort  for  hire, — 
with  regard  to  this  person  also,  their  opinion 
is  very  low.  The  ^  Bread-artist,"  as  they  call 
him,  can  gain  no  reverence  for  himself  from 
these  men.  '*  Unhappy  mortal !''  says  the  mild  but 
loAy-minded  Schiller, "  Unhappy  mortal !  that, 
with  Science  and  Art,  the  noblest  of  all  instru- 
ments, effectest  and  attemptest  nothing  more 
than  the  day-drudge  with  the  meanest;  that  in 
the  domain  of  perfect  freedom,  bearest  abotit 
in  thee  the  spirit  of  a  Slave  V*  Nay,  to  the 
genuine  Poet,  they  deny  even  the  privilege  of 
regarding  what  so  naany  cherish,  under  the  title 
of  their  **  fame,"  as  the  best  and  highest  of  all» 
Hear  Schiller  again : 

**  The  Artist,  it  is  true,  is  the  son  of  his  age; 
but  pity  for  him  if  l^e  is  its  pupil,  or  even  its 
favourite !  Let  some  beneficent  divinity  snatch 
him,  when  a  suckling,  from  the  breast  of  his 
mother,  and  nurse  him  with  the  milk  of  a  better 
time,  that  he  may  ripen  to  his  full  stature  be- 
neath a  distant  Grecian  sky.  And  having 
grown  to  manhood,  let  him  return  a  foreign 
shape,  into  his  century;  not,  however,  to  de- 
light it  by  his  presence,  but  dreadful,  like  the 
son  of  Agamemnon,  to  purify  it.  The  matter  of 
his  works  he  will  take  from  the  present,  but 
their  form  he  will  derive  from  a  nobler  time ; 
nay,  from  beyond  all  time,  from  the  absolute 
unchanging  unity  of  his  own  nature.  Here, 
from  the  pure  aether  of  his  spiritual  essence, 
flows  down  the  Fountain  of  Beauty,  uncontamr- 
nated  by  the  pollutions  of  ages  and  generations, 
which  roll  to  and  fro  in  their  turbid  vortex  far 
beneath  it  His  matter.  Caprice  can  dishonour, 
as  she  has  ennobled  it ;  but  the  chaste  form  is 
withdrawn  from  her  mutations.  The  Roman 
of  the  first  century  had  long  bent  the  knee  be- 
fore his  Caisars,  when  the  statues  of  Rome 
were  still  standing  erect;  the  temples  con- 
tinued holy  to  the  eye,  when  their  gods  had 
long  been  a  laughing-stock;  and  the  abomina- 
tions of  a  Nero  and  a  Commodus  were  silently 
rebuked  by  the  style  of  the  edifice,  which  lenl 
them  its  concealment.  Man  has  lost  his 
dignity,  but  Art  has  saved  it,  and  preserved  it 
for  him  in  expressive  marbles.  Truth  still 
lives  in  fiction,  and  from  the  copy  the  original 
will  be  restored. 

"  But  how  is  the  Artist  to  guard  himself  from 
the  corruptions  of  his  time,  which  on  every  side 
assail  him  1  By  despising  its  decisions.  Let 
him  look  upwards  to  his  dignity  and  the  law, 
not  dowiwards  to  his  happiness  and  his  wanla. 
Free  al.ke  from  the  vain  activity  that  longs  to 
impress  its  traces  on  the  fleeting  instant,  and 
from  the  querulous  spirit  of  enthusiasm  that 
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■neunm  bf  Ihe  itcale  of  perTectioo  ihe  meagre 
prodDCt  of  reality,  lei  him  leave  lo  mere  l)n- 
derslanding,  which  ii  here  at  home,  [he  province 
of  (he  aclaal ;  while  At  strives,  by  Dnilin)(  Ihe 
possible  with  the  necessary,  tc  produce  Lhe 
idetL  This  ki  him  imprint  and  eipress  in 
fiction  and  truih;  imprint  it  in  the  sporl  of  his 
unagination  and  the  earnest  of  his  aclioas; 
imprint  il  iu  all  sensible  and  spiriiual  forms, 
and  cast  it  silently  into  everlasling  lime."* 

Btill  higher  are  Fichte's  nulions  on  Ihis  snb- 
jeet;  or  rather  expressed  in  higher  terms,  for 
Ihe  central  principle  is  the  same  both  in  Ihe 
philosopher  and  the  poet.  According  to  Fichte, 
there  is  a  "  Divine  Idea"  pervading  the  visible 
Universes  which  visible  Universe  is  indeed 
bnl  its  symbol  and  sensible  manifestation,  hav- 
ing in  il!;eir  no  meaning,  or  even  true  existence 
independent  of  it.  To  the  mass  of  men  this 
Divine  Idea  of  the  world  lies  hidden :  yet  to 
discern  it,  to  seixe  it,  and  live  wholly  in  ii.  is 
the  eondilion  of  all  genuine  virtue,  knowledge, 
freedom;  and  the  end,  therefore,  of  all  spiritual 
effort  in  every  age.  Literary  Men  are  ihe  ap- 
pninied  interpreters  of  this  Divine  Idea :  a 
perpetual  priesthood,  we  might  say,  standing 
forth,  generalion  after  generation,  as  the  dis- 
penaers  and  living  types  of  God's  everlasting 
wisdom,  lo  show  il  and  imbody  il  in  Iheir 
writings  and  actions,  in  such  particular  form 
as  their  own  particutar  tigies  require  it  iu.  For 
each  age,  by  the  law  of  its  nalare,  is  dilTerenl 
from  every  other  age,  and  demands  a  diSereut 
representation  of  this  Divine  Idea,  the  essence 
of  which  is  the  same  in  atl ;  so  thai  the  lile- 
rary  man  of  one  centuiy  is  only  by  mediation 
ana  re'interp  retail  on  applicable  to  the  wants 
of  another.  But  in  evei7  century,  every  man 
who  labours,  be  it  in  what  province  he  may, 
to  teach  oihets,  must  first  have  possessed  him- 
self of  ihis  Divine  Idea,  or,  at  lea.(t,  be  with 
hii  whole  heart  and  his  whole  soni  atriving 
»Itet  it.  If,  without  possessing  it  or  striving 
after  il,  he  abide  diligenilv  by  some  material 
practical  department  of  knowledge,  he  may 
indeed  still  be  (says  Pichie,  in  his  usual  rugged 
way,)  a  "  useful  hodman  ;"  but  should  he  al- 
lenpi  to  deal  with  lhe  Whole,  aud  lo  become 
an  architect,  he  is,  in  strictness  of  1ang:uage, 
" Nothing i" — "he  is  an  ambiguous  mongrel 
belwven  the  pasiessnr  of  the  Idea,  and  the  man 
who  fbets  himself  solidly  supported  and  car- 
ried on  by  the  common  Reality  of  things;  in 
hii  fruitless  endeavour  after  the  Idea,  he  has 
aegleoied  to  acquire  the  crafl  of  taking  part  in 
Uiia  Realiiv;  and  so  hovers  between  tn-o 
worlds,  without  pertaining  to  either."  Else- 
•where  he  adds ; 

"There  is  still,  from  another  point  of  view, 
another  division  in  our  notion  of  the  Literary 
Man,  and  one  to  us  of  immediate  application. 
Namely,  either  the  Literary  Man  has  already 
laid  hold  of  the  whole  Divine  Idea,  in  so  fnr 
as  il  can  be  comprehended  by  man,  or  perhaps 
of  a  special  portion  of  this  its  comprehensible 

Cart, — wliieh  iruly  is  not  possible  without  at 
last  a  clear  nversighi  of  the  whole, — he  has 
already  loi,^  hold  nf  it,  penetrated,  and  made  it 
CDlirely  clear  ki  hlmswlf,  so  that  it  has  become 


and  ec|uipt  Liierarv  Man.  a  n 
studied.  Or  else,  he  is  still  Elrtii;^ilf  ■ 
striving  lo  make  the  Idea  tn  general,  ff  ihit 
particular  portion  and  point  of  it,  from  v' ' ' 
onwards  he  for  his  pan  means  to  penetnb 
whole,— entirely  clear  lo  himself;  deiaeM 
sparkles  of  light  already  H'<'''>g  ^"i^  mi  N 
from  all  sides,  and  disclose  a  higher  wocM  l» 
fore  him:  bulthey  do  not  yet  anile  tbemtelMI 
into  an  indivisible  whole ;  they  vanish  ft«aU> 
view  as  capriciously  as  tbey  cajne ;  he  cauM 
yet  bring  them  under  obedience  to  his  ttttitUi 
in  that  case  he  is  a  progressing  and  lelf-anitt; 
ing  literary  man.  a  Student.  That  it  be  W 
lually  the  Idea,  which  is  possessed  or  (tni 
aS\ei,  is  common  lo  both.  Should  Ibe  nir 
aim  merely  at  the  onlward  form,  and  the  hi 
r>f  learned  culture,  there  is  then  predM 
when  the  circle  is  gone  round,  the  conpU 
when  it  is  not  gone  round,  the  progreiri 
Bungler  (Stilinprr).  The  latter  is  more  ISH 
ble  than  Ihe  former ;  for  there  is  still  nam 
hope  that,  in  continuing  his  travel,  he  Mq 
some  future  point  be  seized  by  the  Idn; ' 
of  lhe  first  all  hope  is  over."* 

From  this  bold  and  lofty  principle  the  At 
of  the  Literary  man  are  deduced  with 
prectsioQ  ;  and  slated, 
and  grandeur,  with  an  austere  bicvity  ■ 
impressive  than  any  rhetoric,  Fichte's  » 
physical  theory  may  be  called  in  queslioa,! 
readily  enough  misapprehended;  but  Ibei 


mof  h 


riUfi 


response  in  many  B  heart.  We  must  aM  i 
conclusion  of  his  first  Discourse,  as  a  bid 
illustration  ofhis  manner: 

"In  disquisitions  of  the  son  like  oiira«fi 
day,  which  all  the  rest,  too,  mnst  resenU^I 
generality  are  wont  to  censure :  Fint,  ibeirl 
verily:  very  often  on  the  goDd-nainred  MJf 
siiion  that  Ihe  speaker  is  not  aware  bowM 
his  rigour  must  displease  us;  that  welwrti 
frankly  lo  let  him  know  this,  and  then  dooMl 
he  will  reconsider  himself,  and  soften  hiaMI 
ments.  Thos,  we  said  above,  thai  a  mu  «l 
after  literary  culture,  had  not  arrived  at  M 
ledge  of  the  Divine  Idea,  or  did  not  tttini 
wards  it,  was  in  strict  speech  Nothing! 
Iher  down,  we  saidlhalhe  was  aB' 
is  in  a  style  of  those  nnmercifnl 
by  which  philosophers  give 
Now  looking  away  from  (he  pi 
we  may  from  the  maxim  '"  '"" 
I  remind  you  that  this 
wnhout  decisive  force  U 
for  Truth,  seeks  merely 
en  someihiDg  out  of  her,  irtii 

But  truth,  which  once  for  all  ii 
cannot  alter  aught  of  her  nalare,  M 
way ;  and  Ihere  remains  Ibr  her,  ■ 
those  who  desire  her  not  simp^  bl 
is  irue,  nothing  else  but  lo  leave  i 
ing  as  if  ihey  had  m 
"Then  fariher.disoourses  of  this  «o«« 
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>nsared  as  anintelligible.  Thns  I  figtire 
If, — nowise  you,  Gentlemen,  but  some 
€r<i  Jjiterarj  Man  of  the  second  species, 
yc  the  disquisition  here  entered  upon 

t€>  meet,  as  coming  forward,  doubting 
and  that,  and  at  last  reflectively  ex- 

:  'The  Idea,  the  Divine  Idea,  that 
r  s  at  the  bottom  of  Appearance :  what 
r-  tAiM  mean  V  Of  such  a  questioner  I 
i^iAlre  in  turn :  *  What  pray  may  this 
Lean?' — ^Investigate  it  strictly,  it 
lOSt  cases  nothing  more  than  Uiis, 
rbat  other  names  and  in  what  other 
»  do  I  already  know  this  same  thing, 
3im  ezpressest  by  so  strange  and  to  me 
-^iKTRi  a  S]rmbol  V  And  to  this  again  in 
t  s  Che  only  suitable  reply  were,  *■  Thou 
:b  i  s  thing  not  at  all,  neither  under  this, 
r    ajiy  other  name ;  and  wouldst  thou 

iVac  knowledge  of  it,  thou  must  even 
fin.     at  the  beginning  to  make  study 

aL¥id  then,  most  fitly,  under  that  name 
^   il  is  first  presented  to  thee !' " 

s-uoh  a  notion  of  the  Artist,  it  were  a 

inconsistency  did  Criticism  show  it- 
^ieixtific  or  lax  in  estimating  the  products 
^ru  For  light  on  this  point,  we  might 
>  ihe  writings  of  almost  any  individual 
;  the  German  critics  :  take,  for  instance, 
^^f^tritiiktn  of  the  two  Schlegels,  a' work 

^ikeir  yoimger  years ;  and  say  whether  in 
^  c^amess,  minute  and  patient  fidelity, 
'  ^Wcc/rrt  have  often  been  surpassed,  or 
^Port  and  poetic  worth  of  so  many  poets 
P*^Utt  more  vividly  and  accurately  brought 
l^^*  As  an  instance  of  a  much  higher 
J  ^  might  refer  to  Goethe's  criticism  of 
^  iA  bis  Wiihdm  Meititr.  This  truly  is 
I  ."lUj  be  called  the  poetry  of  criticism  ; 
^9  ID  some  sort  also  a  creative  art;  aim- 
^<  least,  to  reproduce  under  a  difilerent 
^  Uie  existing  product  of  the  poet ;  paint- 
^  Uie  intellect  what  already  lay  painted  to 
^^rt  and  the  imagination.  Nor  is  it  over 
^  %Ione  that  criticism  watches  with  such 
t  strictness :  the  mimic,  the  pictorial,  the 
'M  arts,  all  modes  of  representing  or  ad- 
<^g  the  highest  nature  of  man,  are  ac- 
^jged  as  younger  sisters  of  Poetry,  and 
H]  with  the  like  care.  Winkelmann's 
f  ofPUuiie  Art  is  known  by  repute  to  all 
*« :  and  of  those  who  know  it  by  inspec- 
Hany  may  have  wondered  why  such  a 
^«s  not  been  added  to  our  own  literature, 
}rut\  our  own  statuaries  and  painters. 
ts  subject  of  the  plastic  arts,  we  cannot 
Qld  the  following  little  sketch  of  Goethe's, 
Pecimen  of  pictorial  criticism  in  what  we 
ler  a  superior  style.  It  is  of  an  imaginary 
Cape-painter,  and  his  views  of  Swiss 
ry;  it  will  bear  to  be  studied  minutely, 
«re  is  no  word  without  its  meaning : 
le  succeeds  in  representing  the  cheerful 
«  of  lake  prospects,  where  houses  in 
lly  approximation,  imaging  themselves 
e  clear  wave,  seem  as  if  bathing  in  its 
s ;  shores  encircled  with  green  hills,  bc- 
f  hich  rise  forest  mountains,  and  icy  peaks 
iciers.  The  tone  of  colouring  in  such 
i  is  gay,  inirthfully  clear ;  the  distances 
iverflowed  with  soAening  vapour,  which 


from  watered  hollows  and  river  valleys  mounts 
up  grayer  and  mistier,  and  indicates  their  wind- 
ings. No  less  is  the  master*s  art  to  be  praised 
in  views  from  valleys  lying  nearer  the  high 
Alpine  ranges,  where  declivities  slope  down, 
luxuriantly  overgrown,  and  fresh  streams  roll 
hastily  along  by  the  foot  of  rocks. 

**  With  exquisite  skill;  in  the  deep  shady  trees 
of  the  foreground,  he  gives  the  distinctive  cha- 
racter of  the  several  species,  satisfying  us  in 
the  form  of  the  whole,  as  in  the  structure  of 
the  branches,  and  the  details  of  the  leaves;  no 
less  so  in  the  fVesh  green  with  its  manifold 
shadings,  where  soft  airs  appear  as  if  fanning 
us  with  benignant  breath,  and  the  lights  as  if 
thereby  put  in  motion. 

•*  In  the  middle-ground,  his  lively  green  tone 
grows  fainter  by  degrees ;  and  at  last,  on  the  y 
more  distant  mountain-tops,  passing  into  weak 
violet,  weds  itself  with  the  blue  of  the  sky.  Bat 
our  artist  is  above  all  happy  in  his  paintings 
of  high  Alpine  regions ;  in  seizing  the  siniple 
greatness  and  stillness  of  their  character ;  the 
wide  pastures  on  the  slopes,  where  dark  soli- 
tary firs  stand  forth  from  the  grassy  carpet ; 
and  from  high  difls,  foaming  brooks  rush  down. 
Whether  he  relieves  his  pasturages  with  graz- 
ing cattle,  or  the  narrow  winding  rocky  path 
with  mules  and  laden  pack-horses,  he  paints  all 
with  equal  truth  and  richness ;  still,  introduced 
in  the  proper  place,  and  not  in  too  great  co- 
piousness, they  decorate  and  enliven  these 
scenes,  without  interrupting,  without  lessening 
their  peaceful  solitude.  The  execution  testifies 
a  master's  hand ;  easy,  with  a  few  sure  strokes, 
and  yet  complete.  In  his  later  pieces,  he  em- 
ployed glittering  EngUsh  permanent-colotirs 
on  paper:  these  pictures,  accordingly,  are  of 
preeminently  blooming  tone ;  cheerftil,  yet,  at 
the  same  time,  strong  and  sated. 

"  His  views  of  deep  mountain  chasms,  where, 
round  and  round,  nothing  fronts  us  but  dead 
rock,  where,  in  the  abyss,  overspanned  by  its 
bold  arch,  the  wild  stream  rages,  are,  indeed, 
of  less  attraction  than  the  former:  yet  their 
truth  excites  us ;  we  admire  the  great  efiect  of 
the  whole,  produced  at  so  little  cost,  by  a  few 
expressive  strokes,  and  masses  of  local  colours. 

*'  With  no  less  accuracy  of  character  can  he 
represent  the  regions  of  the  topmost  Alpine 
ranges,  where  neither  tree  nor  shrub  any  more 
appears ;  but  only  amid  the  rocky  teeth  and 
snow  summits,  a  few  sunny  spots  clothe  them- 
selves with  a  soft  sward.  Beautifbl,  and  balmy 
and  inviting  as  he  colours  these  spots,  he  has 
here  wisely  forborne  to  introduce  grazing 
herds ;  for  these  regions  give  food  only  to  the 
chamois,  and  a  perilous  employment  to  the 
wild-hay-men."* 

We  have  extracted  this  passage  from  WM- 
helm  McUter'i  Wanderjahre,  Goethe's  last  NoveL 
The  perusal  of  his  whole  Works  would  show, 
among  many  other  more  important  facts,  that 
Criticism  also  is  a  science  of  which  he  is  mas- 
ter ;  that  if  ever  any  man  had  studied  Art  in  all 
its  branches  and  bearings,  from  its  origin  in 


♦  The  poor  wild-hay-man  of  ihe  RiRlljerjr, 
Whoae  trade  it,  on  the  brow  of  the  abyns, 
To  mow  the  common  trrass  fVom  nnoka  and  ihelvM, 
To  which  the  cattle  dare  not  climb. 
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nanons ;  ana,  lor  ine  lasi  iwo  ceD nines,  rare 
in  alL  We  have  no  hesitation  in  stating,  that 
we  lee  in  certain  of  the  best  German  poets, 
and  those  too  of  oar  own  time,  something 
which  associates  them,  remotely  or  nearly  we 
say  not,  bat  which  does  associate  them  with 
the  Masters  of  Art,  the  Saints  of  Poetry,  long 
since  departed,  and,  as  we  thought,  without 
successors,  from  the  earth ;  but  canonized  in 
the  hearts  of  all  generations,  and  yet  living  to 
all  by  the  memory  of  what  they  did  and  were. 
Glances  we  do  seem  to  find  of  that  ethereal 
glory,  which  looks  on  us  in  its  full  brightness 
from  the  Tranffiguratitm  of  Rafaelle,  from  the 
TtmpeMt  of  Shakspeare;  and  in  broken,  but 
purest  and  still  heart-piercing  beams,  strug- 
gling through  the  gloom  of  long  ages,  from  the 
tragedies  of  Sophocles  and  the  weather-woni 
sculptures  of  the  Parthenon.  This  is  that 
heavenly  spirit,  which,  best  seen  in  the  aerial 
embodiment  of  poetry,  but  spreading  likewise 
over  all  the  thoughts  and  actions  of  an  age,  has 
given  us  Surreys,  Sydney s,  Raleighs  in  court 
and  camp,  Cecils  in  policy,  Hookers  in  divinity. 
Bacons  in  philosophy,  and  Shakspeares  and 
Spensers  in  song.  All  hearts  that  know  this, 
know  it  to  be  the  highest ;  and  that,  in  poetry 
or  elsewhere,  it  alone  is  true  and  imperishable. 
In  affirming  that  any  vestige,  however  feeble, 
of  this  divine  spirit,  is  discernible  in  German 
poetry,  we  are  aware  that  we  place  it  above 
the  existing  poetry  of  any  other  nation. 

To  prove  this  bold  assertion,  logical  argu- 
ments were  at  all  times  unavailing;  and,  in 
the  present  circumiitances  of  the  case,  more 
than  usually  so.  Neither  will  any  extract  or 
specimen  help  ns ;  for  it  is  not  in  parts,  but  in 
whole  poems,  that  the  spirit  of  a  true  poet  is 
to  be  seen.  We  can.  therefore,  only  name 
such  men  as  Tieck,  Richier,  Herder,  Schiller, 

and.   abiiVf    nil.   (ii>«»thp;    nml    n^lr   nnv  rf>ski\f*r 


siUQions  inquirers  lo  answer  lor 
premising  only,  that  the  secret 
found  on  the  surface;   that  the 
likely  to  be  in  the  negative,  but  w 
of  this  sort,  by  no  means  likel 
final  one. 

To  ourselves,  we  confess,  it  ha: 
peared.  The  poetry  of  Goethe,  ] 
we  reckon  to  be  Poetry,  sometime 
highest  sense  of  that  word ;  yet  it 
niscence,  but  something  actually 
before  us;  no  looking  back  into 
Fairy-land,  divided  by  impassable ; 
the  real  world  as  it  lies  about  us  an 
but  a  looking  round  upon  that  real 
now  rendered  holier  to  our  eye 
more  become  a  solemn  temple, 
spirit  of  Beauty  still  dwells,  and 
emblems,  to  be  worshipped  as  of 
Goethe,  the  mythologies  of  bygon< 
only  for  what  they  are  ;  we  have  n 
or  magic  in  the  common  accep 
spirits  no  longer  bring  with  ther 
heaven  or  blasts  from  hell ;  for  Pa 
and  the  steadfast  Empyrean  have ; 
since  the  opinions  which  they  syi 
longer  are.  Neither  does  he  bring 
from  remote  Oriental  climates,  or 
Chivalr}',  or  any  section  either  of 
the  Age  of  Gold  ?  feeling  that  tl 
these  things  is  cold  and  faint,  and 
like  a  cloud-picture  in  the  distanc 
but  delusive,  and  which  even  tl 
know  to  be  delusion.  The  end  < 
higher ;  she  must  dwell  in  Reality, 
manifest  to  men  in  the  forms  ai 
they  live  and  move.  And  this  is  w 
in  Goethe,  and  more  or  less  in  S 
the  rest ;  all  of  whom,  each  in  hi 
are  writers  of  a  similar  aim.    ' 
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ear  eye,  bat  the  loring  heart.  They  have 
-ated  into  the  mystery  of  Nature ;  after 
trial  they  have  been  initiated:  and,  to 
iried  endeavour,. Art  has  at  last  yielded 
leret;  and  thus  can  the  Spirit  of  our  Age, 
lied  in  fair  imaginations,  look  forth  on 
imest  and  full  of  meaning,  from  their 
;.  As  the  first  and  indispensable  condi- 
f  good  poets,  they  are  wise  and  good  men : 

they  have  seen  and  suffered,  and  they 
conquered  all  this,  and  made  it  a^l  their 

they  have  known  life  in  its  heights  and 
s,  and  mastered  it  in  both,  and  can  teach 
I  what  it  is,  and  how  to  lead  it  rightly. 

minds  are  as  a  mirror  to  us,  where  the 
*xed  image  of  our  own  being  is  reflected 
in  soft  and  clear  interpretation.    Here 

and  gravity  are  blended  together;  wit 
on  deep  devout  wisdom,  as  the  green- 
i  with  its  flowers  must  rest  on  the  rock, 
e  foundations  reach  downward  to  the 
e.  In  a  word,  they  are  believers;  but 
faith  is  no  sallow  plant  of  darkness ;  it  is 

and  flowery,  for  it  grows  in  the  sunlight, 
this  faith  is  the  doctrine  they  have  to 

us,  the  sense  which,  under  every  noble 
jaceful  form,  it  is  their  endeavour  to  set 

• 
• 

Am  all  nature't  thoutand  chanfres 
Bat  ooe  chanfeleM  God  proclaim, 
So  in  Art*!  wide  kinirdoinf  ranges 
One  •'tie  roeanlnv,  ft  ill  the  same  ; 
Ttii*  ifl  Truth,  eternal  Reason, 
Which  from  Beauty  takes  its  dress, 
And,  serene  throuxh  time  and  season. 
Stands  for  aye  in  loveliness. 

indeed  is  the  end  of  Poetry  at  all  times ; 

D  DO  recent  literature  known  to  us,  except 

lerman,  has  it  been  so  far  attained ;  nay, 

aps,  so  much  as  consciously  and  stead- 

j  attempted. 

be  reader  feels  that  if  this  our  opinion  be 

iy  measure  true,  it  is  a  truth  of  no  ordinary 

BCDL    It  concerns  not  this  writer  or  that ; 

it  opens  to  us  new  views  on  the  fortune 

piritaal  culture  with  ourselves  and  all  na- 

■•  Have  we  not  heard  gifted  men  com- 

niog  that  Poetry  had  passed  away  without 

^}  that  creative  imagination   consorted 

^th  vigour  of  intellect,  and  that  in  the 

Ifght  of  science  there  was  no  longer  room 

■ub  io  things  unseen  1    The  old  simplicity 

^^  was  gone ;  earnest  emotions  must  no 

^  be  expressed  in  earnest  symbols;  beauty 

'  r^ede  into  elegance,  devoutness  of  cha- 

^  be  replaced  by  clearness  of  thought,  and 

*  wisdom   by  shrewdness  and  peniflage. 

>  things  we  have  heard,  but  hesitated  to 

^«  them.    If  the  poetry  of  the  Germans, 

^bis  not  by  theory  but  by  example,  have 

N,  or  even  begun  to  prove,  the  contrary, 

^  deserve  far  higher  encomiums  than  any 

we  passed  upon  it. 

J  /act,  the  past  and  present  aspect  of  Ger- 

i  literature  illustrates  the  literature  of  Eng- 

■■  in  more  than  one  way.    Its  history  keeps 

tirith  that  of  ours;  for  so  closely  are  all 

(pean   communities   connected,  that    the 

e^  of  mind  in  any  one  country,  so  far  as 

represent  its  general  circumstances  and 

ectual  position,  are  but  modified  repeti- 

of  its  phases  in  every  other.     We  hinted 

*,  that  tne  Saxon  School  corresponded 


with  what  might  be  called  the  Scotch:  Cra- 
mer was  not  unlike  our  Blair;  Von  Cronegk 
might  be  compared  with  Michael  Bruce ;  and 
Rabener  and  Gellert  with  Beattie  and  Logan. 
To  this  mild  and  cultivated  period,  there  suc- 
ceeded, as  with  us,  a  partial  abandonment  of 
poetry,  in  favour  of  political  and  philosophical 
Illumination.  Then  was  the  time,  when  hot 
war  was  declared  against  Prejudice  of  all 
sorts;  Utility  was  set  up  for  the  universal 
measure  of  mental  as  well  as  material  value ; 
poetry,  except  of  an  economical  and  precep- 
torial character,  was  found  to  be  the  product 
of  a  rude  age ;  and  religious  enthusiasm  was 
but  derangement  in  the  biliary  organs.  Then 
did  the  Prices  and  Gondorcets  of  Germany 
indulge  in  day-dreams  of  perfectibility;  a  new 
social  order  was  to  bring  back  the  Satumian 
era  to  the  world;  and  philosophers  sat  on 
their  sunny  Pisgah,  looking  back  over  dark 
savage  deserts,  and  forward  into  a  land  flow- 
ing with  milk  and  honey. 

This  period  also  passed  away,  with  its  good 
and  its  evil ;  of  which  chiefly  the  latter  seems 
to  be  remembered ;  for  we  scarcely  ever  find 
the  afiair  alluded  to,  except  in  terms  of  con- 
tempt, by  the  xitle  ^u/klarerey  (lUumination- 
ism) ;  and  its  partisans,  in  subsequent  sa- 
tirical controversies,  received  the  nickname 
of  Philittem  (Philistines),  which  the  few  scat- 
tered remnants  of  them  still  bear,  both  in  writ- 
ing and  speech.  Poetry  arose  again,  and  in  a 
new  and  singular  shape.  The  Sorrows  of  Wer- 
ler,  Goelz  von  Berlichingen,  and  The  Robben,  may 
stand  as  patriarchs  and  representatives  of 
three  separate  classes,  which,  commingled  in 
various  proportions,  or  separately  coexisting, 
now  with  the  preponderance  of  this,  now  of 
that,  occupied  the  whole  popular  literature  of 
I  Germany,  till  near  the  end  of  the  last  century. 
These  were  the  Sentimentalists,  the  Chivalry- 
play-writers,  and  other  gorgeous  and  outrage- 
ous persons ;  as  a  whole,  now  pleasantly  de- 
nominated the  Kraftmdnncr,  literally.  Power- 
men.  They  dealt  in  skeptical  lamentation, 
mysterious  enthusiasm,  frenzy  and  suicide: 
they  recurred  with  fondness  to  the  Feudal 
Ages,  delineating  many  a  battlemented  keep, 
and  swart  bufi'-belted  man-at-arms ;  for  in  re- 
flection as  in  action,  they  studied  to  be  strong, 
vehement,  rapidly  effective ;  of  battle-tumult, 
love-madness,  heroism,  and  despair,  there  was 
no  end.  This  literary  period  is  called-  the 
SturmF'und'Drang-Zeit,  the  Storm-and-Stress  Pe- 
riod; for  great  indeed  was  the  wo  and  fury 
of  these  Power-men.  Beauty,  to  their  mind, 
seemed  synonymous  with  Strength.  All  pas- 
sion was  poetical,  so  it  were  but  fierce  enough. 
Their  head  moral  virtue  was  Pride :  their  hcau 
idial  of  manhood  was  some  transcript  of  Mil- 
ton's Devil.  Often  they  inverted  Bolingbroke's 
plan,  and  instead  of  "patronizing  Providence," 
did  directly  the  opposite;  raging  with  extreme 
animation  against  Fate  in  general,  because  it 
enthralled  free  virtue;  and  with  clenched 
hands,  or  sounding  shields,  hurling  defiance 
towards  the  vault  of  heaven. 

These  Power-men  are  gone  too;  and,  with 
few  exceptions,  save  the  three  originals  above 
named,  their  works  have  already  followed 
them.    The  application  of  all  this  to  our  own 

c3 


points  of  ^iew:  it  is  distiDCtly  an  advance 
beyond  any  other  known  to  us;  whether  on 
the  right  path  or  not,  may  be  still  uncertain  ;  j 
but  a  path  selected  by  Schillers  and  Goethes,  { 
and  vindicated  by  Schlef^els  and  Tiecks,  is 
surely  worth  serious  examination.  For  the 
rest,  need  we  add  that  it  is  study  for  self-in- 
struction, nowise  for  purposes  of  imitation, 
that  we  recommend?  Among  the  deadliest 
of  poetical  sins  is  imitation ;  for  if  every  man 
must  have  his  own  way  of  expressing  it,  much 
more  every  nation.  But  of  danger  on  that 
side,  in  the  country  of  Shakspeare  and  Milton, 
there  seems  little  to  be  feared. 

We  come  now  to  the  second  grand  objection 
against  German  literature,  its  my>ticitm.  In 
treating  of  a  subject  itself  so  vague  and  dim, 
it  were  well  if  we  tried,  in  the  first  place,  to 
settle,  with  more  accuracy,  what  each  of  the 
two  contending  parties  really  means  to  say  or 
to  contradict  regarding  it.  Mysticism  is  a 
word  in  the  mouths  of  all :  yet,  of  the  hun- 
dred, perhaps  not  one  has  ever  asked  himself 
what  this  opprobrious  epithet  properly  signi- 
fied in  his  mind ;  or  where  the  boundary  be- 
tween true  Science  and  this  Land  of  Chimeras 
was  to  be  laid  down.  Examined  strictly,  myw- 
ticaly  in  roost  cases,  will  turn  out  to  be  merely 
synonymous  with  not  understood.  Yet  surely 
there  may  be  haste  and  oversight  here ;  for  it 
is  well  known,  that,  to  the  understanding  of 
any  thing,  /iro. conditions  are  equally  required; 
ifUelUgihiUty  in  the  thing  itself  being  no  whit 
more  indispensable  than  inteWgeHce  in  the 
examiner  of  it  **  I  am  bound  to  find  you  in 
reasons.  Sir,"  said  Johnson,  "  but  not  in 
brains;"  a  speech  of  the  most  shocking  un- 
politeness,  yet  truly  enough  expressing  the 
state  of  the  case. 

It  may  throw  some  light  on  this  question, 


cal  Philosophy,  or  any  such  ex 
sensibly  existing  department,  maj 
to  his  own  mind,  and  convey  it  t 
of  others,  as  it  were,  by  a  direct  di 
complex  indeed  than  a  geometric 
but  still  with  the  same  sort  of  pn 
provided  his  diagram  be  compute,  i 
both  to  himself  and  his  reader,  he 
of  it,  and  discuss  it,  with  the  clean 
some  sort,  the  certainty  of  geometi 
he  do  not  so  reason  of  it,  this  must 
of  comprehension  to  image  out  th 
or  of  distinctness  to  convey  the  ta 
his  reader :  the  diagrams  of  the  tv 
ent;  the  conclu^ions  of  the  one  d 
those  of  the  other,  and  the  obscnri 
vided  the  reader  be  a  man  of  soun 
and  due  attentiveness,  results  fron 
on  the  part  of  the  writer.  In  sucl 
latter  is  justly  regarded  as  a  man  ( 
intellect;  he  grasps  more  than  he 
he  confuses  what,  with  ordinary  d 
be  rendered  clear ;  he  is  not  a  myst 
is  much  worse,  a  dunce.  Anothei 
however,  when  the  object  to  be  tr 
longs  to  the  invisible  and  imma 
cannot  be  pictured  out  even  by  the 
self,  much  less,  in  ordinary  symbo 
the  reader.  In  this  case,  it  is  evid 
culties  of  comprehension  are  ii 
hundred-fold.  Here  it  will  reqoi 
tient,  and  skilful  efifort,  both  fn^D 
and  the  reader,  before  the  two  can 
speak  together;  before  the  fonne 
known  to  the  latter,  not  how  the  m 
but  even  what  the  matter  i<,  which 
investigate  in  concert.  He  must 
means  of  explanation,  describe  a 
mind  in  which  this  invisible  ide 
false  persuasions  that  eclipse  it,  th< 
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itben  for  anorher  man,  and  this  reader, 
009  provocation,  quarrels  with  him 
and  quits  him  as  a  myttic. 
rtbeless,  aAer  all  these  limitations,  we 
»c  hesitate  to  admit,  that  there  is  in  the 
L  mind  a  tendency  to  mysticism,  pro- 
>  called;  as  perhaps  there  is,  anless 
y  ^aarded  against,  in  all  minds  tem- 
ke  theirs.  It  is  a  fault;  but  one  hardly 
le    from  the   excellencies  we   admire 

them.  A  simple,  tender,  and  devout 
seized  by  some  touch  of  divine  Truth, 
his  perhaps  under  some  rude  enough 

is  wrapt  with  it  into  a  whirlwind  of 
ible  thoughts;  wild  gleams  of  splendour 
a.nd  fro  in  the  eve  of  the  seer,  but  the 
vill  not  abide  with  him,  and  yet  he  feels 
Ught  is  light  from  heaven,  and  previous 

beyond  all  price.  A  simple  nature,  a 
•  Pox,  or  a  Jacob  Boehme,  ignorant  of 
'  ^ways  of  men,  of  the  dialect  in  which 
^^^k,  or  the  forms  by  which  they  think, 
x^uriog  with  a  poetic,  a  religious  idea, 
^  Uke  tU  such  ideas,  must  express  itself 
^  and  act,  or  consume  the  heart  it  dwells 
ITet  how  shall  he  speak,  how  shall  he  pour 
I  into  other  souls,  that  of  which  his  own 
lis  full  even  to  bursting?  He  cannot 
'^  U>  us ;  he  knows  not  our  state,  and  can- 
Bake  known  to  us  his  own.  His  words 
^  inexplicable  rhapsody,  a  speech  in  an 
iBown  tongue.  Whether  there  is  meaning 
t  to  the  speaker  himself,  and  how  much  or 
'tnie,we  shall  never  ascertain;  for  it  is 
ui  the  language  of  men,  but  of  one  man 
^^dnot  learned  the  language  of  men ;  and, 
ihimself,  the  key  to  its  full  interpretation  was 
fiom  amongst  us.  These  are  mystics ;  men 
^  cither  know  not  clearly  their  own  mean- 
er «t  least  cannot  put  it  forth  in  formulas 
•^Night,  whereby  others,  with  whatever  diffi- 
fi iDay  apprehend  it.  Was  their  meaning 
V  to  themselves,  gleams  of  it  will  yet 
|<  through,  how  ignorantly  and  unconsci- 
|y soever  it  may  have  been  delivered;  was 
'Uvavering  and  obscure,  no  science  could 
^^livered  it  wisely.  In  either  case,  much 
^  in  the  last,  they  merit  and  obtain  the 
te  of  mystics.  To  scofiers  they  are  a  ready 
cheap  prey ;  but  sober  persons  understand 
pvte  evil  is  as  unknown  in  this  lower 
tine  as  pore  good ;  and  that  even  in  mys- 
■^  an  honest  and  deep-feeling  heart,  there 
'  be  moch  to  reverence,  and  of  the  rest 
B  to  pity  than  to  mock. 
Bt  it  is  not  to  apologize  for  Boehme,  or 
(lis,  or  the  school  of  Theosophus  and 
d,  that  we  have  here  undertaken.  Neither 
od  such  persons  that  the  charge  of  mys- 
B  brought  against  the  Germans  mainly 
<  Boehme  is  little  known  among  us; 
Jis,  much  as  he  deserved  knowing,  not  at 
lor  is  it  understood,  that,  in  their  own 
ry,  these  men  rank  higher  than  they  do, 
ght  do,  with  ourselves.  The  chief  mys- 
n  Germany,  it  would  appear,  are  the 
icendcntal  Philosophers,  Kant,  Fichte, 
chelling!  With  these  is  the  chosen  seat 
sticism,  these  are  its  "  tenebrific  constel- 
,''  from  which  it  "doth  ray  out  darkness" 
the  earth.    Among  a  certain   class  of 


thinkers,  does  a  frantic  exaggeration  in  senti* 
ment,  a  crude  fever-dream  in  opinion,  any- 
where break  forth,  it  is  directly  labelled  as 
Kantism;  and  the  moon-struck  speculator  is, 
for  the  time,  silenced  and  put  to  shame  by  this 
epithet.  For  often,  in*  such  circles,  Kant's 
Philosophy  is  not  only  an  absurdity,  but  a 
wickedness  and  a  horror ;  the  pious  and  peace- 
ful sage  of  Konigsberg  passes  for  a  sort  of 
Necromancer  and  Blackartist  in  Metaphysics ; 
his  doctrine  is  a  region  of  boundless  baleful 
gloom,  too  cunningly  broken  here  and  there  by 
splendours  of  unholy  fire ;  spectres  and  tempt- 
ing demons  people  it;  and,  hovering  over 
fathomless  abysses,  hang  gay  and  gorgeous 
air-castles,  into  which  the  hapless  traveller  is 
seduced  to  enter,  and  so  sinks  to  rise  no  more. 
If  any  thing  in  the  history  of  Philosophy 
could  surprise  us,  it  might  well  be  this.  Per- 
haps among  all  the  metaphysical  writers  of 
the  eighteenth  century,  including  Hume  and 
Hartley  themselves,  there  is  not  one  that  so 
ill  meets  the  conditions  of  a  mystic  as  this 
same  Immanuel  Kant.  A  quit,  vigilant,  clear* 
sighted  man,  who  had  become  distinguished  to 
the  world  in  mathematics  before  he  attempted 
philosophy ;  who,  in  his  writings  generally,  on 
this  and  other  subjects,  is  perhaps  character- 
ized by  no  quality  so  much  as  precisely  by  the 
distinctness  of  his  conceptions,  and  the  se* 
qnence  and  iron  strictness  with  which  he 
reasons.  To  our  own  minds,  in  the  little  that  we 
know  of  him,  he  has  more  than  once  recalled 
Father  Boscovich  in  Natural  Philosophy ;  sc 
piercing,  yet  so  sure ;  so  concise,  so  still,  se 
simple;  with  such  clearness  and  composure 
does  he  mould  the  complicacy  of  his  subject,, 
and  so  firm,  sharp,  and  definite  are  the  results 
he  evolves  from  it.*  Right  or  wrong  as  his 
h3rpothesis  may  be,  no  one  that  knows  him  will 
suspect  that  he  himself  had  not  seen  it,  and 
seen  over  it;  had  not  meditated  it  with  calm- 
ness and  deep  thought,  and  studied  throughout 
to  expound  it  with  scientific  rigor.  Neither,  as 
we  often  hear,  is  there  any  superhuman  faculty 
required  to  follow  him.  We  venture  to  assure 
such  of  our  readers  as  are  in  any  measure- 
used  to  metaphysical  study,  that  the  Kriiik  der 
reinen  Vemunft  is  by  no  means  the  hardest  task  ' 
they  have  tried.  It  is  true,  there  is  an  unknowa 
and  forbidding  terminology  to  be  mastered ;  bat 
is  not  this  the  case  also  with  Chemistry,  and 
Astronomy,  and  all  other  sciences  that  deserve 
the  name  of  science  ?  It  is  true,  a  careless  or 
unprepared  reader  will  find  Kant*s  writing  a 
riddle ;  but  will  a  reader  of  this  sort  make 
much  of  Newton's  Principia,  or  D'Alembert's 
Calctdua  of  Variatunu?  He  will  make  nothing 
of  them ;  perhaps  less  than  nothing ;  for  if  he 
trust  to  his  own  judgment,  he  will  pronounce 
them  madness.  Yet  if  the  Philosophy  of  Mind 
is  any  philosophy  at  all.  Physics  and  Mathe- 
matics must  be  plain  subjects  compared  witb 
it  But  these  latter  are  happy,  not  only  in  the 
fixedness  and  simplicity  of  their  methods,  but 
also  in  the  universal  acknowledgment  of  their 


♦  We  have  h«?.ird  that  the  I.aiin  Tr-inplaiion  of  his 
works  iM  unintelligible,  ihn  Transl-Uor  him.^elf  not  hav- 
ini;  understood  it  ;  altio  that  Villfn^  \»  no  siafe  fi^uide  in 

I  the  Btudy  of  him.  Neither  Villcrs  nor  those  Latbi  work-A 

!  are  known  to  us. 
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aim  to  that  prior  and  CMiitinaal  intensity  of  >  men  :  lit  to  have  been  the  teacher  of 
>plication,  without  whirl)  all  pri>irress  in  any  '  and  tn  have  di5roiir.'>'cd  of  Beauty  ai 
:icnce  is  impusMhle;  thoni;h  niur«?  than  one!  in  the  proves  of  Academe!     Our  re 
lay  he  attempted  withnut  it;  and  blamed,  be-   seen  s^ome  u'nrdN  of  Fichte*s:  are  tl 
;ause  withc^ut  it  they  will  yiolil  nn  !0«.ii!i.  ;  words  of  a  inyNtii*  ?     We  slate  Fich 

The  truth  is,  G*»rman  Philosophy  diilf'rs  nni  rRcier.  as  it  is  known  and  admitted  bj 
more  widely  from  our^  in  the  .substianre  of  if>  ail  parties  ainon^  the  fiermans,  wher 
doctrines,  than  in  iis  inann»r  of  communirat-  that  so  rolMi^T  an  intellect,  a  soul  so 
in?  thrm.  The  rlas<  of  iiivf}ui<iiiii>ns.  named  lofty,  massive,  and  immovable,  has  not 
K'nnin'PhihfOjihu  (Farlm-fire  Phili»ophy)  in  ■  in  philosophical  cliscn^Nion  since  the 
(lermany,  is  there  held  in  little  ONjimation.  No  '  Luther.  We  fiirnro  his  motionless  1 
ritfht  treatise  (»n  any  ihiiij:.  it  is  helieved,  lea^i .  he  he.ird  this  charjrc  of  mysticism  I 
oi  all  on  the  nature  of  the  human  mind,  can  man  rises*  befoP'  us,  amid  contradic 
be  profitably  read,  unU'ss  the  reader  himself  .  debati*,  like  a  granite  mountain  ami 
co-ope i*a les  :  the  blc.ssin^rof  ha!f-s|i>ep  in  ^>nch  '■  and  wind.  Kidicule.  of  the  best  that 
cases  is  denied  him;  he  must  be  alert,  and  .  commandt'd,  has  been  already  tried 
strain  every  faculty,  or  it  profits  nothin*;. '  him;  but  it  could  not  avail.  Wha.i 
Philosophy,  with  these  men,  pretends  to  be  a  ;  wit  of  a  thousand  wits  to  himi  The 
Science,  nay,  the  livin«:  principle  and  soul  of  !  thitusand  choui^hs  ass.iultinc  that  o1 
all  Sciences,  and  must  be  treated  and  studied  !  ^Tanitc:  seen  from  the  summit,  these 
scientifically,  or  not  studied  and  treated  at  all.  i  wiiii^ed  the  midway  air,  showed  s 
Its  doctrines  shou  hi  be  present  with  ever}' en  I- i  arross  as  beetles,  and  their  cry  was 
tivated  writer ;  its  spirit  should  pervade  every  \  even  audible.  Fichie's  opinions  miy 
piece  of  composition,  how  slight  or  popular' or  false;  but  his  character,  as  a  ibiiii 
soever ;  but  to  treat  itself  popularly  would  be  i  be  slightly  valued  only  by  such  as  kno 
a  degradation  and  an  impossjhility.    Philnso-   and  as  a  man,  approved  by  action  aod 


ing,  in  his  life  and  in  his  death,  he  no 
a  class  of  men  who  were  common  ( 
heller  ages  than  ours. 

The  Critical  Philf)sophy  has  been  tt 
by  persons  of  appr<»ved  judsrment,  and 
directly  implicated  in  the  furtherinjo 
distinctly  the  greatest  intellectual  achie 
of  the  century  in  which  it  came  to  ligh 
gust  Wilhelm  Schlegel  has  stated  in  plaJ 
his  brlief  that,  in  respect  of  its  prob 
fluence  on  the  moral  culture  of  Europe, 
on  a  line  with  the  Reformation.    We 


phy  dwells  aloft  in  the  Temple  of  Science,  the 
divinity  of  its  inmost  shrine :  her  dictates  des- 
cend among  men,  but  she  herself  descends  not ; 
whoso  would  behold  her,  must  climb  with  long 
and  laborious  effort ;  nay,  still  linger  in  the 
forecourt,  till  manifold  trial  have  proved  him 
worthy  of  admission  into  the  interior  solem- 
nities. 

It  is  the  false  notion  prevalent  respecting  the 
objects  aimed  at,  and  the  purposed  manner  of 
aitainini;  them,  u;  German  PhiIo<(»phy,  that 
causes,  in  j^n-ai  part,  this   disappointment  of 

our  attempts  to  siiidy  it.  and   \\\v  v\\\  r«'pt)ri  !  JSchlcjoI  as  a  man  whose  opinion  ha* 
which  the  disapp"iiit«.-d  naturally  en«iuijh  I'riii::  :  valu'?  amoncj   oursplves.      But  the 
back  with  thi'in.     LtM  the  re.uh'r  belif-vn  us, :  Kant's  philosophy  is  ni»i  t'j   I'e  call 
the  Critical  IMiiloso]^lK'rs,  whatever  they  may  ;  voti's  alon*'.     The  noMf   s-.-siem  <• 
l>e,  are   no  mystics,  ami  have   n<»   fellowship  '  th«' purer  ih«*oloi?y,  the  jot'iy  view>( 
with  mvstics.    What  a  invstir  is.  we  have  said  i  lurr  di'rived  from  it;   nav.  perhai 

•  •  I  ■■II 

above.     But   Kaiit,  Fiehte.  and  Silu'lliijir.  arc  |  discussion  of  such  maitfrs,  to  wh:- 
men  of  cool  judirinent,  and  deterininate  ei.-er- "  sHoiii?  an  imj>eius.  have  told  w-tli 
•^etic  character ;  men  of  science  and  protound  '  and  henefinal  inlluence  on  the  w' 
jind  universal  invesiiiraiioii ;  nowh<Te  dn.'*^  the  ;  character  ol"  Germany.     Nn  wr;! 
worlil,  in  all  its  ln'arinjjs.  s|)irituat  or  mati'rial,  I  portance  in  ihai  c«»uniry,  be  ho 
lhei>retic  or  practical,  he  pictured  in  deapTor  !  not  with  the  Cniiral  PhiI<'>ojih\ 
truer  colours,  than   in   >uch  heads  as    ihe^«\  j  a  sjiirit  ofdeviniirM'ss  anileirv.iii< 
We  havp  h^ard  Kant  estimated  as  a  spiritual  '  dirmly  drawn  iVom  it.     Sm-h 
brother  of  Boehm*' ;  as  justly  nnirht  we  take  i  and  Schiller  cannni  rxisi  wiiii* 
Sir  Isaac  Newton   for  a  spiritual  bn'ther  t)f  :  literature  or  in  anv  cntuiv ;  1-r 
Count  Swedenborir,  and  Laplace's   Mcrhuninn  '■  stance  m(T«*  than  another  lia- 
of  the  Hcartrt^  for  o  peristyle  tt)  the  I'ifion  •■/  .'.'.i-  \  t'orward  their  endeav«'urs.  an- 
.ViM'  JrrusnUm.     That  this  is  no  extravairani  |  hiijher  lone  into  the  litera:nr 
comparison,  we  aj»peal  to  any  man  acijuainted    has  heen  this  ]ihil(^s,,pioal   s 
with  any  single   volume  of  Kant's   writings,    in  wisely  b.'linvinjj  its  results 
Neither,  though  Schelliii'/s  svsteni  ditTers  still  ;  d^nvin::  th«Mn,  all  that  wa- 
more  widely  from  ours,  can  we  reckon  Schell- ;  the  eenius  i.f  pncfry,  or  ihr  ' 
inc:  a  mystic.     He  is  a  man  evidently  of  deep    readily  allir'd  itself, 
insight  into  individual  Uiiuirs;  speaks  wisely.  =      That  sufh  a  system  inns' 
and  reasiuis  with  the  nicest  accuracy.  '>n  all  ;  kn«»\vn  amoni;  ourselves.  ;> 
matters  where  we  unriersland  his  data.    Fairer-  c»inin:j;  kni«wn  in  Franc 
miijhi  it  be  in  us  to  say  that  we  had  uo\  yet  ;  all  Euiope,  no  one  acijuaii 
ai^preciate'.l  his  truth,  and  tUntfnrc  could  not    with  tlw  charact'T  <^f  tlr.s 
api^reciate  his  error.    Hut  above  all,  the  mysti-    racter   of  En^'laU'l,    will 
cism  of  F'ichle  might  astonish  us.     The  cold.    Doubtless  u  will  he  stn-ln 
c<dossal,  adamantine  spirit,  staiulinir  ereet  ami    ade»juale  to  \\o  it  juMu—  : 
clear,  like  a  Cato  Major  among  degenerate  I  duly  and  thv)rouglily,  aii 
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footing  which  heloDgs  to  it,  and  where 
forth  it  mast  continae.  Respecting  the 
s  of  troth  and  error  which  will  then  be 
to  exist  in  Kant*s  system,  or  in  the  me- 
lons il  has  since  received,  and  is  still  re- 
S>  we  desire  to  be  understood  as  making 
ixnate,  and  little  qualified  to  make  any. 
^ould  have  it  studied  and  known,  on  ge- 
Si'oands;  because  even  the  errors  of  sach 
i>r«  instructive ;  and  because,  without  a 
admixture  of  truth,  no  error  can  exist  un- 
&ch  combinations,  and  become  diffused  so 
r*  To  judge  of  it  we  pretend  not :  we  are 
^^luirers  in  the  mere  outskirts  of  the  mat- 
''^d  it  is  but  inquiry  that  we  wish  to  see 
>ted. 

^^  while,  as  an  advance  or  first  step  to- 
K  ihis,  we  may  state  something  of  what 
i^ost  struck  ourselves  as  characterizing 
B  system ;  as  distinguishing  it  from  every 
^nown  to  us ;  and  chiefly  from  the  Me- 
dical philosophy  which  is  tanght  in  Bri- 
>r  rather  which  was  taught ;  for,  on  look- 
>und,  we  see  not  that  &ere  is  any  such 
Sophy  in  existence  at  the  present  day.* 
Kantist,  in  direct  contradiction  to  Locke 
fll  his  followers,  both  of  the  French,  and 
ish  or  Scotch  school,  commences  from 
n,  and  proceeds  outwards;  instead  of 
■aencing  from  without,  and,  with  various 
lotions  and  hesitations,  endeavouring  to 
eed  inwards.  The  ultimate  aim  of  all  Phi- 
?hy  must  be  to  interpret  appearances, — 
^  the  given  symbol  to  ascertain  the  thing. 
9  the  first  step  towards  this,  the  aim  of  what 
f  be  called  Primary  or  Critical  Philosophy, 
tt  be  to  find  some  indubitable  principle ;  to 
iNirseives  on  some  unchangeable  basis :  to 
^er  what  the  Germans  call  the  Urwahry 
Plrimitive  Truth,  the  necessarily,  absolute- 
ud  eternally  7Vm€.  This  necessarily  True, 
ibsolute  basis  of  Truth,  Locke  silently, 
Reid  and  his  followers  with  more  tumult, 
in  a  certain  modified  Experience,  and  evi- 
«  of  Sense,  in  the  universal  and  natural 
■asions  of  all  men.  Not  so  the  Germans : 
deny  that  there  is  here  any  absolute  Truth, 


IM  Bame  of  Dairald  Stewart  ii  a  name  venerable 
Bvope,  and  to  none  more  dear  and  venerable  than 
lelvee.  NevertheleM  hia  writing •  are  not  a  phl- 
ly,  bnt  a  making  ready  for  one  He  does  not  enter 
I  laid  to  till  it,  be  only  encompaaaea  It  whb  fences, 
■  calUvatora,  and  drlvea  away  Intradera ;  often 
a  on  evil  daya)  he  la  reduced  to  lonf  arguments 
l»aaera  by,  to  prove  that  it  u  a  fleld,  that  this  so 
r  prised  domain  of  hii  ia,  In  truth,  soil  and  sub- 
i,  not  ctoiids  and  shadow.  We  regard  his  discus- 
Bo  the  nature  ofphiloeophic  Language,  and  his  un- 
ed  ellbrts  to  set  mrtb  and  guard  against  its  fallacies, 
rthy  of  all  acknowledgment ;  as  indeed  forming 
aatest,  perhaps  the  only  true  improvement,  which 
Hfihy  Ims  received  among  us  in  our  age.  It  is  only 
iperoclal  observer  that  the  import  of  these  diseui- 
ean  seem  trivial :  rightly  understood  they  rivesuf- 
:  and  final  answer  to  ITartley*s  and  Darwin*s  and 
ler  possible  forms  of  Materialism,  the  srand  Idnla- 
I  we  may  rightly  call  it.  by  which,  in  all  times,  the 
Vorsbip,  that  of  the  invisible,  has  been  polluted 
'ithsiood.  Mr.  Stewart  has  written  warmly  against 
;  but  It  would  surpri«e  him  to  find  how  much  of  a 
It  be  himself  essentially  is.  Has  not  the  whole 
of  his  labours  been  to  reconcile  what  a  Kantist 
I  call  his  Understanding  with  hiii  Reason ;  a  noble, 
till  too  fruitless  effort  to  overarch  the  chasm 
t,  for  all  minds  but  bis  own.  separates  hit  Science 
lis  Rf*lif  km  1  We  regard  tlie  assiduous  study  of 
brks,  as  tbt  beat  preparation  of  studying  those  of 


or  that  any  Philosophy  whatever  can  be  built 
on  such  a  basis;  nay,  they  go  the  length 
of  asserting,  that  such  an  appeal  even  to  the 
universal  ptrsuasions  of  mankind, gather  them 
with  what  precautions  you  may,  amounts  to  a 
total  abdication  of  Philosophy,  strictly  so  called, 
and  renders  not  only  its  further  progress,  but 
its  very  existence,  impossible.  What,  they 
would  say,  have  the  persuasions,  or  instinc- 
tive beliefs,  or  whatever  thejr  are  called,  of  men, 
to  do  in  this  matter  1  Is  it  not  the  object  of 
Philosophy  to  enlighten,  and  rectify,  and  many 
times  directly  contradict  these  very  beliefs. 
Take,  for  instance,  the  voice  of  all  generations 
of  men  on  the  subject  of  Astronomy.  Will 
there,  out  of  any  age  or  climate,  be  one  dissen- 
tient against  the/or^  of  the  8un*s  going  round 
the  Earth  1  Can  any  evidence  be  clearer,  is 
there  any  persuasion  more  universal,  any  be- 
lief more  instinctive  ?  And  yet  the  sun  moves 
no  hairsbreadth ;  but  stands  in  the  centre  of  his 
Planets,  let  us  vote  as  we  please.  So  is  it  like- 
wise with  our  evidence  for  an  external  inde- 
pendent existence  of  Matter,  and,  in  general, 
with  our  whole  argument  against  Hume; 
whose  reasonings,  from  the  premises  admitted 
both  by  him  and  us,  the  Germans  affirm  to  be 
rigorously  consistent  and  legitimate,  and,  on 
these  premises,  altogether  uncontroverted  and 
incontrovertible.  British  Philosophy,  since  the 
time  of  Hume,  appears  to  them  nothing  more 
than  a  **  laborious  and  unsuccessful  striving 
to  build  dike  ailer  dike  in  front  of  our  Churches 
and  Judgment-halls,  and  so  turn  back  from 
them  the  deluge  of  Skepticism,  with  which  that 
extraordinary  writer  overflowed  us,  and  still 
threatens  to  destroy  whatever  we  value  most'' 
This  is  Schlegefs  meaning :  his  words  are  not 
before  us. 

The  (Germans  take  up  the  matter  difl*erently, 
and  would  assail  Hume,  not  in  his  outworks, 
but  in  the  centre  of  his  citadel.  They  deny 
his  first  principle,  that  Sense  is  the  only  inlet 
of  Knowledge,  that  Experience  is  the  primary 
ground  of  BelieC  Their  Primitive  Truth, 
however,  they  ^eek,  not  historically  and  by 
experiment,  in  the  universal  persuasions  of 
men,  but  by  intuition,  in  the  deepest  and  purest 
nature  of  Man.  Instead  of  attempting,  which 
they  consider  vain,  to  prove  the  existence  of 
God,  Virtue,  an  immaterial  Soul,  by  inferences 
drawn,  as  the  conclusion  of  all  Philosophy, 
fiiom  the  world  of  sense,  they  find  these  things 
written  as  the  beginning  of  all  Philosophy,  in 
obscured  but  inefilaceable  characters,  within 
our  inmost  being;  and  themselves  first  afford- 
ing any  certainty  and  clear  meaning  to  that 
very  world  of  sense,  by  which  we  endeavour 
to  demonstrate  them.  God  i%  nay,  alone  w, 
for  with  like  emphasis  we  cannot  say  that  any 
thing  else  is.  This  is  the  Absolute,  the  Primi 
tively  True,  which  the  philosopher  seeks 
Endeavouring,  by  logical  art^ument,  to  provr 
the  existence  of  God,  a  Kantist  might  say, 
would  be  like  taking  out  a  candle  to  look  for 
the  sun  ;  nay,  gaze  steadily  into  your  candle* 
light,  and  the  sun  himself  may  be  invisible 
To  open  the  inward  eye  to  the  sight  of  thir; 
Primitively  True ;  or,  rather,  we  mi^ht  call  it, 
to  clear  oil*  the  Obscurations  of  sense,  which 
eclipse  this  truth  within  us,  so  that  we  may 
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see  it,  and  believe  it  not  only  to  be  true,  but 
the  foundation  and  essence  of  all  other  truth, 
may,  in  such  languap:e  as  we  arc  here  usini;, 
be  said  to  be  the  problem  of  Critical  Phi- 
losophy. 

In  this  point  of  view,  Kant's  system  may 
be  thought  to  have  a  remote  affinity  to  those 
of  Malebranche  and  Descartes.  But  if  they 
in  some  measure  agree  as  to  their  aim,  there 
is  the  widest  difference  as  to  the  mrans. 
We  state  what  to  our>rlvcs  has  Ion?  appr»ared 
the  grand  characteristic  of  Kant*s  Philo^iophy, 
when  we  mention  his  distinction,  seldom  per- 
haps expressed  so  broadly,  but  iinifitnnly  im- 
plied, between  l-ndcrstandincc  ariii  Krason 
(Vfrstand  and  Vrrnvu/i).  Tn  most  (if  our 
readers  this  may  seem  a  distinction  without  a 
difference;  ncverihclos,  to  the  Kanti^^ts  it  is 
by  no  means  such.  Thfv  l)elieve  that  both 
Underbtandinp:  and  Reason  are  organs,  or 
rather,  we  should  say,  modes  of  operaiit>n,  by 
which  the  mind  discovers  truth ;  but  they 
think  that  their  manner  of  proceeding  is  es- 
sentially different:  that  their  provinces  are 
separable  and  distinguishable,  nay,  that  it  is 
of  the  last  importance  to  separate  and  distin- 
guish them.  Reason,  the  Kaniists  say,  is  of  a 
higher  nature  than  ITnderstanding ;  it  works 
by  more  subtle  methods,  on  higher  objects, 
and  requires  a  far  finer  culture  for  its  de- 
velopment, indeed  in  many  men  it  is  never 
developed  at  all ;  but  its  results  are  no  less 
certain,  nay,  rather,  they  are  much  more  so ; 
for  Reason  discerns  Truth  itself,  the  absolutely 
and  primitively  Tnte :  while  Understanding 
discerns  only  relations,  and  cannot  decide  with- 
out if.  The  proper  province  of  Understand- 
ing is  all,  strictly  speaking,  r«r/,  practical,  and 
material  knowledge,  Mathematics,  Physics, 
Political  Economy,  the  adaptation  of  means 
to  ends  in  the  whole  bu<^iness  of  life.  In  this 
province  it  is  the  strength  and  universal  im- 
plement of  the  mind:  an  indispensable  ser- 
vant, without  which,  indeed,  existence  itself 
would  be  impossible.  Let  it  not  step  beyond 
this  province,  however,  not  usurp  the  province 
of  Reason,  which  it  is  appointed  to  obey,  and 
cannot  rule  over  without  ruin  to  the  whole 
spiritual  man.  Should  Undf^rstanding  attempt 
to  prove  the  existence  of  God,  it  ends,  if 
thorough-going  and  consistent  with  itself,  in 
Atheism,  or  a  faint  possible  Theism,  which 
scarcely  differs  from  this:  should  it  speculate 
of  Virtue,  it  ends  in  Utility,  making  Prudence 
and  a  sufficiently  cunning  love  of  Self  the 
highest  good.  Consult  Understanding  about 
the  Beauty  of  Poetr}',  and  it  asks,  where  is 
this  Beauty?  or  discovers  it  at  length  in 
rhythms  and  fitnesses,  and  male  and  female 
rhymes.  Witness  also  its  everlasting  para- 
doxes on  Necessity  and  the  Freedom  of  the 
Will;  its  ominous  silence  on  the  end  and 
meaning  of  man;  and  the  cnitrma  which, 
under  such  inspection,  the  whole  purport  of 
existence  becomes. 

Nevertheless,  say  the  Kaniists,  there  is  a 
truth  in  these  things.  Virtue  is  Virtue,  and 
not  prudence ;  not  less  surely  than  the  angle 
ill  a  semicircle  is  a  right  angle,  and  no  trape- 
zium :  Shakspeare  is  a  Poet,  and  Boiieau  is 
none,  think  of  it  as  you  may:   Neither  is  it 


more  certain  that  I  myself  eiist,  than 
exists,  infinite,  eternal,  inrisible,  t1 
yesterday,  to-day,  and  for  ever.    Tc 
these  truths  is  the  province  of  Reasc^ 
therefore  is  to  be  cultivated  as  ih< 
faculty  in  man.    Not  by  logic  and    3 
does  it  work;  yet  surely  and  clearl 
be  taught  to  work:  and  its  domain  li 
hisrher   region   whither  logic  and 
cannot  reach;   in  that  holier  regie 
Poetr>',  and   Virtne,  and   Divinity 
whose  presence   Understanding  va 
recoils,  dazzled  into  utter  darknes.< 
"sea  of  light,'*  at  once  the  fonnta.ii 
termination  of  all  true  knowledge. 

Will  the  Kantists  forgive  us  (i^r  i 
and  p(>puiar  manner  in  which  we  01 
speak  of  these  things,  to  bring  iheo 
measure  before  the  eyes  of  cur  reafc 
mav  illustrate  this  distinction  stii/  &ii 

m 

we  say,  that,  in  the  opinion  of  a  Kanti 
French  are  of  all  European  nations  tU 
giAed  with  Understanding,  andtbemosi 
tute  of  Reason;*  that  David  HaiBeki 
forecast  of  this  latter,  and  that  Shiki 
and  Luther  dwelt  perennially  in  its  ] 
sphere. 

Of  the  vast,  nay,  in  these  days  bou 
importance  of   this   distinction,  coold 
scientifically  established,  we  need  reni 
thinking  man.    For  the  rest,  far  be  it  fn 
reader  to  suppose  that  this  same  Ret 
but  a  new  appearance,  under  another 
of  our  own  old  "  Wholesome  Prejndii 
well  known  to  most  of  us !    Prejnd:ee. 
some  or  unwholesome,  is  a  person 
whom  the  German  Philosophers  dis( 
shadow  of   respect;    nor    do    the  t 
among  them  hide  their  deep  disda* 
and  sundrj'  who  fight  under  her  fta 
is  to  be  loved  pTirely  and  solely  be 
true.      With   moral,    j>o!iiical.   rel: 
siderations,  high  and  dear  a^  ihey 
wise  be.  the  Philosopher,  as  <uch. 
cern.    To  look  at  ihcm  would  b:i! 
and  distract  his  vision  from  ir.-- 
hands.     Calmly  he  C(.»nstruo  h: 
the  Geometer  does  hi*-,  wiihout 
save  that  he  mav  ot  mav  not  tii.^ 
and  stands  in  the  middle,  by  tin- 
accused  as  an  Infidel,  by  the  oih' 
siast  and  a  Mystic,  till  the  luni- 
what  was  true  i<  and  continii'^*^ 
of  all  lime. 

Such  are  some  of  the  high 
questions    treated  i.'f,   by    rah 
deeply  meditative  men,  in  thi* 
losophy,  which  to  the  wi-^er 
is  still  unknown,  and  by  the  n 
of  and  regarded  as  their  natu 
profoundness,  subtiliy,  ^w-.u 
which  the  answer  of  iliese 
poses,  need  not  be  farther  t 
the  truth  or  falsehood  of  tl? 
here,  as  already  staled.  n.> 
has  been,  so  laras  miirht  h 
it  appeared  to  us  ;  and  to  a 
ers  as  pursue  tlj»\^o  sin.lii 

i      *  .Schcllintr  Iiah  sni'l  ns  in-: 
I  Acadtm%frhen  Stutlihni.  pp    ]:'.'. 
■  could  wish  we  had  space  lo  ii 


UFS  AND  WRITINGS  OF  \VERNBR. 


85 


orthy  of  some  study.    The  reply  we 

vr  leave  to  themselves. 

1  appendage  to  the  charge  of  Mysticism 

against  the  Germans,  there  is  often 
le  seemingly  incongruous  one  of  Irre- 

On  this  point  also  we  had  mnch  to 
Lt  must  for  the  present  decline  it.  Mean- 
Let  the  reader  be  assured,  that  to  the 
of  Irreligion,  as  to  so  many  others,  the 
IS  will  plead  not  guilty.  On  the  contra- 
r  will  not  scrHple  to  assert  that  their  lite- 
is,  in  a  positive  sense,  religious ;  nay, 
s  to  maintain,  that  if  ever  neighbouring 
>  are  to  recover  that  pure  and  high  spirit 
>tion,  the  loss  of  which,  however  we  may 
e  it  or  pretend  to  overlook  it,  can  be 

from  no  ob^^ervant  mind,  it  must  be  by 
ing,  if  not  on  the  same  path,  at  least  in 
Qe  direction,  in  which  the  Germans  have 
'  begun  to  travel.  We  shall  add,  that 
iigion  of  Germany  is  a  subject  not  for 
>Qt  for  deep  study,  and,  if  we  mistake 
ly  in  some  degree  reward  the  deepest, 
i,  however,  we  mast  close  our  examina- 

defeoce.  We  have  spoken  freely,  be- 
we  felt  distinctly,  and  thought  the  matter 
'  of  being  stated,  and  more  fully  inqaired 
Farther  than  this,  we  have  no  quarrel 
Germans ;  we  would  have  justice  done 
IS  to  all  men  and  all  things ;  but  for  their 
ire  or  character  we  profess  no  sectarian 
lusive  preference.  We  think  their  re- 
oetry,  indeed,  superior  to  the  recent 
of  any  other  nation;  but  taken  as  a 
inferior  to  that  of  several ;  inferior  not 
>wn  only,  but  to  that  of  Italy,  nay,  per- 

that  of  Spain.  Their  Philosophy,  too, 
ill  be  regarded  as  uncertain;  at  best 
(  beginning  of  better  things.  But  surely 
is  is  not  to  be  neglected.  A  little  light 
ions  in  great  darkness :  nor,  amid  the 
I  of  Poetasters  and  PhilosopheSf  are  Poets 
losophers  so  numerous  that  we  should 
ach,  when  they  speak  to  us  in  the  hard, 
Hy,  deep,  and  expressive  tones  of  that 


old  Saxon  speech,  which  is  also  our  mother' 
tongue. 

We  confess  the  present  aspect  of  spiritual 
Europe  might  fill  a  melancholic  observer  with 
doubt  and  foreboding.  It  is  mournful  to  see  so 
many  noble,  tender,  and  high-aspiring  minds 
deserted  of  that  religious  light  which  once 
guided  all  such:  standing  sorrowful  on  the 
scene  of  past  convulsions  and  controversies,  as 
on  a  scene  blackened  and  burnt  up  with  fire ; 
mourning  in  the  darkness,  because  there  is  dc 
solation,  and  no  home  for  the  soul ;  or  what  is 
worse,  pitching  tents  among  the  ashes,  and 
kindling  weak  earthly  lamps  which  we  are  to 
take  for  stars.  This  darkness  is  but  transitory  ■ 
obscuration :  these  ashes  are  the  soil  of  future 
herbage  and  richer  harvests.  Religion,  Poetry, 
is  not  dead;  it  will  never  die.  Its  dwelling 
and  birthplace  is  in  the  soul  of  man,  and  it  is 
eternal  as  the  being  of  man.  In  any  point  of 
Space,  in  any  section  of  Time,  let  there  be  a 
living  Man :  and  there  is  an  Infinitude  above 
him  and  beneath  him,  and  an  eternity  encom- 
passes him  on  this  hand  and  on  that ;  and  tones 
of  Sphere-music,  and  tidings  from  loftier 
worlds,  will  flit  round  him,  if  he  can  but  listen, 
and  visit  him  with  holy  influences,  even  in  the 
thickest  press  of  trivialities,  or  the  din  of  busiest 
life.  Happy  the  man,  happy  the  nation  that 
can  hear  these  tidings ;  that  has  them  written  in 
fit  characters,  legible  to  every  eye,  and  the  so- 
lemn import  of  them  present  at  all  moments  to 
every  heart !  That  there  is,  in  these  days,  no 
nation  so  happy,  is  too  clear ;  but  that  all  na- 
tions,  and  ourselves  in  the  van,  are,  with  more 
or  less  discernment  of  its  nature,  struggling 
towards  this  happiness,  is  the  hope  and  the 
glory  of  our  time.  To  us,  as  to  others,  successr 
at  a  distant  or  a  nearer  day,  cannot  be  uncer- 
tain. Meanwhile,  the  first  condition  of  success 
is,  that,  in  striving  honestly  ourselves,  we  ho- 
nestly acknowledge  the  striving  of  our  neigh- 
bour ;  that  with  a  Will  unwearied  in  seeking 
Truth,  we  have  a  Sense  open  for  it,  whereso- 
ever and  howsoever  it  may  ^rise. 
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•  charm  of  feime  consisted,  as  Horace 
takenly  declared,  **  in  being  pointed  at 

t»9-Jthrit9  Friedrick  LudiMf  ZmeksrioM  Werwvrs. 
Hermtuftker  vn  fftf manna  Leban  nnd  Mkeh- 
(etcta  of  tiM  Life  of  nederie  Ludwlc  Zacbariat 
By  the  Editor  of  *'  Hofflnann't  Ufe  and  Re- 
Rerlin,  180. 
SOkne  dt»  Tkalt.  (The  Bona  of  Uie  Valley.) 
tic  Poem.  Part  I.  Die  TtmpUr  anf  C^fem. 
xplara  in  Cjrprua.)  Part  II.  Die  KrtumhrUdtr. 
Lhren  of  the  Ctom.)  Berlin,  1801, 1803. 
Krtuz  an  dgr  ObUc*.  (The  Crota  on  the  Baltic.) 
y.    Berlin,  1806. 

ri«  Luther,  odtr  Die  Weihe  ier  Kraft.  (Martin 
r  tbe  Conaecration  of  Strength.)  A  Tragedy. 
«7 

Miiter  der  Makkahder.  (The  Mother  of  the 
^9.)  A  Tragedy.    Vienna,  IbSO. 


with  the  finger,  and  having  it  said.  This  is  heT 
few  writers  of  the  present  age  could  boast  of 
more  fame  than  Werner.  It  has  been  the  un- 
happy fortune  of  this  man  to  stand  for  a  long 
period  incessantly  before  the  world,  in  a  far 
stronger  light  than  naturally  belonged  to  him, 
or  could  elhibit  him  to  advantage.  Twenty 
years  ago  he  was  a  man  of  considerable  note, 
which  has  ever  since  been  degenerating  into 
notoriety.  The  mystic  dramatist,  the  skepti- 
cal enthusiast,  was  known  and  partly  esteemed 
by  all  students  of  poetry;  Madame  de  Siiiel, 
we  recollect,  allows  him  an  entire  chapter  in 
her  '*  Allemagne.'*  Ii  was  a  much  coarser  cu- 
riosiiy,  and  in  a  much  wider  circle,  which  Ih^ 
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dissipated  man,  by  successive  indecorums,  oc- 
casioned ;  till  at  last  the  convert  to  Popery,  the 
preaching  zealot,  came  to  figure  in  all  news- 
papers ;  and  some  picture  of  him  was  required 
for  all  heads  that  would  not  sit  blank  and  mute 
in  the  topic  of  every  coffeehouse  and  atthetic 
tea.  In  dim  heads,  that  is,  in  the  great  majo- 
rity, the  picture  was,  of  course,  perverted  into 
a  strange  bugbear,  and  the  original  decisively 
enough  condemned;  but  even  the  few,  who 
might  see  him  in  his  true  shapes  felt  too  well 
that  nothing  loud  could  be  said  in  his  behalf; 
that,  with  so  many  mournful  blemishes,  if  ex- 
tenuation could  not  avail,  no  complete  defence 
was  to  be  attempted. 

At  the  same  time,  it  is  not  the  history  of  a 
mere  literary  profligate  that  we  have  here  to  do 
with.  Of  men  whom  fine  talents  cannot  teach 
the  humblest  prudence,  whose  high  feeling, 
unexpressed  in  noble  action,  must  lie  smould- 
ering with  baser  admixtures  in  their  own 
bosom,  till  their  existence,  assaulted  from 
without  and  from  within,  becomes  a  burnt  and 
blackened  ruin,  to  be  sighed  over  by  the  few, 
and  stared  at,  or  trampled  on,  by  the  many, — 
there  is  unhappily  no  want  in  any  country; 
nor  can  the  unnatural  union  of  genius  with 
depravity  and  degradation  have  such  charms 
for  our  readers,  that  we  should  go  abroad  in 
quest  of  it,  or  in  any  case  to  dwell  on  it,  other- 
wise than  with  reluctance.  Werner  is  some- 
thing more  than  this :  a  gifted  spirit,  struggling 
earnestly  amid  the  new,  complex,  tumultuous 
influences  of  his  time  and  country,  but  without 
force  to  body  himself  forth  from  amongst  them; 
a  keen  adventurous  swimmer,  aiming  towards 
high  and  distant  landmarks,  but  too  weakly  in 
so  rough  a  sea,  for  the  currents  drive  him  far 
astray,  and  he  sinks  at  last  in  the  waves,  at- 
taining little  for  himself,  and  leaving  little. 
save  the  memory  of  his  failure,  to  others.  A 
glance  over  his  history  may  not  be  unprofita- 
ble ;  if  the  man  himself  can  less  interes>t  us, 
the  ocean  of  German,  of  European  Opinion, 
still  rolls  in  wild  eddies  to  and  fro;  and  with 
its  movements  and  refluxes,  indicated  in  the 
history  of  such  men,  every  one  of  us  is  con- 
cerned. 

Our  materials  for  this  survey  are  deficient, 
not  so  much  in  quantity  as  quality.  The  "  Life," 
now  known  to  be  by  Hitzig  of  Berlin,  seems  a 
very  honest,  unpresuming  performance;  but, 
on  the  other  hand,  it  is  much  too  fragmentary 
and  discursive  for  our  wants  ;  the  features  of 
the  man  are  nowhere  united  into  a  portrait, 
but  left  for  the  reader  to  unite  as  he  may ;  a 
task   which,  to   most   readers,  will  be   hard 
enough:  for  the  work,  short  in  compass,  is 
more  than  proportionally  short  in  details  of 
facts;  and  Werner's  history,  much  as  an  in- 
timate friend  must  have  known  of  it,  still  lies 
before  us,  in  great  part,  dark  and  unintelligible. 
For  what  he  has  da^e  we  should  doubtless 
thank  our  Author;  yet  it  seems  a  pity,  that,  in 
this  instance,  he  had  not  done  more  and  better. 
A  singular  chance  made  him,  at  the  same  time, 
companion   of  both  Hoffmann   and  Werr^ r, 
perhaps  the  two  most  showy,  heterogeneous, 
and  misinterpretable  writers  of  his  day;  nor 
Khali  we  deny,  that,  in  performing  a  friend's 
'liity  to  their  memory,  he  has  done  truth  also  a 


service.  His  **  Life  of  Hoffmann,"  pr 
to  no  artfulness  of  arrangement,  is  re 
rather  than  defective,  in  minaleoess;  I 
at  least,  the  means  of  a  correct  jodgi 
brought  within  our  reach,  and  the  i 
usual  with  Hitzig,  bears  marks  of  th 
fairness ;  and  of  an  accuracy  which  i 
almost  call  professional :  for  the  ai 
would  seem,  is  a  legal  functional 
standing,  and  now  of  respectable  rt 
he  examines  and  records,  with  a  certain 
strictness  too  rare  in  compilations  of  I 
So  far  as  Hoflfmann  is  concerned,  tl 
we  have  reason  to  be  satisfied.  Inr 
Werner,  however,  we  cannot  say  so 
here  we  should  certainly  have  wished  i 
facts,  though  it  had  been  with  feve 
quences  drawn  from  them ;  were  the 
what  chaotic  expositions  of  Werner's 
ter  exchanged  for  simple  particulars  of 
and  conversation,  the  result  wonld  I 
surer,  and,  especially  to  foreigners,  mi 
complete  and  luminous.  As  it  is, from 
perusals  of  this  biography,  we  ha* 
to  gather  any  very  clear  notion  of  i 
nor  with,  perhaps,  more  study  of  h\i 
than,  on  other  grounds,  they  might  h 
ited,  does  his  manner  of  existence  ! 
out  to  us  with  that  distinct  cohesi 
puts  an  end  to  doubt.  Our  view  oi 
reader  will  accept  as  an  approximate 
content  to  wonder  with  us,  and  chariti 
where  we  cannot  altogether  interpret 

Werner  was  born  at  Kunigsberj 
Prussia,  on  the  18th  of  November,  1 
father  was  Professor  of  History  and  ! 
in  the  University  there;  and  further 
of  this  office,  Dramatic  Censor,  wl 
circumstance  procured  young  Wen 
daily  opportunity  of  visiting  the  ih 
so  gave  him,  as  he  says,  a  greatei 
ance  with  the  mechanism  of  the  : 
even  most  players  are  possessed  of. 
taste  for  the  drama  it  probably  en 
him;  but  this  skill  in  stage  niech! 
be  questioned,  for  often  in  his  ou- 
such  skill,  but  rather  the  want  of  ii. 

The  Professor  and  Censor,  of  whc 

nothing  in  blame  or  praise,  died  i; 

teenth  year  of  his  son,  and  the  boy 

the  sole  charge  of  his  mother,  a  woi 

he  seems  to  have  loved  warmly. 

guardianship   could   scarcely  l>e  th 

him.   Werner  himself  speaks  of  hei 

commendation,  as  of  a  pure,  high-n 

heavily-afflicted  being.     Hoflfmann 

adds,  that  she  was  hypochondriaca 

erally  quite  delirious,  imagining  h( 

the  Virgin  Mary,  and  her  son  to  l-e  lli 

Shiloh  !      Hoflfmann  had  opportun 

of  knowing;  for  it  is  a  curious  fac 

two  singular  persons  were  brough 

the  same  roof,  though,  at  this  inne 

of  their  difference  of  age,  Werner 

years  older,  they  had  little  or  no  ac 

What  a  nervous  and  melancholic 

Hoflfmann,  by  another  unhappy  c 

had  also  full  occasion  to  know  :  his 

parted   from   her  husband,  lay   h 

broken-hearted  for  the  last  sevente 

I  her  life,  and  the  first  seventeen  of  h 
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leDces,  which  he  used  to  trace 
ole  of  his  owa  character ;  as  to 
le  impated  the  primary  perver- 
-'s.  How  far  his  views  on  this 
arate  or  exaggerated,  we  have 
dging. 

early  years  the  biographer  says 
g.  We  learn  only  that,  about 
le  matriculated  in  the  Kdnigs- 
jT,  intending  to  qualify  himself 
s  of  a  lawyer ;  and  #ith  his  pro- 
is  united,  or  attempted  to  unite, 
philosophy  under  Kant.  .  His 
liaracterized  by  a  single,  but  too 
d:  "  It  is  said,'*  observes  Hitzig, 
very  dissolute."  .  His  progress 
,  as  in  all  branches  of  learning, 

expected  to  be  small ;  indeed, 
r  his  life  can  he,  even  in  the 
aegyric,  be  called  a  man  of  cul- 
)rmation  on  any  subject  Never- 
rived,  in  his  twenty-first  year, 
e  volume  of  **  Poems,*'  apparent- 
able  magazine  metre,  and  after 
s"  over  5ermany,  having  loiter- 
It  Berlin,  and  longer  at  Dresden, 
self  to  more  serious  business, 
mittance  and  promotion  as  a 
)flaw;  the  employment  which 
look  for  in  that  country  being 
hands  of  government:  consist- 
'  appointments  in  the  various 
inistrative  Boards  by  which  the 
managed.  In  1793,  Werner  ac- 
lade  Kammertecretdr  (Exchequer 
subaltern  office,  which  he  held 
I  scleral  stations,  and  last  and 
saw,  where  Hitzig,  a  young  man 
une  profession^  first  became  ac- 
lim  in  1799. 

urport  or  result  of  Werner's 
ly  have  been,  or  how  he  had  de- 
If  in  office  or  out  of  it,  we  are 
Aed ;  but  it  is  an  ominous  cir- 
t,  even  at  this  period,  iti  his 
be  had  divorced  two  wives,  the 
mutual  consent,  and  was  look- 
third  !    Hitzig,  with  whom  he 

formed  a  prompt  and  close  iu- 
is  no  full  picture  of  him  under 
•ects :  yet  we  can  see,  that  his 
ly  it  might,  already  wore  some- 
.ttered  appearance  in  his  own 
IS  broken  in  character,  in  spirit, 
lily  constitution ;  and,  content- 
h  the  transient  gratifications  of 
nd  so  tolerable  an  appointment, 

all  steady  and  rational  hope 
happy  or  of  deserving  to  be  so. 
id  irrational  hopes,  however,  he 
ance.  The  fine  enthusiasm  of 
destroyed  by  so  many  external 
ly,  to  which,  perhaps,  these  very 
d  given  fresh  and  undue  excite- 
'orih  in  strange  many-coloured 
n  amid  the  wreck  of  his  fortunes, 
nto  wild  worlds  of  speculation,  i 
menily,  that  the  real  world  of  j 
y  had  become  so  unmanageable  ; 

rly  publication  had  sunk,  after  a  | 


brief  provincial  life,  into  merited  oblivion ;  in 
fact,  he  had  then  only  been  a  rhjrmer,  and  was 
now,  for  the  first  time,  beginning  to  be  a  poet. 
We  have  one  of  thoae  youthful  pieces  tran- 
scribed in  this  volume,  and  certainly  it  exhibits 
a  curious  contrast  with  his  subsequent  writ- 
ings, both  in  form  and  spirit  In  form,  because, 
unlike  the  first  fruits  of  a  genius,  it  is  cold  and 
correct:  while  his  later  works,  without  excep- 
tion, are  fervid,  extravagant,  and  full  of  gross 
blemishes.  In  spirit  no  less,  because,  treating 
of  his  favourite  theme.  Religion,  it  treats  of  it 
harshly  and  skeptically;  being,  indeed,  little 
more  than  a  metrical  version  of  common  Util- 
itarian Freethinking,  as  it  may  be  foiud 
(without  metre)  in  most  taverns  and  debating- 
societies.  Werner's  intei*mediate  secret  history 
might  form  a  strange  chapter  in  psychology : 
for  now,  it  is  clear,  his  French  skepticism  had 
got  overlaid  with  wondrous  theosophic  garni- 
ture ;  his  mind  was  full  of  visions  and  cloudy 
glories,  and  no  occupation  pleased  him  better 
than  to  controvert,  in  generous  inquiring  minds, 
that  very  unbelief  which  he  appears  to  have 
once  entertained  in  his  own.  From  Hitzig's 
account  of  the  matter,  this  seems  to  have 
formed  the  strongest  link  of  his  intercourse 
with  Werner.  The  latter  was  his  senior  by  ten 
years  of  time,  and  by  more  than  ten  years  of 
unhappy  experience ;  the  grand  questions  of 
Immortality,  of  Fate,  Free-will,  Fore-knowledge 
absolute,  were  in  continual  agitation  between 
them ;  and  Hitzig  still  remembers  with  grati- 
tude these  earnest  warnings  against  irregular- 
ity of  life,  and  so  many  ardent  and  not  ineflfec- 
tual  endeavours  to  awaken  in  the  passionate 
temperament  of  youth  a  glow  of  purer  and  en- 
lightening fire. 

M.Some  leagues  from  Warsaw,"  says  the 
Biographer,  ''enchantingly  embosomed  in  a 
thick  wood,  close  by  the  high  banks  of  the 
Vistula,  lies  the  Cameldulensian  Abbey  of 
Bielany,  inhabited  by  a  class  of  monks,  who  in 
strictness  of  discipline  yield  only  to  those  of 
La  Trappe. «  To  this  cloistral  solitude  Werner 
was  wont  to  repair  with  his  friend,  every  fine 
Saturday  of  the  summer  of  1800,  so  soon  as 
their  occupations  in  the  city  were  over.  In 
defect  of  any  formal  inn,  the  two  used  to 
bivouac  in  the  forest,  or  at  best  to  sleep  under 
a  temporary  tent  The  Sunday  was  then  spent 
in  the  open  air;  in  roving  about  the  woods; 
sailing  on  the  river,  and  the  like ;  till  late  night 
recalled  them  to  the  city.  On  such  occasions, 
the  younger  of  the  party  had  ample  room  to 
unfold  his  whole  heart  before  his  more  mature 
and  settled  companion ;  to  advance  his  doubts 
and  objections  against  many  theories,  which 
Werner  was  already  cherishing:  and  so,  by 
exciting  him  with  contradiction,  to  cause  him 
to  make  them  clearer  to  himself." 

Week  after  week,  these  discussions  were 
carefully  resumed  from  the  point  where  they 
had  been  left:  indeed,  to  Werner,  it  would 
seem,  this  controversy  had  unusual  attractions ; 
for  he  was  now  busy  composing  a  Poem,  in- 
tended principally  to  convince  the  world  of 
those  ver}'  truths  which  he  was  striving  to  im- 
press on  his  friend ;  and  to  which  the  world,  as 
might  be  expected,  was  likely  to  give  a  similar 
reception.    The  character,  or  at  least  the  way 
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of  thought,  altributed  to  Robert  d*Heredon,  the 
Scottish  Templar,  in  the  Sont  of  the  J7i//(  y,  was 
borrowed,  it  appears,  as  if  by  regular  instal- 
ments, from  these  conferences  with  Hitzig;  the 
result  of  the  one  Sunday  being  duly  entered  in 
dramatic  form  dnrinf?  the  week;  then  audited 
on  the  Sunday  following;  and  so  forming  the 
text  for  further  disquisition.  "Blissful  days,'* 
adds  Uiizi'^,  **purc  and  innocent,  which  doubt- 
less Werner  also  ever  held  in  pleased  remt'm- 
branceT* 

The  Sdhnr  t.'cs  Thah,  composed  in  this  rather 
questionable  fashion,  was  in  due  time  forth- 
coming; the  First  Part  in  1801,  the  Second 
about  a  year  afterwards.  It  is  a  drama,  or 
rather  two  dramas,  unrivalled  at  least  in  one 
particular,  in  length ;  each  Part  being  a  play 
of  six  acts,  and  the  whole  amounting  to  some- 
what more  than  eight  hundred  small  octavo 
pages!  To  attempt  any  analysis  of  such  a 
work  would  but  fatigue  our  readers  to  little 
purpose:  it  is,  as  might  be  anticipated,  of  a 
most  loose  and  formless  structure:  expanding 
on  all  sides  into  vague  boundlessness,  and,  on 
the  whole,  resembling  not  so  much  a  poem  as 
the  rude  materials  of  one.  The  subject  is  the 
destruction  of  the  Templar  Order;  an  event 
which  has  been  dramatized  more  than  once, 
but  on  which,  notwithstanding,  Werner,  we 
suppose,  may  boast  of  being  entirely  original. 
The  fate  of  Jacques  Molay,  and  his  brethren, 
acts  here  but  like  a  little  leaven ;  and  lucky 
were  we,  could  it  leaven  the  lump;  but  it  lies 
buried  under  such  a  mass  of  Mystical  theology, 
Masonic  mummery,  Cabalistic  tradition,  and 
Rosicrucian  philosophy,  as  no  power  could 
work  into  dramatic  union.  The  incidents  are 
few,  and  of  little  interest;  interrupted  contin- 
ually by  flaring  shows  and  long-winded  specu- 
lations; for  Werner's  bc«ieiting  sin,  that  of 
loquacity,  is  here  in  decided  action  ;  and  so  we 
wander,  in  aimless  windinss,  through  scene 
after  scene  of  gorgcousness  rjr  gloom;  till  at 
last  the  whole  rises  before  us  like  a  wild  phan- 
tasmagoria; cloud  heaped  on  cloud,  painted 
indeed  here  and  there  with  prismatic  hues,  but 
representing  nothing,  or  at  least  not  the  subject, 
but  the  author. 

In  this  last  point  of  view,  however,  as  a  pic- 
lure  of  himself,  independently  of  other  consid- 
erations, this  play  of  Werner's  may  still  have 
a  certain  value  for  us.  The  strange  chaotic 
nature  of  the  man  is  displayed  in  it:  his  skep- 
ticism and  theosophy ;  his  audacity,  yet  in- 
trinsic weakness  of  character;  his  baftied 
longings,  but  still  ardent  endeavours  after 
Truth  and  Good;  his  search  for  them  in  far 
joumeyings,  not  on  the  beaten  highways,  but 
through  the  pathless  infinitude  of  Thought. 
To  call  it  a  work  of  art  would  be  a  misappli- 
cation of  names :  it  is  little  more  than  a  rhap- 
sodic effusion;  the  outpouring  of  a  passionate 
and  mystic  soul,  only  half  knowing  what  it 
utters,  and  not  ruling  its  own  movements,  but 
ruled  by  them.  It  is  fair  to  add  that  such  also, 
in  a  great  measure,  was  Werner's  own  view 
of"  thr  matter:  most  likely  the  utterance  of 
thcsr  things  gave  him  such  relief,  that,  crude 
as  ihcy  were,  he  could  not  suppress  them.  For 
::  ouirht  to  he  r'»membered,  thai  in  i\\\s  per- 
fonnuncc  onv  condition,  at  least,  of  genmuc  \ii- 


spiration  is  not  wanting:  Werner  evideo 
thinks  that  in  these  his  ultramandane  exc 
sions  he  has  found  truth ;  he  has  somethi 
positive  to  set  forth,  and  he  feels  himself  as 
bf>und  on  a  high  and  holy  mission  in  prea< 
ing  It  to  his  fellow-men. 

To  explain  with  any  minuteness  the  anic 
of  Werner's  creed,  as  it  was  now  fashion 
and  i<;  here  exhibited,  would  be  a  task  perha 
too  hard  for  us,  and,  at  all  events,  unprofita 
in  proportion  to  it2>  difiiculiy.  We  havefdU 
some  sepanible  passages,  in  which,  underdo 
symbolical  figures,  he  has  himself  shadov 
forth  a  vague  likeness  of  it:  these  we  sh 
now  submit  to  the  reader,  with  such  expc 
tions  as  we  gather  from  the  context,  or  as  G 
man  readers,  from  the  usual  tone  of  specu 
tion  in  that  country,  are  naturally  enabled 
supply.  This  may.  at  the  same  time,  conv 
as  fair  a  notion  of  the  work  itself,  with 
tawdry  $]dendours,  and  tumid  grandiloqoen 
and  mere  playhouse  thunder  and  lightning, 
by  any  other  plan  our  limits  would  admiL 

Let  the  reader  fancy  himself  in  the  isli 
of  Cyprus,  where  the  Order  of  the  Templi 
still  subsists,  though  the  heads  of  it  are  aim 
summoned  before  the  French  King  and  Foj 
Clement ;  which  summons  they  are  nov,  i 
without  dreary  enough  forebodings,  prepan 
to  obey.  The  purport  of  this  First  Part,  so  fi 
as  it  has  any  dramatic  purport,  is  to  paint  tt 
situation,  outward  and  inward,  of  that  m 
pious  and  heroic,  and  still  magnificent  as 
powerful  body.  It  is  entitled  The  Ten^pkni 
Cyjrrut:  but  why  it  should  also  be  caDedH 
Sonf  of  the  Vnllry  does  not  so  well  appear;  ft 
the  Brotherhood  of  the  Vallry  has  yet  scaitdi 
come  into  activity,  and  only  hovers  before « 
in  glimpses,  of  so  enig^ma'tic  a  son,  thain 
know  not  fully  so  much  as  whether  thesf  it 
SDM»are  of  llesh  and  blood  like  ourselves, or d 
some  spiritual  nature,  or  of  somethine  inw 
mediate,  and  altogether  nondescript.  Forth 
rest,  it  is  a  series  of  spectacles  and  disswti 
tions;  the  action  cannot  so  much  be  said t( 
advance  as  to  revolve.  On  this  occasion  th 
Templars  are  admitting  two  new  memben 
the  acolytes  have  already  passed  their  preli* 
inary  trials;  this  is  the  chief  and  final  onor 

ACT  FIFTH.— »c£XE  fibst. 

Mi  liif ht.    Interior  of  the  Temple  Cbmch.    BMkwib,  •  day  F"^ 

tiv«  of  Altan  umI  Gothic  Filltn.    Od  the  ri|tfat-l»Bd  wde  ol  the  fci^^ 

a  Ii(tl«  Cbipel ;  and  in  thn  u  Altar  with  Ibe  fifvre  of  5(.  Sitailiu.  ^ 

■cme  if  lighted  very  dioilj  by  a  aiafle  Lamp  which  hup  befcrelkti)* 

•  •  •  «  •  * 

ADALBERT  {.drt$aed  in  vAtfe,  teitkovt  ««■//«  «r  MWi 
grofing  hif  ray  in  the  dark.) 

Was  it  not  at  the  Altar  ofSebaMian 
That  I  wa»  btd  to  wait  for  ttie  unknown  1 
Ilf  re  should  it  be  ;  but  darkness  with  her  veil 
Inwraps  the  figures. 

(Mraneing  to  the  MUr.) 

Here  is  the  fi^b  pillar! 
Yes,  this  is  hf>,  thn  Sainted.— How  the  (limroer 
Of  that  faint  lamp  fnll«  on  his  Aiding  eye  !— 
Ah,  it  is  not  the  spears  o*  th*  Saracens, 
It  is  the  pangs  of  hopeless  love  that  burning 
Transflx  thy  heart,  poor  Comrade !— O  my  AgMi* 
May  not  thy  spirit,  in  this  earnest  hour, 
Be  looking  on  1    Art  hovering  in  that  nooihbeaa 
Wtiich  struggles  through  the  painted  window,  as^^ 
\  Km\^  \^  (\Q\i\»t' %  ^CMom  1    Or  llofer 'it  iboa 
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tte§9  filUrt,  whkh,  ominoiif  and  black, 
m  OB  me,  Hke  honora  of  the  Paat 

Preaent ;  and  bideat  (by  gentle  fbmi| 
I  tby  paleneai  tboa  too  mucb  atfirlgbt  me  Y 

tbyielf,  prie  shadow  of  my  Agnee, 
rifhteat  not  thy  lover.— Hoah  !— 
I¥ae  tbere  not  a  ruttllnff  V- Fatber !    You  f 

PHI  LIT  imskimg  in  with  mid  l0«ka,) 

Ibert  !~But  time  to  preclouii ! — Come, 
my  one  eole  Adalbert,  come  wUb  me ! 

ADALBERT. 

)uld  yon,  fether,  in  thli  eolemn  bour  1 

PHIUF. 

Tf  or  never ! 

iLmMn^  adalbsrt  U  ths  AUar.) 

Hither !— Koow^it  thou  Aim  1 


ADALBBRT. 


)t  Sebaitiaa. 


PHILIP. 


Beeanse  be  woald  not 
e  hia  ftith,  a  tyrant  bad  him  janrder'd. 

iPthOs  to  kit  k§ad.) 

rrows,  too,  the  rafe  of  tyranta  ploogbed 
I  fhtli^a  (bee.    My  ion,  my  flret-born  child, 
eat  hoar  I  do  conjure  thee !    Wilt  tboa, 
lobay  UMf 

ABALBXBT. 

BeitJttsmwUl! 

PHILIP. 

ear.  In  thii  great  boar,  In  tbie  dread  preaenee, 
diy  fbtber'f  bead  made  early  gray, 
imembrance  of  tby  mother*!  agony, 
!i#  raviahed  bloeeom  of  tby  Agnei, 
he  Tyranny  which  sacrificed  us, 
le,  bloody,  everlaating  bate ! 

ADALBXBT. 

it  the  All-avenger  epoke  through  thee ! — 
oody  shall  my  Agnes'  death-torch  burn 
's  heart ;  I  swear  it ! 

PHILIP  Otith  increasing  eeAemeaec.) 

And  if  thou  break 
I,  and  If  thott  reconcile  thee  to  him, 
I  golden  chains,  his  gifts,  his  prayers, 
r-moan  itself,  avert  thy  dagger 
'  hour  of  vengeance  comes,— shall  this  gray  head, 
tier's  wail,  the  last  sigh  of  tby  Agnes, 
bee  at  the  bar  of  the  Eternal  Y 

ADALBBRT. 

if  I  break  my  oath  I 

PHILIP. 

Then  man  titee  !— 

npf  then  shrinking  together  as  with  iatiUd  eyee.) 

not  that  hia  lightning  1— Fare  thee  well ! 
e  footstep  of  the  Dreaded !— Firm  !— 
er  me,  remember  this  stern  midni^t ! 

{Retiree  htutily  ) 

ADALBBRT  (alone) 

yliead,  whom  the  beckoning  of  the  Lord 
ler  to  awake  me  out  of  craven  sleep, 
nember  thee  and  this  stem  midnight, 
Agnes'  s|rfrit  shall  have  vengeance ! 

ARMEn  HAM.     (He  is  mailed  from  head  to  foot  in 
klaek  harness  i  his  visor  is  closed.) 


ABJfXD  XAV. 

Pray! 

(ADALBERT  knosif.) 

Bare  thyself! 

(Me  strips  Aim  to  the  girdle  amd  raises  him.) 

Look  on  the  ground,  and  follow ! 

(He  leads  Aim  iiil«  the  back-ground  to  a  trap  door^  on  tk$ 
right.  Be  deoesmds  first  himself;  and  vhen  ADALBERT  Aa# 
followed  Aim,  it  closes.) 

SCENE  SECOND. 

Cematery  of  Om  TtaipUn,  aodcr  the  Chireh.  ,Tbe  k«m  »  lifktai  ostf 
by  a  Limp  whkh  bufi  dowa  tmm  the  vwilt  Araood  am  TbmMoMi  «f 
daeaaMd  K^glM^  markad  wHli  CiMwa aad Miilptarad BoMh  bttobml^ 
froood,  two  oolnwi  Skdcloos  beldiag  batwaaa  tham  a  laigt  wbita  Boak, 
atarkcd  wiih  a  red  Crea;  tnm  iba  aadar  aad  «f  Cha  Book  baap  a  laaff 
Mack  cartaia.  Tha  Book,  of  wbkfa  eoty  Um  eovar  la  viaUa^  hu  as  imerip- 
tioa  ia  black  ciphan.  Tba  Skdatoa  oa  Iha  riiht  hoMi  ia  to  ri|kt  hM<  a 
Bdiad  dnwD  aword ;  (bat  oa  tha  loft  boMa  la  to  kft  baad  a  Mm  tmaai 
dowBiraidt.  OaUw  right  aldocf  Iba  fc«atreoad,ataada  a  Mack  Cofcopaa; 
oa  (ba  loft,  a  aioillir  ooa  wtfb  ttw  beiy  at  aTttiphv  to  ha  dnai  of  kla 
Ordar ;  oa  bodi  CoAaa  ara  faaeripfioM  la  wbita  dphan.  Oa  eoA  Ma, 
Boarar  tha  hacfc-grouad,  ara  aaea  tha  lowaat  alapa  of  tba  atatai^  which  ket 
op  iota  tha  ToflHil*  Chaich  abota  Iba  f*lt. 

ARXBD  KAir  (not  pot  visible;  above  on  the  right-hmnd 

tti^S,) 

Dreaded !  Is  the  grave  laid  open  1 

COXCBALBD  T0ICE8. 

Yea! 

ARMED  XAir  (who  after  a  pause  shows  himself  on  ti§ 

stairs.) 

Shall  he  behold  the  Tumba  o*  th*  fbthera  f 

COR€ BALED  TOICBB. 

Tea! 

(armed  maw  iti^A  dmism  sword  leads  ADALBERT  ctr^faOff 
down  the  stops  on  the  right  hand.) 

ARMBD  XAir  (to  ADALBERT.) 

Look  down!  'Tie  on  tby  life ! 

(iMtds  Aim  to  the  open  CojgLfi.) 
What  seest  thou  Y 

ADALBBRT. 

An  open  empty  CoAn. 

ARKSD  KAlf. 

'Tia  the  boose 
Where  thou  one  day  sbalt  dwell.    Canat  read  th*  inaertp- 


tionl 


ADALBERT. 


No. 


ARXSD  XAlf. 

Hear  it,  then;  **  Thy  wages.  Sin,  is  Death.*' 
(Leads  him  to  the  opposite  Coffin  whore  the  Body  is  lying,) 
Look  down !  'T  is  on  thy  life !— What  seest  thou  Y 

(Shows  the  Coffin.) 

ADALBERT. 

A  Coffin  with  a  Corpse. 

ARMED   MAK. 

He  is  tby  Brother  f 
One  day  thou  art  as  he.— Canst  read  the  inscriptian  ? 


4 


ADALBERT 


No, 


Iki" 


oAKcragy  wmrniiiiunouoB  wsitqim^ 


Bfv  >  ••  OotfraytlM  ii  tkt  MUM  oTLM." 
Xav took MWMi I  ■» fenrorlrHMvs, aai Mil— 

ABALBsmT.  (itowiiiy  tte  JiMft.) 
■il  Hwt  llM  Book  or  ONiMttoB 


AiiriM' feMritpOM  o«  M  Blikt  bo 


CArMblk) 


;  AoH  bokoM  tky  tofoi  OM." 

■1  Ao4  ly  1  oooHto^  wllii  Afooof 

(fiHlMkv  aliOf  f«  tte  JML) 

MIrboMBywuMlbrtkoof— ' 

(IMk  fte/WlMilV  «M«iib  At  ««i^po /Mr  Ifayp  #»  tjto 


<nt  OMfrio  io%tliy  i^wo  al0  JiMfr  rtOf  *^Mr  «4N 
MMlMOMPft. ' Ji mImmI  JinytoAMrf HW—wr WitM ito 
ipo.  WMWM  te  Am  ii  AMHUt;  It  it  fft  ;  Am  « 
i««  JSbMt  ^Ib  MM  lo  lit  Jkrotf  ;>«||. 

l«t««k,«UiAii«MUti»tJtotowKxm<« 
Ofm«i  fil  Me  o  Ofm<^  «Uik  fifM  tfofr  lit  fM« 

ir,Mr«nMMv«4tiM.    7V«Mt«M«fMCt 

MWV  OOM  M  ^trMI*!  OOS  MiHfMf  tf 

.j^MBB  XAV. 

DnoML  Mijr  ko  fenr  lif 

COVGBASW  TOICIi. 

Tool 
MA»  (NmAm  fte  OofMfo  «M  A*  MMtf;  ft 

'  IA«  ItaoVo-JkfOrf;  mmmMm  H  Maki  I  mmI 

Cto  JMft,  ftM  M«  l^Mki  «M 

wtfilMMifra;  n«ABinoiiAV, 

MMMM^  to  tiU  JiMt  via  iUt  «toM^  Mtf  dkarv- 

m  tkt  otktr  §U$tftM9  B—k,  mmd  umnr  tkt  ftngrwmmL) 


▲04  001  tke  Moltiatpol  vpoo  llM 
00  tktt  tke  Molol  fkniiiMooiaM 
▲04  tkoo  ko  4lpt  o  flofw  IB  tko 


Ltot  to  tbo  Story  of  the  FfeUon  MMttr. 
(A  rmia  tk$  fMtwhig  frtm  tk$  B99ki  fM  nti  BUwi- 

iMut  k»  rMib,  twmg  ilu  Irnvu  wtth  kh  nMrrf.) 
''Bo  oow  wbeo  tbe  fiNiD4otiooHrtODo  wu  laidi 
Tht  Lord  called  forth  tko  MMter,  Boflbmetut, 
▲ad  Mid  to  him :  Go  aod  cooiplete  my  Ttmple  I 
Bot  to  hli  heart  the  Matter  ihooght :  What  booU  it 

•Boildtoff  thee  a  temple  1  and  took  the  lUmet, 
▲nd  koilt  hiowelf  a  dwellloff,  and  what  ttooM 
Were  toft  he  ga?c  for  fUthy  fold  uid  tUver. 
Now  after  forty  moont  the  Lord  retomed, 
▲ad  tpake :  Where  it  my  temple,  BalfhmetM  1 
The  Matter  Mid:  I  had  to  boHd  mytelf 
▲  dwellinf :  grant  roe  other  forty  weekt. 
▲ad  after  forty  weekt,  the  Lord  retornt, 
▲ad  atkt :  where  it  my  temple,  Baflbmetot  1 
He  Mid :  There  were  no  ttonet  (bot  he  had  told  them 
FOr  lUthy  gold ;)  to  wail  yet  forty  dayt. 
In  forty  dayt  thereafter  came  tbe  Lord, 
▲nd cried:  Where  it  my  tempte, Baflbmeiat  1 
Thoa  like  a  mill^one  foil  it  oo  hit  tool 
Bow  ho  for  lacre  had  betrayed  hit  Lord ; 
But  yet  to  other  tta  the  Ftond  did  tempt  Mm, 
▲ad  he  aatwered,  Mying :  Give  me  forty  houn ! 
▲nd  when  the  forty  hoort  were  gone,  tbe  Lord 
Came  down  in  wrath :  My  Temple,  Baflbmetutf 
Then  foil  he  quaking  on  hit  ftce,  and  cried 
For  mercy ;  but  the  Lord  wat  wroth,  and  taid : 
Since  thou  hMt  conned  me  with  empty  liet, 
▲nd  tboM  the  ttonet  I  tont  thee  for  my  Temple 
Hatt  told  thpm  for  a  porM  of  filthy  gold, 
Lo,  I  will  cati  thee  forth,  and  with  the  Manmoa 
Will  chattlM  tbee,  until  a  Savtour  riM 

Oftbf  own  weed,  who  thall  redMm  thy  irMpaM. 
ooiididihoLordliftiipUMparMofQolAi    ' 


▲aoiaia  Mm  oa  tht  cMa  had  blow  i 

Thoa  wao  the  foot 

rat  oyo4oite  nitod  like 

ne  aoM  botaaM  a  cfookcd  ▼aftaio'ii  bil, 

Tht  lOBfBo  hOK  Moody  ftoM  Mt  thnai  I  tht  I 

Woat  ftoM Mt  hoUowehookti  aad  oThto  hah 

Omw  taoktti  aad  oTiko  taakM  grow  ]>evB*t4 

▲gate  tko  Lotd  pat  forth  kit  iafw  with  the  gd 

▲ad  priMtd  k  apOB  BtflbwoMt'  heart; 

Whofoby  the  hMrt  dU  btoed  aad  wUiw  apb 

▲nd  all  Mt  iMmbon  blod  aad  wlihtnd  apk 

▲ad  foil  away,  the  ooe  aad  thoa  Iho  olhM. 

▲I  toot  Mt  bock  llttlf  Mak  toto  oohM : 

Tht  head  atoao  eoaUaaod  gtl  aad  Itotogt 

▲ad  tatcood  of  baek,  grow  diaiaa'aMtoao, 

Which  dttlnyod  aU  llfo  ftoM  efflho  BMth. 

Thea  flrOM  the  giooad  the  Uid  took  ap  tht  hti 

WMch,  u  he  loaehod  k,  alto  gMW  of  gold, 

▲adptoetilioathobtowofBiBbMtlati 

And  of  the  other  atoial  to  the  pot 

H^  made  for  h^  a  barataf  ewwa  of  gold, 

▲adcratkodifroalitoi 

Br'atolhoboaoaai 

▲nd  raaad  iho  atck  ho  twtoiod 

Whfch  ttm^tod  Mm  aad  pittood  hto  bMoth  toi 

What  IB  the  poi  roMitaod  ho  pQond  opoB  the  g 

▲thwart,  atoag,  aad  thoio  li  fontod  bommi 

The  whkh  ho  UAod  aad  toU 

▲ad  boM  Mm  that  ho  ooald  aoi  ralM  Mt  1 

Two  Dtoiht  ■oraover  ho  appoiaiBi  warden 

TOgaaidhtaa:  Death biTLiib, aad Doaih of Bof 

The  owofd  of  tto  inft  ho  btM  aot  tort  k  tadiM  1 

Tht  ochtfa  roha  hooott,  tort  Hi 

•otoagaithMi 

Ptarttowthad 

Tin  OBM  a  Baotoar  rtoo  ftoM  kb  MTB I 

BodooM  Mt  tntpatt,  aad  dteror  Mbi.** 

(TV  adalbxbt.) 

Thit  it  the  Story  oTlho  Fallea  Matter. 
(Wkk  kit  Mward  he  t^mekea  CAt  CartMa,  wkic 
b^9re  rM$  up  9V9r  the  ho»k :  f  cAot  ilu  hkap 
ti^oin  tocMMf  oififtif,  m  Huftrmmr  »hmf€.) 


▲BAIiBXaT  (UMmf  mi  Uto  BKAB.) 
Hah,  whet  a  hideoat  thapel 

BK4D   (wicAoAelitwoMM.) 

IMtverme! 


Dreaded!  ShtU  the  work  begial 

COBCBALXB   VOICXS. 

Tea! 

▲BXKS   XAB  (f  ABAIBKBT.) 

Take  the  Ned 
▲way  t  (Pthuhtg  u  tbe  bbad.) 

▲D4LBXBT. 

I  dare  not! 
HIAD  {wkk  a  gtittm^rtfiUmam 

0,4eUTer 


▲DALBKBT  {UIOMg  §g  tht  ckmtU.) 

Poor  follen  one ! 

aBicbd  VAir. 
Now  lift  the  Crowa  ftoM  't  head* 

▲SAIBBBT. 

ItteemitohMTyl 
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Tbach  II,  it  grows  ligbt. 

r  (taJnv  *S  ^  Crtmn,  tLwi  cmtting  il,  m  A« 
did  CJU  tkttiau,  tm  tiu  grtmnd,) 


be  goldtK  bMrt  ftwD  <»ff 'hit  brow  I 

ADAIiBXRT. 

b«ra! 


Tboa  emsl  t  let  It  warmer. 
BBRT  {tMUmg  tkt  Hmrt  frtm  th$  Btmp.) 
triBffhMt! 

AmxXD  M AV. 

Take  ftom  bki  back  tbe  Croee, 
UfromUMe!— 

▲DALBXRT. 

How  i  tbe  SevkNir*!  token  1 

HXJLD. 

dellrerMet 

▲BMXB  XAB. 

ThkiQroei 
f  aeler'e,  aoC  tbat  bloody  one : 
bit  la  Ihif :  throw  't  froai  Ibee ! 

r  (taking  U  fnm  tkt  Bmst^  and  lm9iugU$tfUf 
0n  tk*  gfwnd,) 

of  tbe  Goodl^ord  tbai  died  Ibr  Bse  1 

ARMBD  X4V. 

a«  m9re  htUne  m  •««  eJbal  died ; 
ktwcfferik  htlitv€  in  9n§  tkmt  Uvelh 
iie§  /—Obey,  and  quettlon  aot,— 
t! 

ADALBXRT. 

Take  pity  on  me ! 
D  xur  (tkrttUmin^  lUmwitk  kUnstrd.) 

Step! 

ADALBERT.  ^ 

I  ibnddering^ 

,  ««^  them  leekt  urn  u  the  hbad  which  raieee 
^*^t  M  if  freed  frem  a  lead.) 

How  tbe  liffiire  riaea 
in  gladi 


ARMXD  XAB. 

Him  wboro  tboa  haat  aenred 
eny ! 

ABAIiBXBT  {kerrer^truek.) 

Deny  tbe  Lord  my  God  1 

ABMXD  XAH. 

ii  not :  tbe  Idol  of  tbia  world! 

or — 

>»  Am  via  the  Srerd  in  a  thretening  fee- 
ture.) 

— thou  diem ! 

ADALBERT. 

I  deny ! 
XAir  ipehuiag  to  the  Htad  wUh  hie  Suerd.) 
alien:— Kiae  hit  lips :~ 

>  on  through  maoy  other  sulphurous 
How  much  of  this  mummery  is  copied 
actual  practice  of  the  Templars  we 
with  certainty;  nor  what  precisely 
jy  or  Werner  intended,  by  this  mar- 
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vellout  **  Story  of  the  Falltn  Master,"  to  sha- 
dow forth.  At  first  view,  one  migl^t  take  it  fon 
an  allegory,  couched  in  masonic  language, — 
and  truly  no  flattering  allegory^ — of  the  Catho- 
lic Church ;  and  this  trampling  on  the  Cross, 
which  is  said  to  have  been  actually  enjoined 
on  every  Templar  at  his  initiation,  to  be  a  type 
of  his  secret  behest  to  undermine  tbat  Institu- 
tion, and  redeem  the  spirit  of  Religion  from  the 
state  of  thraldom  and  distortion  under  which  it 
was  there  held.  It  is  known  at  least,  and  was 
well  known  to  Werner,  that  the  heads  of  the 
Templars  entertained  views,  both  on  religion 
and  politics,  which  they  did  not  ^nk  meet  for 
communicating  to  their  age,  and  only  imparted 
by  degrees,  and  under  mysterious  adumbra- 
tions, to  the  wiser  of  their  own  Order.  Thejr 
had  even  publicly  resisted,  and  succeeded  im 
thwarting,  some  iniquitous  measures  of  Phi- 
lippe Auguste,  the  French  King,  in  regard  to  his 
coinage ;  and  this,  while  it  secured  them  the 
love  of  the  people,  was  one  great  cause,  per- 
haps second  only  to  their  weadth,  of  the  hatred 
which  that  sovereign  bore  them,  and  of  the 
savage  doom  which  he  at  last  executed  on  tbe 
whole  body. 

But  on  these  secret  principles  of  theirs,  as 
on  Werner's  manner  of  conceiving  them,  we 
are  only  enabled  to  guess;  for  Werner,  too, 
has  an  esoteric  doctrine,  which  he  does  not 
promulgate,  except  in  dark  8ybilline  enigmas, 
to  the  unitiated.  As  we  are  here  seeking  chiel^ 
ly  for  his  religions  creed,  which  forms,  in 
truth,  with  its  changes,  the  main  thread  where- 
by his  wayward,  desultory  existence  attains  any 
unity  or  even  coherence  in  our  thoughts,  we 
may  quote  another  passage  from  the  same 
First  Pan  of  this  rhapsody;  which,  at  the 
same  time,  will  afford  us*  a  glimpse  of  his 
favourite  hero,  Robert  d'Heredon,  lately  the  dar- 
ling of  the  Templars,  but  now,  for  some  mo- 
mentary infraction  of  their  rules,  cast  into 
prison,  and  expecting  death,  or,  at  best,  exclu- 
sion from  the  Order.  Gottfried  is  another 
Templar,  in  all  points  the  reverse  of  Robert 

ACT  FOURTH.    SCENE  FIRST. 


iPriton ;  t  the  wM  a  TbNa.     Bobbbt, 
cap^  or  mantle^  eite  dewnaui  en  erne  eide  ef  id:  OOTT^ 
raiKD,  nohe  keeps  waUh  hf  him,  eittimg  nt  the  ether.) 

eOTTFmiBD. 

Bat  bow  eould'at  tboa  ao  (kr  forget  tbyaelf  1 

Tbou  wert  our  pride,  tbe  Maater'a  (Hand  and  Ibyoarila  t 

aoBBRT. 
j  did  it,  tbou  pereeifeat ! 

60TTVVIBD. 

How  could  a  word 
Of  tbe  old  aurly  Hugo  ao  provoke  tbee  1 

aOBXBT. 

Atk  not !— Man*s  being  ig  a  gpider-web : 

Tbe  pasaionate  flasb  o*  th*  soul— <omei  not  of  bim  } 

It  ie  Ihe  breath  of  that  dark  Geiiiua, 

Which  whiria  invisible  along  tbe  threada : 

A  Mrvant  of  eternal  Deatiny, 

It  purifies  them  from  the  vulgar  dust. 

Which  earthward  strives  to  preca  the  net : 

But  Fate  gives  sign  ;  the  breath  becomea  a  wbirlwiiftd* 

And  in  a  moment  rends  to  shreds  tbe  lb!ixk% 

We  thought  was  woveik  for  ¥U«Tikk^. 
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OOTTFRIID. 

Yet  each  man  thapet  bia  deitiny  bimtelf. 

ROBERT. 

Small  aoul !    Dost  thou  too  know  it  1    Has  the  story 

Of  Force  and  free  Volition,  that,  defying 

The  corporal  Atoms  and  Annihilation, 

Methodic  guides  the  car  of  Destiny, 

Come  down  to  thee  7    Dreani'st  thou,  poor  Nothingness, 

That  thou,  and  like  of  thee,  and  ten  times  better 

Than  thou  or  1,  can  lead  the  wheel  of  Fate 

One  halr's^eadth  from  its  everlasting  track  1 

I  too  have  had  such  dreams :  but  fearfully 

Have  I  been  shook  from  sleep ;  and  (hey  are  fled  !— 

Look  at  our  Order :  has  it  spared  its  thousands 

Of  noblest  lives,  the  vktims  of  its  Purpose ; 

And  has  h  gained  this  Purpose  ;  can  it  gain  it  1 

Look  at  our  noble  Molay's  silvered  hair : 

The  fhitt  of  watchful  nights  and  stormful  days, 

And  of  the  broken  yet  still  burning  heart ! 

That  mighty  heart !— Through  sixty  battling  yean, 

'T  has  beat  In  pain  fi>r  nothing :  his  creation 

Remains  the  vision  of  his  own  great  soul ; 

It  diet  whh  him ;  and  one  day  shall  the  pilgrim 

Aak  where  his  dust  is  lying,  and  not  learn ! 

OOTTFRIID   (yaWNIWjf.) 

Bat  than  the  Christian  has  the  Joy  of  Heaven 
For  recompense  :  in  his  flesh  he  shall  see  God. 

ROBERT. 

In  hk  flesh  1— Now  fiir  befil  the  Journey '. 
Wilt  stow  It  in  behind,  by  way  of  luggage, 
When  the  Angel  comes  to  coach  thee  into  Glory  1 
Mind  also  that  the  memory  of  thoee  Air  hours 
Wbaa  dinner  smoked  before  thee,  or  thou  usedst 
To  dreaa  thy  nag,  or  scour  thy  rusty  harness. 
And  neb  Ilka  nolrie  business  be  not  left  behind  !- 
Ha !  adf'decelving  bipeds,  is  it  not  enough 
The  carcass  should  at  every  step  oppress, 
Imprison  you  ;  that  toothache,  headache, 
Gout,— who  knows  what  all,— at  every  moment, 
Degrades  tlie  god  of  Earth  into  a  beast ; 
But  you  would  take  this  villanous  mingle, 
The  coarser  dross  of  all  the  elements. 
Which,  by  the  Light-beam  froui  on  high  that  visits 
And  dwells  in  it,  but  baser  shows  its'batioiiess,— 
Take  this,  and  all  the  freaks  which,  bubble-like. 
Spring  forth  o'  th'  blood,  and  which  by  such  fair  names 
You  call,— along  with  you  into  your  Heaven  1— 
Well,  be  it  so  !  much  good  may't — 

(^«  his  ey«,  bjf  ehanee^  lights  on  Gottfried,  vho  mean- 
while has  fallen  asleep) 

— Bound  already  1 
There  is  a  race  for  whom  all  serves  as — pillow, 
Even  rattling  chains  are  but  a  lullaby. 

This  Robert  iVHeredon,  whose  preaching 
has  here  such  a  narcotic  virtue,  is  destined  ul- 
timately for  a  higher  ofBce  than  to  rattle  his 
chains  by  way  of  lullaby.  He  is  ejectt'd  from 
the  Order;  not,  however,  with  disgrace  and  in 
anger,  but  in  sad  feeling  of  necessity,  and  with 
tears  and  blessings  from  his  brethren ;  and  the 
messenger  of  the  Valley,  a  strange,  ambigu- 
OU.S,  little  sylph-like  maiden,  gives  him  obscure 
encouragement,  before  his  departure,  to  pos- 
sess his  soul  in  patience;  seeing,  if  he  can 
learn  the  grand  secret  of  Renunciation,  his 
course  is  not  ended,  but  only  opening  on  a 
fairer  scene.  Robert  knows  not  well  what  to 
make  of  this ;  but  sails  for  his  native  Hebrides, 
in  darkness  and  contrition,  as  one  who  can  do 
DO  other. 

In  the  end  of  the  Second  Part,  which  is  re- 
presented  as  divided  fr(tm  the  First  by  an 
interval  of  >eren  years,  Robert  is  again  sum- 


moned forth ;  and  the  whole  surprising  secret 
of  his  m'ission,  and  of  the  VaUey  which  ap- 
points it  for  him,  is  disclosed.  This  Frudm- 
thtil  (Valley  of  Peace),  it  now  appears,  is  an 
immense  secret  association,  which  has  its 
chief  seat  somewhere  about  the  roots  of  Monnt 
Carmel,  if  we  mistake  not ;  but,  comprehendiog 
in  its  ramifications  the  best  heads  and  heans 
of  every  country,  eitends  over  the  whole  cifi- 
lized  world;  and  has,  in  particular,  a  strong 
body  of  adherents  in  Paris,  and  indeed  a  sab- 
terraneous,  but  seemiligly  very  commodious 
suite  of  rooms,  under  the  Carmelite  Monasteiy 
of  that  city.  Here  sit  in  solemn  conclare  the 
heads  of  the  Establishment;  directing  from 
their  lodge,  in  deepest  concealment,  the  princi^ 
pal  movements  of  the  kingdom :  for  William 
of  Paris,  Archbishop  of  Sens,  being  of  their 
number,  the  king  and  his  other  ministers,  fan- 
cying within  themselves  the  utmost  freedom 
of  action,  are  nothing  more  than  puppets  in 
the  hands  of  this  all-powerful  Brotherhood, 
which  watches,  like  a  sort  of  Fate,  over  the  in* 
terests  of  mankind,  and  by  mysterions  ago- 
cies,  forwards,  we  suppose,  "  the  caose  of  ciril 
and  religious  liberty  over  all  the  world."*  It  is 
they  that  have  doomed  the  Templars;  and, 
without  malice  or  pity,  are  sending  their  lead- 
ers to  the  dungeon  and  the  stake.  That  koigiit' 
ly  Order,  once  a  favourite  minister  of  good,  has 
now  degenerated  from  its  purity,  and  coine  to 
mistake  its  purpose,  having  taken  up  politics 
and  a  sort  of  radical  reform ;  and  so  must  now 
be  broken  and  reshaped,  like  a  worn  ifflpl^ 
ment,  which  can  no  longer  do  its  appointed 
work. 

Such  a  magnificent  "Society  for  the  Sop- 
pression  of  Vice"  may  well  be  supposed  to 
walk  by  the  most  philosophical  principles. 
These  FrxedmthaUrt,  in  fact,  profess  to  be  a 
sort  of  Invisible  Church  ;  prescribing  in  vestal 
purity  the  sacred  fire  of  religion,  which  boms 
with  more  or  less  fuliginous  admixture  in  the 
worship  of  every  people,  but  only  with  its  clear 
sidereal  lustre  in  the  recesses  of  the  >'«% 
They  are  Brain  ins  on  the  Ganges,  Bonzes  on 
the  Hoangho,  Monks  on  the  Seine.  They  ad- 
dict themselves  to  contemplation,  and  the  sub- 
tilest  study ;  have  penetrated  far  into  the  mys- 
teries of  spiritual  and  physical  nature;  iher 
command  the  deep-hidden  virtues  of  plant  and 
mineral ;  and  their  sages  can  discriminate  the 
eye  of  the  mind  from  its  sensual  instruments 
and  behold,  without  type  or  material  embody- 
ment,  the  essence  of  Being.  Their  activity  is 
all-comprehending  and  unerringly  calculated- 
they  rule  over  the  world  by  the  authority  of 
wisdom  over  ignorance. 

In  the  Fifth  Act  of  the  Second  Part,  wc  are 
at  length,  after  many  a  hint  and  significant 
note  of  preparation,  introduced  to  the  privacies 
of  this  philosophical  Suinte  Hermandad.  A 
strange  Delphic  cave  this  of  theirs,  under ,the 
very  pavements  of  Paris !  There  are  brazen 
folding  doors,  and  concealed  voices,  and 
sphinxes,  and  naptha-lamps,  and  all  maoner 
of  wondrous  furniture.  It  seems,  moreover,  to 
be  a  sort  of  gala  evening  with  them ;  for  the 
**  Old  Man  of  Carmel,  in  eremite  garb,  with  a 
long  beard  reaching  to  his  girdle,*' is  for  a  mo- 
ment discovered  "  reading  in  a  deep  monoio- 
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«.*•  The  "Strong Ones,"  meanwhile, 
I  quest  of  Robert  d'Heredon ;  who,  by 
practices,  has  been  enticed  from  his 
n  solitude,  in  the  hope  of  saving  Mo- 
s  even  now  to  be  initiated,  and  equip- 
tiis  task.  After  a  due  allowance  of 
ceremonial,  Robert  is  at  last  ushered 
bcr  dragged  in ;  for  it  appears  that  he 
!  a  stout  debate,  not  submitting  to  the 
y  form  of  being  ducked, — an  essential 
iry,  it  would  seem, — ^till  compelled  by 
necessity.  He  is  in  a  truly  Highland 
is  natural:  but  by  various  manipula- 
solacements,  he  is  reduced  to  reason 
ding,  indeed,  the  fruitlessness  of  any 
i ;  for  when  lance  and  sword  and  free 
'■  given  him,  and  he  makes  a  thrust  at 
Valincoun,  the  master  of  the  cere- 
i  is  to  no  purpose :  the  old  man  has  a 
[uality  in  him,  which  benumbs  the 
irm;  and  no  death  issues  from  the 
rord-point,  but  only  a  small  spark  of 
5re.  With  his  Scottish  prudence, 
nder  these  circumstances,  cannot  but 
that  quietness  is  best.  The  people 
,  in  succession,  the  "  Cup  of  Strength," 
»  of  Beauty,"  and  the  «  Cup  of  Wis- 
luors  brewed,  if  we  may  judge  fVom 
ct,  with  the  highest  stretch  of  Rosi- 
rt ;  and  which  must  have  gone  far  to 
lobert-d'Heredon  with  his  natural  «»- 
however  excellvit,  had  that  fierce 
!n  in  use  then.  He  rages  in  a  fine 
ies  away  in  raptures;  and  then,  at 
isiders  what  he  wanted  and  what  he 
Now  is  the  time  for  Adam  of  Valin- 
trike  in  with  an  interminable  exposi- 
e  **  objects  of  the  society."  To  not 
,  but  still  cautious  ears,  he  unbosoms 
1  mystic  wise»  with  extreme  copious- 
ning  aside  objections  like  a  veteran 
and  leading  his  apt  and  courageous 
signs  and  wonders,  as  well  as  by 
per  and  deeper  into  the  secrets  of 
c  and  thaumaturgic  science.  A  little 
f  this  our  readers  may  share  with  us ; 
e  fear  the  allegory  will  seem  to  most 
•ut  a  hollow  nut  Nevertheless,  it  is 
7— of  its  sort ;  and  we  can  profess  to 
slated  with  entire  fidelity. 


ADAX. 

:  by  a  tecond  will  be  lolved, 

{He  leads  kim  to  the  Sphinx.) 

is  8phinx  !  Half-beaPt,  half-anfel,  both 
in  one,  it  is  an  emblem  to  thee 
:ieDt  Mother,  Nature,  herself  a  riddle, 
by  a  deeper  to  be  master*d. 
eamess  in  th*  eternal  Ferment : 
i  riddle  of  Existence :— read  it,— 
)at  other  to  her,  and  she  serves  thee  ! 

on  the  riipht  hand  open*,  and,  in  the  »paee 
itarr,  a»  before,  the  OLn  MAX  OF  CARXSL, 
Tlakle,  and  reading  in  a  large  Volume.     The 
of  a  Bell  are  heard.) 

*r  CARXXL  (reading  with  a  loud  but  still  mo- 

not^noue  voice) 

*n  thf.  Lord  saw  Phosphoros  " — 

BOBBBT  (interrupting  Am.) 


of  Baflbmettts  1 


ADAX. 

Not  so. 
That  tale  of  theirs  was  but  some  poor  dktortion 
Of  th'  outmost  image  of  our  sanctuary.— 
Keep  silence  here ;  and  see  thou  interrupt  not, 
By  too  bold  cavillioK,  this  mystery. 

OLD  MAH  (reading.) 

"And  when  the  Lord  saw  Phosphoros  his  pride. 

Being  wroth  thereat,  he  cast  him  forth. 

And  shut  him  in  a  prison  called  Lite  ; 

And  gave  him  for  a  Garment,  earth  and  water, 

And  bound  him  straltly  in  four  Azure  Chains, 

And  pour'd  for  him  the  bitter  Cup  of  Fire. 

The  Lord  moreover  spalce :  Because  tboa  bast  forgott«B 

My  will  I  yield  thee  to  the  Element, 

And  thou  shah  be  his  slave,  and  have  no  longer 

Remembrance  of  thy  btrtbfdace  or  my  name. 

And  aithence  thou  hast  sinn*d  against  me  by 

Thy  pridefnl  Thought  of  being  One  and  Somewhat, 

I  leave  whh  thee  that  thought  to  be  thy  whip, 

And  this  thy  weakness  for  a  Bit  and  Bridle ; 

Till  once  a  gavionr  fh>m  the  waters  rise. 

Who  shall  again  baptise  thee  hi  my  bosom. 

That  so  thou  may'st  be  Nought  and  All. 

**And  when  the  Lord  had  spoken,  be  drew  back 
As  in  a  mighty  nishlAg ;  and  the  Element 
Rose  up  round  Phosplioros,  and  tower'd  itself 
Aloft  to  Heav'n;  and  he  lay  stunn'd  beneath  h. 

"  But  when  his  flrst-bom  Sister  saw  Ms  pain, 
Uer  heart  was  full  of  sorrow,  and  she  turned  lier 
To  the  Lord ;  and  with  veird  foce,  thus  spake  MyUlta  :* 
Pity  my  Brother,  and  let  me  console  him ! 

**  Then  did  the  Lord  in  pity  rend  asnnder  - 
A  little  chink  in  Phosphoroa  bis  dangeon. 
That  so  ^  might  behold  his  Sister's  Ace  : 
And  when  she  sHent  peep'd  into  his  Prison, 
She  left  with  him  a  Mirror  for  his  solace. 
And  when  he  look'd  therein,  his  earthly  OariMBt 
Pressed  biin  less ;  and,  like  the  gleam  of  momiBf, 
Some  faint  remembrance  of  bis  Birthplace  dawn*d 

**But  yet  the  Aaure  Chains  she  conld  not  break, 
Tlie  bitter  Cup  of  Fire  not  take  from  tiim. 
Therefore  she  pray*d  to  Mythras,  to  her  Father, 
To  save  his  younger^bom :  and  Mythras  went 
Up  to  the  footstool  of  the  Lord,  and  said : 
Take  pity  on  my  Son !— Then  said  the  Lord ; 
Have  I  not  sent  Myliua  that  be  may 
Behold  his  Birthplace  1— Wherefore  Mythras  aaawer'd: 
What  proflrs  it  1    The  chains  she  cannot  break, 
The  bhter  Cap  of  Fire  not  Uke  from  him. 
Bo  will  I,  said  the  Lord,  tlie  Salt  be  given  bin. 
That  BO  the  bitter  Cap  of  Fire  be  softened ; 
But  yet  the  Azure  Chains  must  lie  on  him 
Till  once  a  Savioar  rise  ftoro  out  tbe  Watara.— 
And  when  the  Salt  was  laid  on  PhoapbOT*s  tongue 
Tbe  Fin*s  piercing  ceased ;  but  th'  Element 
Congeal'd  tbe  Salt  to  Ice,  and  Phosphoros 
Lay  there  benumb'd,  and  liad  not  power  to  move. 
But  Isis  saw  him,  and  thus  spake  the  mother : 

**Tbou  who  art  Father,  Strength  and  Word  and 
Light: 
Shall  he  my  last-born  grandchild  lie  for  ever 
In  pain,  the  down-press'd  thrall  of  his  rude  Brotlierf 
Then  bad  the  Lord  compassion,  and  be  sent  tiim 
The  Herald  of  the  Saviour  from  the  Waters ; 
The  cup  of  Fluidnass,  and  in  tbe  Cup 
The  drops  of  Sadness  and  the  drops  of  Longing ; 
And  then  the  Ice  was  thawed,  the  Fire  grew  cool. 
And  Phosphoros  again  had  room  to  breathe. 
But  yet  the  earthy  Garment  cumber'd  him, 
Tlie  Azure  chains  still  galPd,  and  the  Remembrmnc* 
Of  the  Name,  the  Lord's,  which  he  had  lost,  was  want- 
ing. 

**  Then  the  Mother's  heart  was  moved  with  pity^ 
She  beckoned  the  Son  to  her,  and  said : 
Thou  who  art  more  than  I,  and  yet  my  nursling. 


Ha  :  Again  ^Mylitta^  in  the  old  Persian  n\v«XeT\«%^  ^-ua  \\i^  TA.mn 

f  of  tbe  Moon ;  .AfytJkras  that  ot  lYi«  ttun. 


Me 


!*> 


OAMLJUn  WBOSSLUMMm  wvruitift 


Vi  *B«i  npqpkoffM  bowMllB  tiM 
Mm  tiMt  dnfiM*b 
iMltlte  WoffI:  ItsMI  b«i»t  •■« 
HIi  ■iMiifW  PiMUf  t  rii 
Of  FliDipliif  t  FrIiW,  10  tfcaroB 
1lM  VoratorUgMktnwc  tlto 
WSMJiMltiMlirft  WtPlMtpborkMrwklintlMr, 
i  tiM  Wovi,  IB  Butb,  euM  to  tiM  PriMB, 
Oiraif^MMWkfeHbti 
kMk*4  «^  to  »■•  Mi  «M : 
art  iMM  biU»r  to  MiiMi  Ami  Mb, 

TttUtlkOBMltlMaBVtoVf  fti9MltlMWlUNi^-  , 

ThMi^ifetlte  Woiit  TiM  aaTloar  Ami  tlM  Wi 
InmlyuiMii  ytiwhMtkoBkMtdhiBk 

nMtpfeordmkthoChf  of  PIbUmm^ 

or  LMiii«b  Mi  «r  SiiBMi  i 


4illMiOuMral,tH 
«MWi'«r«ii  k 'fui  fRNir 
rMMNi  Lm  riM  toMli'di 


;y«ttlMAnn 

i  VoMknlk  U^  tkt  Oip  of  fUO, 
k,  PkMphovM  look'i  ai^ 
Aai  MV  ik»  aiivltv  rtnilBff  >■  tiM  WsMn. 

ilktOMtiM  Mvick'd  to  gmv  tiw<  ■•▼>ov ; 

tfeoiii:-  - 

■•e  Plmphww  WM  irlovii  !■  ktorti 
tyn  tkt  WMI  ipte  ooaftitt  gHI^  hte 
,  ibtfo  fo  Itf  Mo  h&U, 
,  |o  nVi  Mi  hNd»  •■«  «tt  1 

HO  ftWI  tbi  rtiMB  too  1 

laUtkeWoii:  Woltfotla 
Ik  Mijr  bo  MaO|  mH  thy  iMMiriM 

'i«Loii,tb]rwMlbo4oi«l 
^  WMeh  ^rlMo  tho  BMChor  Mi  nw,  k  friovod  hori 
I  oMM  tlM  loMoir  ap^  •■«  iold  to  Ma: 
1  ooi  ttn  thi  Woii  thtt  ho  Ibtflfo 

ooaoobil   Aoi loMoir iiw 
Whaofeowooooiiti  aa4  oi  IM  ibook  Mi  wbigi 
IImio  inf*.  fhNn  tlioin  the  Oil  •/  FurUy : 

Ab<  thk  tho  Wori  did  fother  in  a  Cats 

Aid  cliiOiid  whh  It  tht  Sinner'i  bemd  and  boMND. 

Tboo  poiitair  ^brth  into  hk  Father*!  Garden, 

Be  broothed  apoo  the  froond,  and  there  aroee 

A  iow'ret  oot  of  k,  like  milk  and  roee-hloom ; 

Whkh  hoTinff  wetted  wkh  the  dew  of  Raptore, 

Be  erowa'd  therewith  the  OaptlTe'e  brow  j  then  graap'd 

Ma 
Whh  hie  right  band,  the  Rainbow  with  the  left ; 
lljiitu  likowiee  whh  the  Minor  caoie, 
Aad  Phoepboffoe  looked  into  k,  and  aaw 
Wrote  on  the  Azure  of  Infinity 
The  looff^bffntton  Nams,  and  the  Rbiibcbiavck 
Or  SM  BntmrLACS,  gleaming  aa  In  lli^  of  goU. 

**  Then  Ml  there  aa  if  aealee  <Wnn  Phoephor'Feyee, 
He  left  the  ThoogM  ot  being  One  and  BooMwhot, 
Hie  notnre  melted  !■  the  mighty  AU  t 
Like  aigbtnga  fVom  abore  came  balmy  heaUng, 
8o  that  Ma  heart  fbr  vety  bike  waa  boratlng. 
For  Chaine  and  Garment  eumber'd  him  no  more  : 
The  Garment  he  had  changed  to  royal  porplo. 
And  of  Mi  Ohaini  were  Atahioo'd  glancing  Jewele. 

**  Trao,  itill  the  SaTiour  flrom  the  Waten  tarried  i 
Tec  came  the  Spirit  orer  him  ;  the  Lord 
Tnm'd  towards  htm  a  graclona  countenanee. 
And  lato  held  him  In  her  niother-arma. 

**  Tbk  k  the  last  BvangUe. 

(The  4»0r  eUtu,  mud  t£m»  eoneeaU  the  ouD  X4K  OF 

CARMKL.) 

The  purport  of  this  enipna  Robert  confesses 
that  he  does  not "  wholly"  understand ;  an  ad- 
mission in  which,  we  suspect,  most  of  our 
readers,  and  the  Old  Man  of  Carmel  himself, 
were  he  candid,  might  be  inclined  to  agree 
with  him.  Sometimes,  in  the  deeper  consider- 
atiott  which  tntasiators  are  bound  to  bestow 


on  siioh  eitnTifUMM^  ire  Iwfe  UtteM  «t 
could  diteam  in  tnumN^Qgat  §amit  rinuncr- 
ings  of  meaning  aenttered  iMon  and  OMn  liki 
weak  laniM  in  Ike  darkneais  boC  enongk  k 
interpret  toe  riddle»  bnt  Ip  aiiov  dua  bj  poen- 
bilitj  it  might  kave  an  lotwyifrtaliftii^  ■  wi«  i 
typieal  vinoo*  with  a  certain  degraa  eif  aigail- 
eaaoe  intbe  wild  mind  eribejnDet,MC  an  ii- 
ane  fkreivdream.    Might  not  Phoepk9n#»  fv 
example^  indicate  genenlljr  tke  qpirftnal  cf> 
sence  of  a  man,  and  tfiia  atoqriM  an  emkim 
of  kis  kiatoiyl    He  kmga  to  be  f  One  aid 
Somevkat;"  tkat  ia,  ke  labors,  wider  At 
very  eonunon  complaint  of  tgtitam  ;.  cannot  ia 
tke  grandeur  c^  Beauty  apd  Yiitaer  ftHfot  Us 
own  so  beautiftal  and  virtnons  8df;  but,  aaid 
tke  sloriea  of  tke  majestia  All*  ia  atiU  kanakd 
and  blinded  by  aome  akadow  of  kia  own  littk 
Mt^   For  diia  renaon  ke  ia  pmiiakieds  ianri> 
soned  in  Ike  *<  Element  **  (of  a  nwlarialbo^yO 
and  baa  the  "four  Asivre  Ckaina*  (Ibie  te 
prineiplea  of  matter)  boatfd  nmnd  aim;  m 
tkat  ke  can  nettker  mink  nor  a0t,eia^iaa 
foreign  medium,  and  under  eonditiona  Ait 
eonliM  kim.    Tke  *Cup  of  nffa**  ia  gifea 
kirns  neikana* tke mde. barbanwa naaaloa lai 
emel^naliinl  to  all  uncnkiYatedtribcaf  Bn^ 
at  leaigtk,  ke  bebolda  tne  *Mooni*  bmas  la 
kave  aome  ai^t  and knre  of  matwial  Natnc; 
and. looking  into  ker "Mirroi^'* ftnaa lo  1^ 
aeli;  undiAr  groaa  emblemap  a  tbcofonT  and  toit 
of  mytkolofic  poetry  |.  in  wUck,  if  ke  caiiot 
beboM  tke  «  Namep**  and  kaa  foigoian  Ui  ova 
«<  Birtknlaee,"  both  of  wkick  art  blottid  oH 
and  bidden  \tj  the  **Eiiemdit,".be  finda  soaw 
spiritual  aolace,  and  breatkea  mom  fleel^ 
dtill,  howeren  the  "  Cup  of  Fire  "  tortures  bin; 
till  the  «8alt"  (intellectual  culture  1]^  is  Toiicb* 
safed ;  which,  indeed,  calms  the  nging  of  that 
furious  bloodthirstiness  and  warlike  strife,  bat 
leaves  him,  as  mere  culture  of  tke  imderBtuid> 
ing  may  be  supposed  to  do,  frozen  into  irreii* 
gion  and  moral  inactiviiv,  and  tanker  fron 
the  «<Name"  and  his  <*Own  Original**  thin 
ever.  Then  is  the  "  Cup  of  Fluidneaa  "  a  more 
merciful  disposition  T  and  intended,  with  "tlte 
Drops  of  Sadness  and  the  Drops  of  Longing*' 
to  shadow  forth  that  wo-struek,  deaolate,  jet 
softer  and  devouter  atate  in  which  manky 
displayed  itself  at  the  coming  of  tbe  *  Word,]' 
at  the  first  promulgation  of  ttie  Cbristian  reli- 
gion t    Is  tne  **  Rainbow  "  the  modem  poetry 
of  Europe,  the  Chivalry,  the  new  form  of  Sto- 
icism, the  whole  rtumamiic  feeling  of  these  Isier 
days  t    But  who  or  what  the  '*Haitmi  cw  ^ 
FTasifm"  (Saviour  fh>in  the  Waters)  maybff 
we  need  not  hide  our  entire  ignorance;  thtf 
being  apparently  a  secret  of  the  Fk&y,  whidi 
Kobert  d^Heredon,  and  Werner,  and  men  of 
like  gifts,  are  in  due  time  to  show  the  wotUf 
but  unhappily  have  not  yet  succeeded  in  brio^ 
ing  to  light    Perhaps,  indeed,  our  whole  ia- 
terpretation  may  be  thooght  little  better  than 
lost   labour;    a  reading  of  what  was  only 
scrawled  and  flourished,  not  written ;  a  shap* 
ing  of  gay  castles  and  metallic  palaces  from 
the  sunset  clouds,  which,  thoura  raountaio- 
like,  and  purple  and  golden  of  bue,  and  tov- 
ered  together  as  if  by  Cyclopean  arms,  are  bot 
dyed  vapour. 
\     K^axn.  of  Yalinoourt  continnea  kia  expoii- 


LIFE  AND  WBITINGe  OF  WERNER. 


IB  tn  the  tDosi  liberal  waji  but,  Ihroagh 
•"T  P*8**  "f  wlrical  lecturing,  he  does 
Qe  lo  Estisfy  us.  What  vas  more  to  hi9 
irpose,  he  partly  sncceeds  ia  aatisfying  Ko- 
ert  dllrraloa  ;  vho,  afler  due  preparalidni — 
lolay  being  bomt  like  a  manyr,  under  ihe 
I  promisin;  omens,  and  the  Pope  nnd  the 
g  ot  France  struck  dead,  or  nearly  to, — 
out  lo  fotind  the  order  of  St.  Andrews  in 
1  own  couQiry,  that  oX  Calatrava  in  Spain. 
d  other  knightly  Missions  of  the  Htiland  aui 
I  Waurm  elsewhere :  and  thus,  to  the  great 
:isfa«lioa  of  all  panics,  the  Sum  0/  (At  ralUy 
minue*,  ■"  positively  for  Ihe  last  time." 
Oar  reader  may  have  already  convinced 
niBKlf  thai  in  (his  Mraoge  pbaniasmagoria 
«  are  not  wanting  indioations  of  very  high 
lie  lAlenu  We  see  a  mind  of  great  depth. 
Bat  of  mflieieni  siren^rthj  slrnggling  with 
oets  which,  though  it  cannot  master  them, 
essentially  of  richest  sienificance.  Had 
writer  only  kept  hi»  piece  till  the  ninth 
'dittlinf!  it  with  true  diligence  and  un- 
>rllt !  Bui  Ihe  weak  Werner  was  Dot 
a  for  such  things:  he  mutt  reap  Ihe  har- 
oa  the  morrow  after  seed-day,  and  so 
uds  before  ns  at  last,  as  a  man  capable  of 
>nly  not  of  bringing  aughl  lo  perfec- 

Of  hU  natural  dnimadc  genius,  this  work, 
■Dcocted  Bs  it  is.  afTord.s  no  unfavoarable 
imen  ;  iind  may,  indeed,  have  justified  ex- 
itiens  which  were  never  realized.  It  is 
he  cannot  yelgive  form  and  animation  lo 
cler,  in  the  genuine  poetic  sense ;  we 
at  It  liny  of  his  Jramatu  periona,  but  only 
of  them;  yet.  in  some  cases  his  endea- 
,  ihoagh  imperfect,  is  by  no  means  abor- 
;  uid  here,  for  instance,  Jacques  Mulay, 

KAdtlhen.  Hugo,  and  the  like,  though 
ing  men.  hare  still  as  much  life  as  many 
iffand-tcarlet  Sebastian  or  Barbarossa. 
n  we  find  swaggering,  for  years,  with  ac- 
Me«,  on  the  boards.  Of  his  spiritual 
Bg*,  whom  in  most  of  his  plays  he  intro- 
c*  loo  profusely,  we  cannot  speak  in  com- 

Ibrr  rightly  dead  nor  alive :  in  fact,  ibey 
wtimea  glide  about  like  real,  though  rather 
rolar  mortals,  through  the  whole  piece; 
I  only  vanish  as  ghosia  in  ihe  fillh  act. 
I.  on  the  other  hand,  in  contriving  Ihenlrical 
Idenn  and  sentiments ;  in  scenic  shows, 
I  all  manner  of  gorgeoos,  frightful,  or  as- 
isMng  machinery.  Werner  eihibits  a  copi- 
I  InventioD,  and  strong  though  untutored 
llRgi  Dtiabtless.  it  is  all  crudeenongh;  all 
Biuled  by  an  impure,  barbaric  splendour; 
Ae  Mift,  peaceful  brigbiness  of  sunlight, 
ifaered,  re^inoosglareof  ptayhnnse  torches, 
however,  was  still  young ;  and  had  be 
B  of  a  right  spirit,  all  that  was  impure  and 
le  might  in  time  have  become  ripe  and 
ir;  and  a  poei  of  no  ordinary  eicellence 
aid  have  been  moulded  out  of  him. 
hit  u  inaitert  stood,  this  was  by  no  means 
Htjllf  Werner  had  most  at  hearL  It  is  not 
degree  of  poetic  talent  manifested  in  Ibe 
tif  lU  TaUcy  that  be  priHS,  but  the  reli- 
wtnnh  thadowed  forth  in  it.  To  judge  fmrn 
of  BatfomeiQs  and  Fhoiphoroi, 


our  readers  may  be  disposed  to  hold  h'fs  nver- 
lations  on  this  subject  rather  cheap.  Never- 
theless, taking  up  the  character  of  Vata  in  its 
widest  sense,  Werner  earnestly  desires  not 
only  to  be  a  poet,  bul  a  prophet;  and,  indeed, 
looks  upon  his  merits  in  the  former  province 
as  altogether  subservient  to  his  higher  pur- 
poses in  the  lalter.  Wc  have  a  seriea  of  the 
most  confused  and  long-winded  leBera  to  Hit- 
zig,  who  had  now  removed  lo  Berlin!  setting 
forth,  with  a  singular  simplicity,  the  mighty 
projects  Werner  was  cherishing  on  this  head. 
He  thinks  that  there  ought  to  be  a  new  Creed 
promntgaled,  a  new  Body  of  ReligionUts  es- 
tablished ;  and  that,  for  this  purpose,  not  writ- 
ing, but  actual  preaching,  can  avail.  He 
detests  common  Protestantism,  nnder  which 
he  sterna  lo  mean  a  sort  of  Socinianism,  or 
diluted  French  Infidelity;  he  talks  of  Jac^b 
BcFhme,  and  Luther,  and  Schleiermacher,  and 
a  new  Trinity  of  "An,  Religion,  and  Love." 
All  this  should  be  sounded  in  the  ears  of  men, 
and  in  a  loud  voice,  thai  so  their  torpid  slum- 
ber, the  harbinger  of  spiritual  death,  may  be 
driven  away.  With  the  utmost  gravity  he 
commissions  his  correspondent  to  wait  upon 
Schlegel,  Tieck.  and  others  of  a  tike  spirit, 
and  see  whether  they  will  not  join  him.  For 
his  own  share  in  the  mnlter.  he  is  toially  in- 
diBerent;  will  serve  in  the  mFanesl  capacity, 
and  rejoice  with  his  whole  heart,  if,  in  zeal 
and  ability  as  poets  and  preachers,  not  some 
only,  but  every  oae,  should  infinitely  outstrip 
him.  We  suppose,  he  had  dropped  the  thought 
of  being  "One  and  Somewhat;"  and  now 
wished,  rapt  away  by  this  divine  purpose,  to 
be-NDUghland  All." 

On  the  Hcdnnd  out  -Irn  truonm  Ibis  corre- 
spondence throws  no  further  light :  what  the 
new  Creed  specially  was,  which  Werner  fell 
30  eager  lo  plant  and  propagate,  we  nowhere 
learn  with  any  disiiDciness.  Probably,  he 
might  himself  have  been  rather  at  a  loss  lo 
explain  it  in  brief  compass.  His  Iheogony,  we 
suspect,  was  still  very  much  iH/wMt,'  and 
perhaps  only  the  moral  part  of  this  system 
could  stand  before  him  with  some  degree  iif 
clearness.  On  this  lalter  point.  Indeed,  he  is 
delermined  enough;  well  assured  of  his  dog- 
mas, and  apparently  waiting  hut  for  some 
proper  vehicle  in  which  to  convey  them  lo 
the  minds  of  men.  His  (bndainenial  princi- 
ple of  morals  we  have  seen  in  part  already; 
it  does  not  exclusively  or  primarily  belnng 
to  himself;  being  little  more  than  that  bigh 
tenet  of  entire  Belf-forgetfulness,  that  "merg- 
ing of  the  JIfr  in  the  Idia  ,"  a  principle  which 
reigns  both  in  Stoical  and  Christian  ethics, 
and  is  al  this  day  common,  in  theory,  among 
alt  German  philosophers,  especially  of  the 
Transcendental  class.  Werner  has  adopted 
this  principle  with  bis  whole  heart  and  kis 
whole  sool,  as  Ihe  indispensable  condition  ot 
all  Virtue.  He  believes  it.  we  should  wiy,  in- 
tensely, and  without  compromise,  eiaggeraiing 
rather  than  softening  or  concealing  its  peculi- 
arities. He  will  not  have  Happiness,  imdcr 
any  form,  to  be  Ihe  real  or  chlei'  end  of  man : 
this  IS  but  love  of  enjoyment, 
we  like ;  a  more  complex  and  si 
respectable  spcciei  of  hvu^n,  tiK  wiUk  «9* 
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to  be  admitted  as  an  indestructible  element  in 
human  nature,  but  nowise  to  be  recognised  as 
the  highest;  on  the  contrary,  to  be  resisted  and 
incessantly  warred  with,  till  it  become  obedi- 
ent to  love  of  God,  which  is  only,  in  the  truest 
sense,  love  of  Goodness,  and  the  germ  of  which 
lies  deep  in  the  inmost  nature  of  man  ;  of  au- 
thority superior  to  all  sensitive  impulses; 
forming,  in  fact,  the  grand  law  of  his  being,  as 
subjection  to  it  forms  the  first  and  last  condi- 
tion of  spiritual  health.  He  thinks  that  to  pro- 
pose a  reward  for  virtue  is  to  render  virtue  im- 
possible. He  warmly  seconds  Schleiermacher 
in  declaring  that  even  the  hope  of  Immortality  is 
a  consideration  unfit  to  be  introduced  into  re- 
ligion, and  tending  only  to  pervert  it,  and  im- 
pair its  sacredness.  Strange  as  this  may  seem, 
Werner  is  firmly  convinced  of  its  importance  ; 
and  has  even  enforced  it  specifically  in  a  pas- 
sage of  his  Sdhnc  des  ThaU,  which  he  is  at  the 
pains  to  cite  and  expound  in  his  correspond- 
ence with  Hitzig.  Here  is  another  fraction  of 
that  wondrous  dialogue  between  Robert  d'Here- 
don  and  Adam  of  Valincourt,  in  the  cavern  of 
the  Vattty: 

•        •         •        •        •  • 

mOBZST. 

And  Death,— 10  dawnt  ft  on  m<*,— Death  perhap*. 
The  doom  that  leaves  nought  of  thii  Me  remaining. 
May  be  perhaps  the  Symbol  of  that  Self-denial,— 

Perhapa  iiUI  more, perhape,— I  have  it,  friend  !— 

That  crippliah  Immortality,— think*at  noti— 

Which  but  ipini  forth  our  paltry  Me,  no  thin 

And  pitiful,  into  Inflniuide, 

That  too  roast  die  7— This  shallow  Self  of  ours, 

We  are  not  naiPd  to  it  eternally  ? 

We  can,  we  must  be  free  of  it,  and  Chen 

UncumberM  wanton  in  the  Force  of  All ! 

ABAX  (caUinfrjuyfultp  into  the  intfrior  of  the  Carrrn.) 

Brethren,  he  ban  rt'nounrcd  !  Ilimisclf  has  found  it! 
Oh !  praised  be  Light !  He  seen  !  The  North  is  ^aved  : 

COSCEALZD  VOICES  of  the  old  men  of  the  r.iUru. 

nail  and  Joy  to  tht^e,  thou  Strong  One  ; 
Force  to  thee  from  above,  and  Light : 
Complete,— coniplt'ie  the  work : 

ADAM  iembraanff  Robert.) 

Come  to  my  heart  l—icc.  &c. 

Such  was  the  spirit  of  that  new  Faith,  which, 
symbolized  under  mythuses  of  Bafl'ometus  and 
Phosphoros,  and  "  Saviours  from  the  Waters/' 
and  "Trinities  of  Art,  Religion,  and  Love," 
and  to  be  preached  abroad  by  the  aid  of  Schlei- 
ermacher, and  what  was  then  called  the  New 
Pottical  Schiiolf  Werner  seriously  purposed,  like 
another  Luther,  to  cast  forth,  as  good  seed, 
among  the  ruins  of  decayed  and  down-trodden 
Protestantism !  Whether  Hitzig  was  still  young 
enough  to  attempt  executing  his  commission, 
and  applying  to  Schlegel  and  Tieck  for  help ; 
and  if  so,  in  what  gestures  of  speechless  asto- 
nishment, or  what  peals  of  inextinguishable 
laughter  they  answered  him,  we  are  not  in- 
formed. One  thing,  however,  is  clear :  that  a 
man  with  so  unbridled  an  imagination,  joined  to 
so  weak  an  understanding, and  so  broken  a  voli- 
tion ;  who  had  plunged  so  dorp  into  Theoso 
phy,  and  still  hovered  so  near  the  surlace  in 
all  practical  knowledge  of  men  and  their  af- 
fairs ;  who,  shattered  and  degraded  in  his  (.»wn 
private  character,  could  meditate  such  apo.>- 
lolic  enterpribes,  was  a  man  likely,  if  he  lived 


long,  to  play  fantastic  tricks  in  abundance; 
and,  at  least,  in  his  religious  history,  to  set  the 
world  a- wondering.  Conversion,  not  to  Pop^ 
r}\  but,  if  it  so  chanced,  to  B  ram  in  ism,  was  a 
thing  nowi.se  to  be  thought  impossible. 

Nevertheless,  let  bis  missionary  zeal  hare 
justice  from  us  *  It  does  seem  to  have  been 
grounded  on  no  wicked  or  even  illaudable 
motive :  to  all  appearance,  he  not  only  believed 
what  he  professed,  but  thought  it  of  the  high- 
est moment  that  others  should  believe  it.  And 
if  the  proselytizing  spirit,  which  dwells  in  all 
men,  be  allowed  exercise  even  when  it  only 
assaults  what  it  reckons  Errors,  still  mere 
should  this  be  so,  when  it  proclaims  what  it 
reckons  Truth,  and  fancies  itself  not  taking 
from  us  what  in  (»ur  eyes  may  be  good,  bat 
adding  thereto  what  is  better. 

Meanwhile,  Werner  was  not  so  absorbed  in 
spiritual   schemes,  that  he  altogether  over- 
looked his  own  merely  temporal  comfort    In 
contempt  of  former  failures,  he  was  now  court- 
ing for  himself  a  third  wife,  "  a  young  Poless 
of  the  highest  personal  attractions;"  and  this 
under  difticulties  which  would  have  appalled 
an  ordinary  wooer:  for  the  two  had  no  lan- 
guage   in    common;    he   not    understandiog 
three  words  of  Polish,  she  not  one  of  Ger- 
man.   Nevertheless,  nothing  daunted  by  this 
circumstance,  nay,  perhaps  discerning  in  it 
an  assurance  against  many  a  sorrowful  cur- 
tain lecture,  he  prosecuted  his  suit,  we  sop- 
pose  by  signs   and    dumb-show,  with  soch 
ardour,  that  he  quite  gained  the  fair  mote; 
wedded  her  in    1801 ;  and  soon  after,  io  her 
cimipany    quitted    Warsaw    for   Kdnigsberr. 
where    the  helpless   state   of  his   mother  in- 
quired immediate  attention.   It  is  from  Kbni?s- 
bcrg  that  most  of  his  missionary  epistles  lo 
Hitzig  are  written  ;  the  latter,  as  we  have  hint- 
ed abovr,  being  now  stationed,  by  his  ofiicii! 
appointment,   in    Berlin.      The   sad  dutr  of 
watching  over  hi.s  craze«l,  forsaken,  aod  dyin? 
mother.  Werner  appears  to  have  discharged 
with  true  filial  assiduity:  for  three  years  she 
lingered  in  the  most  painful  state,  under  hi$ 
nursing;  and  her  death,  in   1804,  seems  not- 
withstanding to  have  filled  him  with  the  deep- 
est sorrow.    This  is  an  extract  of  his  letter  to 
Hitzig;  on  that  mournful  occasion: 

**  I  know  not  whether  thou  hast  heard  that  on 
the  24th  of  February,  (the  same  day  when  our 
excellent  Mnioch  died  in  Warsaw,)  my  mother 
departed  here,  in  my  arms.  My  Friead !  G(A 
knocks  with  an  iron  hammer  at  our  hearts; 
and  we  are  duller  than  stone,  if  we  do  not  fed 
it;  and  madder  than  mad,  if  we  think  it  shame 
to  cast  ourselves  into  the  dust  before  tbe.^1* 
powerful,  and  let  our  whole  so  highly  misert- 
ble  Self  be  annihilated  in  the  sentiment  of  His 
infinite  greatness  and  long-suffering.  I  vishi 
had  words  to  paint  how  inexpressibly  pitiful 
m)'  Sdhw  </t*  Thai"  appeared  to  me  in  that  hour, 
wiien,  after  eighteen  years  of  neglect,  I  agi'o 
went  to  partake  in  the  Communion!  This 
death  of  my  mother, — the  pure,  royal  poet-aD<l- 
martyr  spirit,  who  for  eight  years  had  lain  con- 
tinually on  a  sick-bed,  and  sufiered  unspeaka- 
ble things, — affected  me,  (much  as,fi»r  her  sake 
and  my  own.  I  e«iuld  not  bnt  wis.h  it  with  alto- 
gether agonizing  feelings.)     Ah,  Friend, ho* 
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J  do  my  yonthfal  faults  lie  on  me !  How 
1  would  I  give  to  have  my  mother — (though 
I  and  my  wife  have  of  late  times  lived 
iy  for  her,  and  had  much  to  endure  on  her 
ant) — how  much  would  I  give  to  have  her 
to  me  but  one  week,  that  I  might  dis- 
en  my  heavy-laden  heart  with  tears  of  re- 
ince !  My  beloved  Friend,  give  thou  no 
to  thy  parents !  ah,  no  earthly  voice  can 
cen  the  dead  I  God  and  Parent*^,  that  is 
;rst  concern ;  all  else  is  secondar}'/' 
lis  affection  for  his  mother  forms,  as  it 
,  a  little  island  of  light  and  verdure  in 
ner*s  history,  where,  amid  so  much  that  is 
and  desolate,  one  feels  it  pleasant  to  lin- 
Here  was  at  least  one  duty,  perhaps,  in- 
,  the  only  one,  which,  in  a  wayward, 
ed  life,  he  discharged  with  fidelity :  from 
onduct  towards  this  one  hapless  being,  we 
perhaps,  still  learn  that  his  heart,  how* 
perverted  by  circumstances,  was  not  in- 
ble  of  true,  disinterested  love.  A  rich  heart 
ature ;  but  unwisely  squandering  its  riches, 
ittaining  to  a  pure  union  only  with  this  one 
t ;  for  it  seems  doubtful  whether  he  ever 
I  another !  His  poor  mother,  while  alive, 
:he  haven  of  all  his  earthly  voyagings;  and, 
ter  years,  from  amid  far  scenes,  and  crush- 
perplexities,  he  oAen  looks  back  to  her 
e  with  a  feeling  to  which  all  bosoms  must 
md.*  The  date  of  her  decease  became  a 
orable  era  in  his  mind;  as  may  appear 
the  title  which  he  gave,  long  aAerwards, 
le  of  his  most  popular  and  tragical  pro- 
ions,  Dit  Vter-und^teanzigste  Februar  (The 
nty-fourth  of  February.) 
*ter  this  event,  which  left  him  in  posses- 
of  a  small  but  competent  fortune,  Werner 
ned  with  his  wife  to  his  post  at  Warsaw. 
his  time,  Hitzig,  too,  had  been  sent  back, 
to  a  higher  post:  he  was  now  married 
vise ;  and  the  two  wives,  he  says,  soon  be- 
e  as  intimate  as  their  husbands.  In  a  lit- 
rhile  Hoffmann  joined  them ;  a  colleague 
iitzig's  office,  and  by  him  ere  long  intro- 
?d  to  Werner,  and  the  other  circle  of  Prus- 
men  of  law,  who,  in  this  foreign  capital, 
led  each  other's  chief  society;  and,  of 
rse,  cleave  to  one  another  more  closely 
k  they  might  have  done  elsewhere.  Hoff- 
tn  does  not  seem  to  have  loved  Werner; 
ndeed,  he  was  at  all  times  rather  shy  in 
attachments ;  and,  to  his  quick  eye,  and 
e  rigid,  fastidious  feeling,  the  lofty  theory 
luw  selfish  practice,  the  general  difl^use- 
J,  nay,  incoherence  of  character,  the  pe- 
try  and  solemn  affectation,  too  visible  in 
man,  could  nowise  be  hidden.  Neverthe- 
•  he  feels  and  acknowledges  the  frequent 


^e,  fbr  example,  tbe  Preface  to  h\a  MuUtr  ier  Mak- 
!r,  written  at  Vienna,  in  1819.    The  tone  of  still,  but 

and  heartfelt  sadneM,  which  runs  through  the 
e  of  this  piece,  cannot  tie  communicated  in  extracte. 
IQOte  only  a  half  stanza,  which,  except  in  prose,  we 

not  venture  to  translate  : 

kk^  dem  der  LUk*  Koun 
Und  alU  Frtudenroten^ 
Bfjfm  er$ten  SchaMfdtosen 
Jtm  MutUrfrab*  entJUkn.  — 

tr  whom  the  caresses  of  love  and  all  roses  of  joy 
rpd  away,  an  the  first  shore!  with  its  mould  sound- 
the  coflbi  of  BIT  mother.*' 


charm  of  his  conversation :  for  Werner  many 
times  could  be  frank  and  simple ;  and  the  true 
humour  and  abandonment  with  which  he  often 
launched  forth  into  bland  satire  on  his  friends, 
and  still  oAener  on  himself,  atoned  for  many  of 
his  whims  and  weaknesses.  Probably  the  two 
could  not  have  lived  together  by  themselves : 
but  in  a  circle  of  common  men,  where  these 
touchy  elements  were  attempered  by  a  fair  ad- 
dition of  w^holesome  insensibilities  and  for- 
malities,  they  even  relished  one  another;  and, 
indeed,  the  whole  social  union  seems  to  have 
stood  on  no  undesirable  footing:.  For  the  rest, 
Warsaw  itself  was,  at  this  time,  a  gay,  pic- 
turesque, and  stirrint?  city;  full  of  resources 
for  spending  life  in  pleasant  occupation,  either 
wisely  or  unwisely.* 

It  was  here,  that,  in  1805,  Werner's  Kreus 
an  der  Osttee  (Cr<)ss  on  the  Baltic)  was  wrilr. 
ten :  a  sort  of  half-operatic  performance,  foi* 
which  Hoffmann,  who  to  his  gifts  as  a  writer 
added  perhaps  still  higher  attainments,  both  as 
a  musician  and  a  painter,  composed  the  ac- 
companiment. He  complains  that,  in  this  mat- 
ter, Werner  was  very  ill  to  please.  A  ridicu- 
lous scene,  at  the  first  reading  of  the  piece,  the 
same  shrewd  wag  has  reconled  in  his  Swo- 
pions-Bruder;  Hitzig  assures  us  that  it  is  lite- 
rally true,  and  that  Hoflmann  himself  was  the 
main  actor  in  the  busines.s. 

''  Our  Poet  had  invited  a  few  friends,  to  read 
to  them,  in  manuscript,  his  Krmz  an  der  Otltee, 
of  which  they  already  knew  some  fragments 
that  had  raised  their  expectations  to  tbe  high- 
est stretch.  Planted,  as  usual,  in  the  middle 
of  the  circle,  at  a  little  miniature  table,  on  which 
two  clear  lights,  stuck  in  high  candlesticks, 
were  burning,  sat  the  poet:  he  had  drawn  the 
manuscript  from  his  breast;  the  huge  snuff-box, 
the  blue-checked  handkerchief,  aptly  reminding 
you  of  Baltic  muslin,  as  in  use  for  petticoats  and 
other  indispensable  things,  lay  arranged  in 
order  before  him. — Deep  silence  on  all  sides ! — 
Not  a  breath  heard! — The  poet  cuts  one  of 
those  unparalleled,  ever-memorable,  altogether 
indescribable  faces  you  have  seen  in  him,  and 
begins^ — Now  you  recollect,  at  the  rising  of  the 
curtain,  the  Prussians  are  assembled  on  the 
coast  of  the  Baltic,  fishing  amber,  and  com- 


*  Hitxig  baa  thus  deacrilwd  the  first  aspect  it  presented 
to  Iloflltaiann :  "  Btreets  of  stately  breadth,  formed  uf  pa-  | 
laces  fai  the  finest  Italian  style,  and  wooden  bata  which 
threatened  every  moment  to  rush  down  over  tbe  beads 
of  their  inmates ;  in  these  edifices,  Asiatic  pomp  com- 
bined in  strange  union  with  Greenland  squak^.  An 
ever-moving  population,  forming  the  sharpest  contrasts, 
as  in  a  perpetual  masquerade:  long-bearded  Jews; 
monks  in  the  garb  of  every  order ;  here  veiled  and  deep- 
ly-shrouded nuns  of  strictest  discipline,  walking,  self- 
secluded  and  apart :  there  flights  of  young  Poletses,  in 
silk  mantles  of  the  brightest  colours,  talking  and  prome- 
nading over  broad  squares.  The  venerable  ancient  Po- 
lish noble,  with  moustaches,  caftan,  girdle,  sabre,  and 
red  or  yellow  boots  :  the  new  generation  eoaipt  to  tbe 
utmost  pitch  as  Parisian  Jneroyahle* ;  with  Turks, 
fSreeks,  Russians,  Italians,  Frenchmen,  in  ever-chang- 
ing throng.  Add  to  this  a  police  of  inconceivable  toler- 
ance, disturbing  no  popular  sport ;  so  that  little  puppet- 
theatres,  apes,  camels,  dancing  bears,  practised  Inces 
santly  in  open  spaces  and  streets ;  while  the  most  elogarit 
equipages,  and  the  poorest  pedcNtrlan  bearers  of  burden, 
stood  gazins  at  them.  Further,  a  theatre  in  the  national 
language  ;  a  good  French  company  ;  an  Italian  opera  ; 
German  players  of  at  least  a  very  padsable  sort  ;  mask- 
ed-balls on  a  quite  original  buthighly  entertaining  plan ;. 
places  for  pleaDure-cxcursions  all  round  the  city,'*  dec. 
,  See— Hoffmann' i  Leben  und  AsdUa««,  b.  i.  p.  S87. 
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Banniallii^  Buf pvitfi :  Bangpulili: 
—Brief  paose  !— tacipienl  sUre  la  ih 
ence  1 — ind  from  ■  fetlow  in  the  coraei 
»  Ninall  clenr  voice :  '  My  dearest,  man  valued 
Ititadl  my  best  of  poets !     If  thy  whole  d 
«pera  is  written  in  thai  cursed  'lanipiagc, 
■oal  of  at  kaows  a  syllable  of  ii;  and  I  beg, 
in  [he  Deril'a  name,  Ihou  wouldsi  rather  have 
the  goodness  to  Iranslale  it  brsl  t'  "■ 
■     Of  this   AV»i  an  dtr  Oiltt  our  limits  w 
peimii  DS  to  say  bul  Utile.     Ii  is  siill  a  frn 
mcDl;  the  Secnod  Fart,  whidi  was  often  pi 
tnised,  aiid,  we  believe,  partly  written,  having 
never  yel  been  published.    la  some  respects 
it  appears  to  us  the  best  of  Weraer's  drumns 
there  is  a  decisive  coherence  id  the  plot,  sncf 
a:!  we  seldom  fiad  with  him ;  aad  a  Gnnness,  i 
ragged  nervous  brevity  in  the  dialogue,  whicf 
is  equally  rare.    Here,  too,  the  mystic  dreamy 
agencies,  which,  as  in  most  of  his  pieces,  he 
Jias   interwoTen   with   the  action,  harmoniie 
more  than  usaally  wiih  the  spirit  of  the  whole. 
It  ia  a  wild  subject,  and  this  helps  to  give  il  a 
corretponding  wildness  of  locality.    The  first 
planting  of  CbrisliBoily  among  the  Prus 
by  ihe  Tetitonic  Knights,  leads  us   back  of 
itself  into  dim  ages  of  anliiinity,  of  supersii- 
ttotls  barbarism,  and  stem  apostolic  zeal :  it  is 
a  scene  hanging,  as  ii  were,  in  half-ghastly 
rhiaroteun,  on  a  ground  of  primeval  Nighl; 
where  the  Cross  and  8u  Adalbert  come  in  con- 
ucl  with   the  Sacred  Oak  and  the  Idols  of 
Homova,  we  are  not  surprised   thai   spectral 
ahapes  peer  forth  on  us  from  the  gloom. 

In  the  consirucling  and  depiclmg  of  charac- 
ters. Werner,  indeed,  is  siill  liiile  better  ihan  a 
mannerist:  his  persons,  diflenng  in  ejiernai 
fignre,  dilTer  too  slightly  in  inward  nature ;  and 
no  one  of  ihem  comes  lurward  on  us  with  a 
Hghlly  visible  or  living  air.  Yet,  in  scenes 
and  incidents,  in  what  may  be  called  ihe  gene- 
ral ootlume  of  his  subject,  he  has  here  allained 
•  really  superior  eicellenr^.  The  savage 
Prussians,  with  their  amher-fishing,  their  benr- 
bautiug,  their  bloody  idolatry,  and  slormfut  un- 
(nlored  energy,  are  brought  vividly  into  view ; 
no  less  so  the  Polish  Court  of  Plozk,  and  the 
German  Crusaders,  in  their  bridal-feasts  and 
battles,  as  ihey  live  and  move,  here  placed  on 
(he  verge  of  Ueaihendom,  as  it  were,  the  van- 
guard of  Light  in  conSict  with  the  kingdoms 
of  Darkness.  The  nociurnal  assault  on  Ploik 
by  the  Prussians,  where  the  handful  of  Teulo- 
nio  Knights  is  oterpowered,  but  the  city  saved 
<rom  ruin  by  the  miraculous  interposition  of 
the  "  Harper,"  who  now  proves  to  be  Ihe  spirit 
of  St.  Adalbert-,  this,  with  the  scene  which 
fcllowB  it,  on  Ihe  Island  of  the  Vistula,  where 
ihe  dawn  slowly  breaks  over  doings  of  wo  and 
tiorrid  cruelly,  bul  of  wo  and  cruelty  atoned 
for  bv  immortal  hope. — belongs  undoubtedly 
to  Werner's  most  successful  efforts.  With 
much  thai  is  questionable,  much  thai  is  merely 
common,  there  are  intermingled  touches  from 
Ihe  true  Land  of  Wonders;  indeed,  the  whole 
if  overspread  with  a  certain  dim  religious 
4ight,  in  which  iis  many  peiiinessn  and  exsg- 
•  BaffmuB'i  amtim-Brtitr,  b.  It.  ■,  *W. 
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softened  tnlo  sonwihiDg  whieli 

poetic  harmooy.    We  ^tc 

high  praise,  when  we  say  that 


rn  Ihe  Baliic"had been  bei^i 


this  drama 

^„^       The-Cross     . ^^_, 

dear  ^^  Iffland  for  the  Berlin  thentre ;  bat  Ibe  mb- 
plei  machinery  of  ihe  piece,  ihe  "  little  flti  ~ 
springing,  al  imervals,  rroni  the  beads  of 
tain  characters,  and  Ihe  other  snpcraantraj 
ware  wilh  which  it  is  replenished,  were  fimtl 
to  iranseend  the  eapabttities  of  aoy  merrh' 

terrestrial   stage.     IflJand,   the   '— —  - 

Germany,  was  himself  a  dram;  

of  talent,  bul  in  aU  points  differing  from  Wet- 
ner,  as  a  stage-machinist  may  diSer  Irom 
man  with  the  ttamd^ghi.    HoKinaoD  chuokki 
in  secret  over  the  perpleimes  in  which  Ae 
shrewd  prosaic  manager  and  playirrighi  mi 
have  found   himself,  when   he   came  lo  I 
"  Ijitle  flames."  Nothing  remained  but  towi 
liack  a  refusal,  fail  of  admiration  and  eipoi 
lation :  and  Idland  wroie  one  which,  says  Hi 
mann, "  passes  for  a  master-piece  of  tbeaoiMl 
diplomacy." 

In  this  one  respect,  at  least,  Werner** 
pUr  was  happier,  for  ii  actually  crostei  ika 
"  Biygian  marsh"  of  greeu-room  hesluiku, 
and  reached,  though  in  a  maimed  Biale,  iba 
Elysium  of  the  boards ;  and  ihis  to  the 
joy,  as  it  proved,  bolh  of  Iffland  and  all 
parties  inleresled.  We  allude  to  Ihe  J 
lufW,  «/«■(«.  It-fMf  rfn- A'ru/(,  (MarUn  Li 
or  the  Conseeralion  of  Sirengih.)  Wefso^ 
most  popular  performance,  which  came  t 
Berlin  in  I80T,  and  soon  spread  over  mil 
many.  Catholic  as  well  as  proleiuat.  '. 
acted,  il  would  seem,  even  in  Viemia,  lO' 
flowing  and  delighted  audiences. 

If   instant    accepiance,    tfaerefore,  ««■ 

measure  of  dramatic  merit,  ibis  pjif  ^ 

ih  high  among  thai  class  of  worka.    Kft 

Iheless,  lo  judge  from  our  own  imjiniift 

the  sober  reader  of  Mariin  ImiIut  will  te 

from  finding  in  it  such  eicellenoe.    U-««i 

be  named  among  the  beat  dranusi  it  la 

the  best  of  Werner's.    Thereia, 

Il  scenic  eibibition,  many  •  ■■  lervil< 

,"  as  the  newspapers  hare  rt;  atf,' 

s  miiture  of  coarseness,  here  mat-i 

mpse  of  genuine  dramatic   " 

bol.  as  a  whole,  Ihe  work  soivly  di 

...  -  -  and  mixed  a 
falls  asunder  in  our  ihoughts,  tike  Ihe  _ 
clay  in  the  Chaldean's  Dr^am.    Tfaon 
interest,  perhaps  of  bo  trivial  fwt, 

I  the  First  Aci;  but,  unhappily,  ii  ■ 

ining,  till,  in  the  Fifib,  an  ilL-Mtnrad 
ighl  almost  say,  it  empires.    The  sMyi 
wide  for  Werner's  dramaliclena  logalta 
a  focus;  besides,  ihe  reader  bringa  with 
on  image  of  il,  too  fixed  for  beiDg  ao  ' 
metamorphosed,  and  too  high  and  ap« 
being  omamenied  with  tinsel  and  g 
boord.      Aecordingly,   the    Diet   of 
pleniifully  fumi.'hed  as  it  is  with  sce| 
armorial  shields,  continues  a  much 
scene  in  History,  than  it  is  here  in 

Jfeitlier,  with  regard  to  the  persons  of 

excepting  those  of  Luther  and  Calhariiw,! 
Nnn  whombe  w«di,cu  vviaA       
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e.    Nay,  our  praise  even  of  these 
have  many  limitations.    Catharine, 
arefolly  eooagh  depicted,  is,  in  fact, 
e  than  a  common  tragedy-queen,  with 
iness,  the  love,  and  other  stage-hero- 
:h  belong  prescriptively  to  that  class 
tries.  With  regard  to  Lather  himself, 
lent  that  Werner  has  pat  forth  his 
ength  in  this  delineation ;  aad,  trying 
U)mmon  standards,  we  are  far  from 
at  he  has  failed.    Doubtless  it  is,  in 
pects,  a  significant  and  even  sublime 
>n :  yet  must  we  ask  whether  it  is 
he  Luther  of  History,  or  even  the 
roper  for  this  drama;  and  not  rather 
al  portraiture  of  Zachahas  Werner 
Is  not  this  Luther,  with  his  too  as- 
[Qte-playing,  his  trances  of  three  days, 
IS  of  the  Devil,  (at  whom,  to  the  sor- 
e  housemaid,  he  resolutely  throws  his 
•bottle,)  by  much  too  spasmodic  and 
a  personage  1    We  cannot  but  ques- 
Iramatic  beauty,  whatever  it  may  be 
r,  of  that  three  days'  trance ;  the  hero 
>re  this  have  been  in  want  of  mere 
and  there,  as  he  sits  deaf  and  dumb, 
eyes  sightless,  yet  fixed  and  staring, 
oi  tempted  less  to  admire,  than  to  send 
ste  for  some  officer  of  the  Humane 
— Seriously,  we   cannot    but    regret 
e  and  other  such  blemishes  had  not 
ided,  and  the  character,  worked  into 
ss  and  purity,  been  presented  to  us  in 
le  grandeur  which  essentially  belongs 
)r,  censure  as  we  may,  it  were  blind- 
eny  that  this  figure  of  Luther  has  in 
*s  of  an  austere  loveliness,  a  mild,  yet 
aiuty :  undoubtedly  a  figure  rising  from 
IS  of  the  poet's  soul ;  and,  marred  as  it 
uch  adhesions,  piercing  at  times  into 
IS  of  ours !    Among  so  many  poetical 
arms  the  chief  redeeming  virtue,  and 
ire  almost  in  itself  a  sort  of  atone- 

'  the  other  characters,  they  need  not 
s  long.  Of  Charles  the  Fifth,  by  far 
t  ambitious, — meant,,  indeed,  as  the 
oise  of  Lather, — we  may  say,  without 
D,  that  he  is  a  failure.  An  empty  Gas- 
;  bragging  of  his  power,  and  honour, 
ike,  in  a  style  which  Charles,  even  in 
teeoth  year,  could  never  have  used, 
od,  one  Charles,"  is  no  speech  for  an 
;  and,  besides,  is  borrowed  from  some 
ist  of  a  Spanish  opera-singer.  Neither 
'all  in  with  Charles,  when  he  tells  us, 

fears  nothing, — not  even  God."  We 
iiink  he  must  be  mistaken.  With  the 
•rs,  again,  with  Hans  Luther  and  his 
e  Reformer's  parents,  there  is  more 
>  be  satisfied ;  yet  in  Werner's  hands 
J  is  always  apt,  in  such  cases,  to  be- 
0  simple,  and  these  honest  peasants, 
honest  Hugo  in  the  **  Sons  of  the  Val- 
!  vrry  garrulous. 
Irama  of  "Martin  Luther"  is  named 

the  ^Consecration  of  Strength  ;"  that 
appose,  the  purifying  of  this  great 
in  from  all  remnants  of  earthly  pas- 
D  a  clear  heavenly  zeal ;  an  operation 
i  brought  about,  strangely  enough,  by 
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two  half-ghosts  and  one  whole  ghost, — a  little 
fairy  girl,  Catharine's   servant,  who  imper- 
sonates Faith;  a  little  fairy  youth,  Luther's 
servant,  who  represents  Art;  and  the  "Spirit 
of  Cotta's  wife,"  an  honest  housekeeper,  but 
defunct  many  years  before,  who  stands   for 
Purity.  These  three  supernaturals  hover  about 
in  very  whimsical  wise,  cultivating  flowers, 
playing  on  flutes,  and  singing  dirge-like  epitha- 
lamiums  oveY  unsound  sleepers :  we  cannot  see 
how  aught  of  this  is  to  "  consecrate  strength ;" 
or,  indeed,  what  such  jack-o'sfantern  person- 
ages have  in  the  least  to  do  with  so  grave  a 
business.     If  the  author  intended   by  such 
machinery  to  elevate   his   subject  fVom  the 
Common,  and  unite  it  with  the  higher  region 
of  the  Infinite  and  the  Invisible,  we  cannot 
think  that  his  contrivance  has  succeeded,  or 
was  worthy  to  succeed.  These  half-allegorical, 
half-corporeal  beings   yield  no  contentment 
anywhere :  Abstract  Ideas,  however  they  may 
put  on  fleshly  garments,  are  a  class  of  charac- 
ters whom  we  cannot  sympathize  with  or  de- 
light in.    Besides,  how  can  this  mere  imbody- 
ment  of  an  allegory  be  supposed  to  act  on  the 
rugged  materials  of  life,  and  elevate  into  ideal 
grandeur  the  doings  of  real  men,  that  live  and 
move  amid  the  actual  pressure  of  worldly 
things  1     At  best,  it  can  stand  but  like  a  hatid 
in  the  margin :  it  is  not  ptr/oi'ming  the  task  pro- 
posed, bat  only  telling  us  that  it  was  meant  to 
be  performed.    To  our  feelings,  this  entire 
episode  runs  like  straggling  bindweed  through 
the  whole  growth  of  the  piece,  not  so  much 
uniting  as  encumbering  and  choking  up  what 
it  ijieets  with ;  in  itself,  perhaps,  a  green  and 
rather  pretly  weed ;  yet  here  superfluous,  and, 
like  any  other  weed,  deserving  only  to  be  alto- 
gether cut  away. 

Our  general  opinion  of  "  Martin  Luther,"  it 
would  seem,  therefore,  corresponds  ill  with  that 
of  the  "  overflowing  and  delighted  audiences" 
over  all  Germany.  We  believe,  however,  that 
now,  in  its  twentieth  year,  the  work  may  be 
somewhat  more  calmly  judged  of  even  there. 
As  a  classical  drama  it  could  never  pass  with 
any  critic ;  nor,  on  the  other  hand,  shall  we 
ourselves  deny  that,  in  the  lower  sphere  of  a 
popular  spectacle,  its  attractions  are  manifold. 
We  find  it,  what,  more  or  less,  we  find  all 
Werner's  pieces  to  be,  a  splendid,  sparkling 
mass ;  yet  not  of  pure  metal,  but  of  many- 
coloured  scoria,  not  unmingled  with  metal ;  and 
must  regret,  as  ever,  that  it  had  not  been  re- 
fined in  a  stronger  furnace,  and  kept  in  the 
crucible  till  the  true  tUvcr-gkam,  glancing  from 
it,  had  shown  that  the  process  was  complete. 

Werner's  dramatic  popularity  could  not  re- 
main without  influence  on  him,  more  espe- 
cially as  he  was  now  in  the  very  centre  of  its 
brilliancy,  having  changed  his  residence  from 
Warsaw  to  Berlin,  some  time  before  his  IVeihe 
der  Kraft  was  acted,  or  indeed  written.  Von 
SchrOtier,  one  of  the  state-ministers,  a  man 
harmonizing  with  Werner  in  his  "  zeal  both  for 
religion  and  freemasonry,"  had  been  persuaded 
by  some  friends  to  appoint  him  his  secretary. 
Werner  naturally  rejoiced  in  such  promt)tion  ; 
yet,  combined  with  his  theatrical  success,  it 
perhaps,  in  the  long  run,  did  him  more  harm 
than  good.    He  might  now,  for  the  first  limft, 
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1w  uld  to  iM  the  bnij  ind  inHnential  woiM  I 
vilh  hU  own  ejea :  tmt  to  draw  ftitnre  instnio- 
thm  (him  it,  or  erea  to  guide  himself  in  iu 

E«nt  eomplexitie),  he  vu  little  qo&lifled. 
tOokn  ihorter  method:  "he  plunged  into] 
&e  ToRei  of  society,"  says  BiiEij,  with  brief  ez- 

KSMimes*;  became neqasinlnl, indeed,  with 
ehlOi  Johnooes  Mtlller  utd  other  excellent 
mea,  bat  nniied  himself  siso,  and  with  closer 
nrtiality,  to  piKjert,  pJajAortts,  and  a  Ions 
Bat  otjoriii,  admirinK.  bat  highly  anprufiiabli 


umpanioDS.    Bis  rehgioas  Hcbnnes,  perhaps, 

__L »  L^  collision  with  actaal  life,  lay  dor- 

•  time,  or  minified  in  itrnnge  anion 


with  wine-raponra,  and  ibe'ftast  of  reaaon, 
Ud  the  flow  of  aoiO."  The  result  of  all  this 
migh^  in  some  meaaqre,  be  foreseen.  In  eigfat 
^  weekii  A>r  example,  Werner  had  parted  with 
Ua  wUb>  It  wai  not  to  be  expeeteo,  be  Writes, 
Au  aha  afaonld  be  happy  with  him.  '1  ate 
no  had  man,"  continDea  he,  with  eoDsidcnble 
oAdOttr;  *yet  a  weakling  in  many  mpectt, 
(IbrOad  atrengtiieDs  me  also  in  sereral,)  frei- 
^.  nl|Cmtoioaa.tnedy,  Impure.  Thonknoweat 
^  me  I '  SliU,  immecaed  in  my  fantaaiea,  in  my 
oeeapaiioBiaoibatbere,  what  with  playiioDsei, 
witat  with  aooial  parties,  she  had  no  manner 
«f  enjonnent  with  me.  Sk  is  innocent.  1, 
locs^Mimp*)  tor  can  I  riedge  myself  that  I  am 
M  t"  Theao  Tep«aied«rorcea  cf  Werner's  at 
taglh  WHiTincea  him  that  be  had  no  talent  for 
MU^tiBf  wirea ;  indeed,  we  snbteqoeatly  And 
ktaiimon  than  ODee,arsnlnKind)Mnaaion  of 
BuniigealtogeAer.  To  our  readers  one  other 
MUtderatioD  m^y  occur:  aatoDishmenI  at 
tbe  elate  of  maniage-law,  and  the  stranfe  foot- 
ing this''saCTBment"  must  sund  on  thraughovt 
Protestant  Oermany.  For  a  ChristiaD  man,  at 
leaat  not  a  Mohammedaii,  to  leave  llrtf  widows 
behind  him,  cenaioly  wears  a  peculiar  aspect. 
Periiaps  il  is  saying  much  for  German  morality, 
that  so  absurd  a  system  has  not,  by  the  dis- 
orders resulting  from  it,  already  brot;ght  about 
its  own  abrogation. 

Of  Werner's  further  proceeding)!  in  Berlin, 
except  by  implication,  we  have  lillle  notice. 
After  the  arrival  of  the  French  armies,  bis 
■ecretaiyship  ceased ;  and  now  wifeless  and 
place1ess,in  the  summerof  I80T,  "he  felthim- 
eelf,"  he  says,  "anthorized  by  Fate  U  indnlge 
his  taste  for  pilgriming."  Indulge  it  accord- 
ingly he  did  i  for  he  wandered  to  and  fro  many 
0  the  end  of 
The  rariotis 
stages  and  occurrences  of  bis  travels,  he  has 
himself  recorded  in  a  paper,  famished  by  him 
for  his  own  Ntmu,  in  some  Biographical  Dic- 
tionary. Hitzig  quotes  great  pari  of  it,  bal  it 
ia  too  long  and  too  meagre  for  being  quoted 
here.  Werner  was  at  Prague,  Vienna,  Munich, 
^-everywhere  received  with  open  arms ;  "  saw 
at  Jena,  in  December,  1807,  for  the  fir^t  time, 
the  most  nuiversal  and  the  clearest  man  of  his 
age,  (the  man  whose  lilie  no  one  that  has 
him  will  ever  see  again,J  the  great,  nay,  only 
OoiTHx;  and,  nnder  his  mtroduction,  the  pat- 
tern of  German  princes,"  (Ihe  Duke  of 
Weimar;)  andthen,"  after  three  ever-memora- 
ble mnnihs  in  this  society,  beheld  at  Berlin  (he 
triumphant  entry  of  the  pattern  of  Europei 
tyraols,"  (Napoleon.)     On  the  summit  of  the 


sunrise,  he  became  acquainted  wilt 
wn-Princc,  King  of  Bav 
iroilucecl  to  the  Swiss  festival  sT  In- 
■Q.  and  to  the  most  "  intelleclnal  lidj 
imc,  the  Baronesi  de  Stsel ;"  and  niii!! 
be  cifdited  when,  after  &uSi<^EiI  in- 
dividual experience,  he  can  declare.  Uut  (he 
heart  of  this  high  and  noble  woman  vac  »i 
leasl  as  greal  b»  her  genius.  Coppet,  for  a 
ivhiti',  was  his  head  quarters,  but  he  vent  to 
Paris,  ro  Weimar.*  again  lo  Switieriiiil;  in 
short,  trudged  and  Imrried  hiiher  and  Ihiiher, 

liie  Wandering  Jew. 

On  his  mood  of  mind  duriog  all  (bit  period, 
Werner  gives  ns  no  direct  informaiion;  bat  so 
unquiet  an  outward  life  betokens  of  iucif  no 
invard  repnee  ;  and  when  we,  from  otfaerhghd, 
Eain  a  transient  glimpse  into  tbe  wayfarei'i 
ihnuehls.  Ihey  seem  still  mure  Qucluating  ihu 
his  footsteps.    His  project  t>f  a  New  Rdigini 
wa;  by  this  time  abandoned :     Bitzig  thui* 
hii  closer  survey  of  life  at  Berlin  bad  tau] 
him   (he   impracticability   of  such  chimer 
Ncvenhetess,  the  subject  of  Religion,  ia  a 
shape  or  another,  nay,  of  propagating  it  in  n 
purity  by  teaching  and  preaching,  had  na«i 
ihed  from  his  meditations.    On  tb«N 
trary,  we  can  perceive  that  it  still  formsriit  I 
aasler-principte  of  his  soul,  "  the  pillar  >f  ■ 
loud  by  day,  and  the  pillar  of  fire  by  cj^'  I 
which  guided  him,  so  far  as  be  had  any  piit.l 
ance,  in  the  pathless  desert  of  his  now  Mlill^l 
barren,  and  cheerless  existence.     Wbtl  kt  J 
special  opinions  or  prospec(s  on  the  n 
had,  at  this  period,  became,  we  nowherel<tn)J 
except,  indeed,  negatively, — for  if  he  buMl 
yl  found  Ihe  new,  he  still  cordially  esi'i^M 
delists  the  old.     All  bi^i  admiration  of  LuiK.9 
cannot  reconcile  him  lo  modem  LuibffiniW  M 
This  he  regards  but  as  another  andmoreU 
ous  impersonal  ion  oftbe  Utilitarian  tpirilif ' 
age.nay,  as  the  last  triumph  of  la  fidelity,  "I 
has  now  dressed  itself  in  priestly  gtrti.  ■ 
even  mounted  the  pulpit,  to  preach,  inbcWV 
ly  symbols,  a  doctrine  which  is  alkigBd^fl 
ihe  earth.    A  curious  passage  from  H)f 
face   lo   the   "Cross   on   Ihe   Bailie"  i^"* 
qoute,  by  way  ofillnstralion.    After  *] 
of  8i.  Adalbert's  miracles,  and  bow  h...    ^ 
when   purchased    from    the  heathen  ft(  N 
weight  in  gold,  became  light  as  goMianM 

"Though  these  things  maybe  justly*" 
yei  mr  miracle  cannot  be  denied  hi    . "' 
racle,  namely,  that  after  his  death  bsbl 
toned  from  thisSpirit  of  Protesuuiiisiaii 
Strength  in  general, — which  no 
oJd  heathen  and  catholic  Spirit  of  Peru 
nnd  weti^h'^  almost  as  much  as  Adalhen^l* 
— iheadmission.that  he  knew  what  be  ■( 
was  what  he  wished  to  be ;  was  : 
therefore  must  have  been  a  man 
diametrically  opposite  both  to  that  Pw 
isra,  and  to  the  culture  of  our  day."  In  ■ 
he  adds;   -There   is   anodter  PraMII 
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et 


"W>  *h'Cl>  eoajlituiM  \a  Conducl,wh»l 
Sppciilation.  an4  «rhich  I 
bi^bl)-,  iha)  I  nvta  f' 

odact  IS  eboreSpecul „  __. 

ihia,  Sl  Adalben  and  St.  Laihet  are— col- 
aes;  »nd  if  God,  wrhich  I  daily  pray  foi 
Id  awabea  LulhcT  to  ii$  br/arf  the  Last 
ihejbil  (ask  he  would  find,  io  respect  of 
degenentc  and  spnrious  Pniiestantijin, 
Id  he,  in  bis  somewhat  rugged  manner,  to 
I"*  kgainsi  iL" 

umiUr.  or  peHiaps  still  more  recklesa 
er,  IS  tif  b«  traced  elsewhere,  in  passages 
B»y,  43  well  03  grave  character.  This  is 
CdiMlasioii   of  a   letter  from  Vienna,  in 

We  hare  Tragedies  here  which  contain  so 
ij  edi/yibg  inaiimB.  that  you  might  use 
b  insiead  of  Jcnu  Swari,  and  have  them 
I  Oum  beginning  lu  end  in  the  Berlin  8un- 
■eJwoIs.  Comedies,  Irkewise,  ahsolniely 
IfBg  iriih  hoDKrfiold  felicity  and  nobleness 
liM.  The  geuBine  Kasperl  is  dead,  and 
taader  gone  his  ways;  hot  hcre.ioo.  Bigotry 
Simcntitioa  are  auacked  in  enlightened 
mall  with  such  profit,  that  Ihe  peuple  care 
■  Pmery  ihao  even  you  io  Berlin  d.i; 
prixe,  for  tosiauce,  Ihe  Wcthc  dcr  Krafr. 
U  lua  also  be«a  declaimed  ■□  Regensbtii-g 
Munich  Io  Ihnf'ngiug  audiene**. — chiefly 
■emnluinde  of  liberal  Proicsiani  opinions 
inbrougbiloligbt;  and  regard  the  author, 
a  aruggliag  lo  (be  coDlrary  unheeded,  as 
WW  /UbniiwUM,  or  at  worst  an  amiable 
■•ia«i-  In  a  word,  Vienna  is  determined, 
MH  Imi  of  lime,  to  overuke  Berlin  in  the 
w  of  mprovement ;  and  vhen  1  recollect 
:  Berlin,  on  hct  side,  carries  Porsleu's 
'  '^t  with  her.  in  her  reticnle,  to  the 
■  ID  Ihe  nUri^Bruni  and  that  the  ray 
Muuano-cathnliL-ty-plaionie  Faith  pierces 
vaad  deeper  ta(ojtHU'(already  by  nature 
'  4b»p)  Frivy-coaMCiOat  Mamsell,— I  al- 
I  hncp  thai  Grrmanji  U  one  great  mad- 
^^1  asd  could  find  ia  mj  heart  to  pack  tip 
path  asd  set  off  for  Italy  K^moriov  moro- 
-*ot  indeed,  thai  I  mirbt  work  there, 
I*  bUin  enougb  aiv  ta  be  had  loo;  but 
mi  m\us  and  dovcrs,  1  mif-bt  forget  all 
IK  ud  nrseir  in  the  f  rx  place."— binu- 

>lBiy  tccordiogly  be  «eot,iboiigh  wi(b 
~  objects.  *>d  Bolqaile 

In  IbecomicofbU' 

Pnnce.   the 

harf  wnled  a  jeai- 

he  fell  stin 

_    „         rhitbcr  be  Ualed.     In 

second   riau  ■•  Cofftt,  aai 


asiisied  at  certain  "Spintiial  Exeraiiationa" 
{OtutHrhc  VtbtittgHi.)  a  new  inveoUou  Mton 
fool  al  Rome  for  quickening  ihe  devotion  of 
thefaithful.  consisting,  so  far  as  we  can  gather, 
in  a  sort  of  fasti ng-aad-prayer  meetiugs,  con' 
ducted  on  the  most  rigorous  principlei,  iha 
considerable  band  of  devotees  being  bound 
jci  silence,  and  secluded  for  several 
days,  with  cooveDtual  care,  from  every  sort  of 
e  with  the  world.  The  effect  ofihete 
ans,  Werner  elsewhere  declares,  wo* 
edifying  lo  aji  extreme  degree;  at  parting  on 
the  threshold  of  Iheir  holy  tubemacle,  all  ihe 
brethren  "  embraced  each  other,  ai  if  intosi- 
:aied  with  divine  )oy;  and  each  confessed  to 
the  other,  that  throughont  these  precious  days 

had  been,  as  it  were,  in  h^ven  ;  and  I 
strengthened  as  by  a  Boul-punfying  bath, 
but  loath  to  venture  hack  inio  (he  cold  w 
day  vorld."  The  next  step  from  Ihese  TaboT- 
feasts,  if,  indeed,  it  had  not  preceded  ihetn,  waa 
one:  "On  the  19ih  of  April,  1611, 
Werner  had  grace  given  him  to  relum  lo  At 
Faith  of  his  fathers,  the  CalholicI" 

Here,  (hen,  the  "crowning  nieroy"h«d  at 
length  arrived!  This  passing  of  ths  RubiiMii 
determined  the  whole  remainder  of  Wenier'a 
life,  which  had  henceforth  the  merit,  al  leait, 
of  entire  consistency.  He  fdnbwilh  set  abont 
the  professional  study  of  Theology;  then  being 
perfected  in  this,  he  left  Italy  in  1613,  taking 
ire,  however,  by  the  road, "  to  supplicate,  and 
■rtainly  nol  in  vain,  the  help  of  the  Gracioua 
Mother  at  Lotello;  and  afler  due  preparation, 
ider  the  superintendence  of  his  patron,  the 
Prince  Archbishop  von  Dalberg.  had  himself 
ordained  a  Priest  nl  Aschaffenburg,  in  June, 
1814.  TVeil.  front  Aschafienburg  he  haalcned 
to  Vienna;  and  there,  wiih  all  hta  might,  bcjpui 
preaching;  his  first  auditory  being  the  tS»- 
gress  of  the  Holy  Allianc«,  which  bad  (bad 
just  begon  its  venerable  ie»«un».  ""rtenowl^i 
and  sirangenesB,"  he  aay*,  "  nay,  ongiaalMy 
of  bis  appearance,  secured  hui  U  «*»•»■ 
dinary  concourse  of  hearera,"  Me  wM,  tat»»t, 
amanworthheariD|candaeet«Ci  facfcM—i e, 
noised  abroad  in  many-MMMiag  tmit,  <HH 
filling  all  Germany  IroBi  Ibe  hM  U>  *(  ffllae* 
This,  he  Ihioks,  might  hare  aJwi  U*  bM« 
but  he  -  had  a  Irast  la  OU.  «kiek  huM  kM 
[hrt>ugb."  Neiihw  did  he  >m«  mfm 
ions  to  still  tbU  el,im-r  id  kit.  jatjm, 
all  to  propitiate  hi*  diMlwrw  ■  M  i 
before  arriviiig  at  Vi 


ng«  M<w  tMWMl  4W  i»  k*  »  lta« 

eat  n  MC*  Miw     n^  »Wim  <     - 
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What  remains  of  this  strange  eventful  his- 
tory may  be  sammed  ap  in  few  words.  Wer- 
ner accepted  no  special  charge  in  the  Church ; 
but  continued  a  private  and  secular  Priest; 
preaching  diligently,  but  only  where  he  him- 
self saw  good;  oAenest  at  Vienna,  but  in  sum- 
mer over  all  parts  of  Austria,  in  Styria,  Carin- 
thia,  and  even  Venice.  Everywhere,  he  says, 
the  opinions  of  .his  hearers  were  ''violently 
divided.*'  At  one  time,  he  thought  of  becom- 
ing Monk,  and  had  actually  entered  on  a  sort 
of  noviciate;  but  he  quitted  the  establishment 
rather  suddenly,  and,  as  he  is  reported  to  have 
said,  "for  reasons  known  only  to  Cod  and 
himself."  By  degrees,  his  health  grow  very 
weak;  yet  he  still  laboured  hard  both  in  ]>uh]ic 
and  private;  writyig  or  revising  poems,  devo- 
tional or  dramatic;  preaching,  and  oiliciating 
as  father-confessor,  in  which  last  capacity  he 
is  said  to  have  been  in  great  request.  Of  his 
poetical  productions  during  this  period,  there 
is  none  of  any  moment  known  to  us.  except  the 
Mother  of  the  Marcabcea  (1819);  a  tragedy  of 
•careful  structure,  and  apparently  in  high  favour 
with  the  author,  but  which,  notwithstanding, 
need  not  detain  us  long.  In  our  view,  it  is  the 
worst  of  all  his  pieces ;  a  pale,  bloodless,  in- 
deed quite  ghost-like  atlair ;  for  a  cold  breath 
as  from  a  sepulchre  chills  the  heart  in  perus- 
ing it :  there  is  no  passion  or  interest,  but  a 
certain  wo-struck  martyr  zeal,  or  rather  frenzy, 
and  this  not  so  much  storming  as  shrieking; 
not  loud  and  resolute,  but  shrill,  hysterical,  and 
bleared  with  ineflTectual  tears.  To  read  it  may 
well  sadden  us :  it  is  a  convulsive  fit,  whose 
uncontrollable  writhings  indicate,  not  strength, 
but  the  last  decay  of  it.* 

Werner  was,  in  fact,  drawing  to  his  latter 
end:  his  health  had  long  been  ruined;  espe- 
cially of  later  years,  he  had  sii tiered  much 
from  disorders  of  the  lungs.  In  IS  17,  he  was 
thought  to  be  dangerously  ill ;  and  afterwards, 
in  1822,  when  a  journey  to  the  Baths  partly 
restored  him;  though  hv  himself  still  felt  that 
his  term  was  near,  and  spoke  and  acted  like  a 
man  that  was  shortly  to  depart.  In  January, 
1823,  he  was  evidently  dying:  his  affairs  he 
had  already  settled  ;  much  of  his  time  he  spent 
in  prayer;  was  constantly  cheerful,  at  inter- 
vals even  gay.  "His  death,"  says  Hiizig,'' was 
•especially  mild.  On  the  eleventh  day  of  his 
disorder,  he  felt  himself,  particularly  towards 
evening,  as  if  altogether  light  and  well;  so 
that  he  would  hardly  consent  to  have  any  one 
to  watch  with  him.  The  servant  whose  turn 
it  was  did  watch,  however ;  he  had  sat  down 
by  the  bedside  between  two  and  three  next 
morning,  (the  17th,)  and  continued  there  a  con- 
siderable while,  in  the  belief  that  his  patient 
was  asleep.  Surprised,  however,  that  no 
breathing  was  to  be  heardf  he  hastily  aroused 


*  Of  his  ^UU(u  (1S08.)  hi«  Vier-und-zteanziinite  Frhruar, 
(1609J  his  Cuntirumdf.  (IH14,)  and  various  oth«r  p'lfven 
wriiien  in  hiti  wanderin^'H.  we  have  noi  r«»oni  to  npcrak. 
It  IS  the  les:*  TH'ccMary,  an  the  JIttHti  and  Tirftity  fourth 
of  Frbruarii.  l»y  much  tho  b<?8t  of  the««\  havt*  alrrady  bren 
I'orcililv.  aiid,  on  the  whole,  fairly  rharacti.-rized  l»y  Ma- 
dame de  Siai-I.  Of  the  last-named  little  work  we  mi:'ht 
s.iy.  witli  donhle  finphasiH,  AVr  purro:' coram  pujntlo  Mn- 
dea  trvndrt :  It  has  n  deep  and  pennino  tr:t»rir  intere>«l. 
were  it  n«»i  8o  painfully  protracted  into  the  reyioni"  of 
pure  lu»rror.  Werner's  Sermops,h\n  Hunms.  lij.s  Vrtfact 
ts  Tkvmaji  ih  Kempit^  ^c,  are  entirely  uiiknown  to  ui. 


the  household,  and  it  was  found  that  Werner 
had  already  passed  away." 

In  imitation,  it  is  thought,  of  Lipsins,  he 
bequeathed  his  Pen  to  the  treasury  of  the  Vir- 
gin at  Mariazell, "  as  a  chief  instrument  of  his 
aberrations,  his  sins,  and  his  repentance."  He 
was  honourably  interred  at  Enzersdorf  on  the 
Hill,  where  a  simple  inscription,  composed  bj 
himself,  begs  the  wanderer  to  **  pray  charitably 
for  his  poor  soul  ;**  and  expresses  a  trembliog 
hope  that,  as  to  Mary  Magdalen,  "  because  she 
loved  much,'' so  to  him  also,  " much  maybe 
forgiven." 

We  have  thus,  in  hurried  movement,  trareUed 
over   Zacharias  Werner's   Life   and  Works; 
noting  down  from  the  former  such  particalars 
as  seemed  most  characteristic;  and  gleaning 
from  the  latter  some  more  curious  passages, 
less  indeed  with  a  view  to  their  intrinsic  ex- 
cellence, than  to  their  fitness  for  illustrating  the 
man.    These  scattered  indications  we  most 
now  leave  our  readers  to  interpret  each  for 
himself:  each  will  adjust  them  into  that  com- 
bination which  shall  best  harmonize  with  bis 
own  way  of  thought.    As  a  writer,  Werner's 
character  will  occasion   little  difficulty.     A 
richly  gifted  nature ;  but  never  wisely  guided, 
or  resolutely  applied :  a  loving  heart ;  an  in- 
tellect subtile  and  inquisitive,  if  not  always 
clear  and  strong;  a  gorgeous,  deep,  and  bold 
imagination;  a  true,  nay,  keen  and  burning 
sympathy  with  all  high,  all  tender  and  holy 
things; — here  lay  the  main  elements  of  no 
common  poet;  save  only  that  one  was  still 
wanting, — the  force    to  cultivate  them,  and 
mould  them  into  pure  union.    Bnt  they  hare 
remained    uncultivated,    disunited,  too  oftea 
struggling  in  wild  disorder:  his  poetry,  like  his 
life,  is  still  not  so  much  an  edifice  as  a  quarry. 
Werner  had  cast  a  look  into  perhaps  the  Terr 
deepest  region  of  the  Wonderful;  but  he  had 
not  learned  to  live  there :  he  was  yet  no  deni- 
zen of  that  mysterious  land :  and,  in  his  visions, 
its  splendour  is  strangely  mingled  and  oTcr* 
clouded  with  the  flame   or  smoke  of  mere 
earthly  fire.     Of  his  dramas  we  have  already 
spoken  ;  and  with  much  to  praise,  found  alvays 
more  to  censure.    In  his  rhymed  piece?,  his 
shorter,  more   didactic  poems,  we  are  better 
satisfied:  here,  in  the  rude,  jolting  vehicle  of  a 
certain  Stemhold-and-Hopkins  metre,  we  often 
find  a  strain  of  true  pathos,  and  a  deep,  though 
quaint  significance.  His  prose,  again,  is  among 
the  worst  known  to  us :  degraded  with  silliness: 
diffuse,    nay,  tautological,  yet    obscure  and 
vague;  contorted  into  endless  involutions;  a 
misshapen,  lumbering,  complected  coil,  well 
nigh   inexplicable   in  its  entanglements,  and 
seldom  worth  the  trouble  of  unravelling.   He 
does  not  move  through  his  subject,  and  arrange 
it,  and  rule  over  it ;  for  the  most  part,  he  but 
welters  in  it,  and  laboriously  tumbles  it,  and  a! 
last  sinks  under  it. 

As  a  man,  the  ill-fated  Werner  can  still  less 
content  us.  His  feverish,  inconstant,  and 
wasted  life  we  have  already  looked  at.  Hitiigt 
his  determined  well-wisher,  admits  that  in 
practice  he  was  selfish,  wearying  out  his  best 
friends  by  the  most  barefaced  importunities;* 
man  of  no  dignity;  avaricious,  greedy,  sen*iaal» 
at  times  obscene;  in  discourse,  with  all  his 
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o  be  intolerabi]' ' 
'oitnf  sa,  a  blank  i 
inepiilDde,  wbicfa  axposed  him  to  iaceasaat  | 
ridicDle  and  manifold  myaiificaUons  from  peo- ' 
pic  of  the  world.  NcTnlhetess,  onder  all  this 
nbbish,  contends  the  fViendtr  Biofrrapher, 
there  dwell,  for  those  who  could  looV  more 
narrowly,  a  spirit,  marred  indeed  in  its  beaaty, 
and  langtiishing  in  painlUI  conscious  oppres- 
■ion,  yet  nerer  wholly  forgetful  of  iw  original 
nobleness.  Werner's  soul  was  made  fi>r  aflec- 
doni  and  often  as,  under  bis  loo  rude  colli- 
Moos  with  external  Ihiugt,  it  was  struck  into 
karshnesa  and  dissonance,  (here  was  a  tone 
whieb  spoke  of  melody,  er^n  in  its  jarrings. 
K  kind,  a  sad,  and  heariTeh  remembrance  of 
liis  friends  seems  never  lo  have  quitted  him:  . 
to  the  last  he  ceased  not  from  warm  lore  lo 
neu  at  lar^i  nay,  to  awaken  in  them,  with 
neh  knowledge  as  he  had,  a  sense  for  what 
waa  best  and  higbest,  may  be  said  lo  bave 
Ibniud  the  eirnest,  though  weak  and  nnstable 
iim  of  his  whole  existence.  The  tmlh  is,  his 
diftcta  as  a  writer  were  also  his  defects  as  a 
nan :  he  was  feeble,  itid  without  volition ;  in 
Ufe,  aa  in  poetry,  his  endowments  fell  into  con- 
fnsion  ;  bis  character  relaxed  itself  on  all  sides 
into  incoherent  expansion ;  his  aciirily  became  | 
(igantic  endeavour,  followed  by  most  dwarfish  I 
performance. 

The  grand  incident  of  his  life,  his  adoption 
•f  the  Soman  Catholic  religion,  is  one  on 
•hich  we  need  not  heap  further  censure ;  for 
ilteady,  as  appears  to  ns,  ii  is  rather  liable  to 
be  loo  harshly  than  too  leniently  dealt  with. 
There  ia  a  feeling  in  the  popular  mind,  which, 
li  well-meant  haired  of  inconsistency,  perhaps 
IB  general  too  sweepJuKlj  ooodemns  such 
ehangei.  Werner,  it  should  be  recollecied, 
Uat  all  periods  of  his  life  a  religion;  nay,  he 
knngered  and  thirsted  after  Imth  ia  this  matter, 
SI  after  the  highest  good  of  man  ;  a  fact  which 
of  itself  must,  in  this  respect,  selbim  far  above 
ft*  most  consistent  of  mere  unbeiievers, — in 
*bose  barren  and  callous  soul  consistency, 
Mihips,  is  no  such  briltiani  virtue.  We  par- 
Mi  genial  weather  fur  its  changes ;  but  Ihe 
Headiest  of  all  climates  is  that  of  Greenland. 
Tnither,  we  must  say  that,  strange  as  it  may 
Meco,  in  Werner's  whole  conduct,  both  before 
and  alter  his  conrersion,  there  is  not  visible 
the  slighlesl  trace  of  insincerity.  On  the  whole, 
ibere  are  fewer  genuine  renegades  than  men 
ate  apt  to  imagine.  Surely,  indeed,  that  must 
be  1  nalure  of  extreme  baseness,  who  feels 
Ibat,  io  worldly  good,  he  ran  gain  by  such  a 
Hep.  Is  the  contempt,  the  execration  of  all 
thai  hare  known  and  lored  us,  and  of  millioos 
ihit  have  never  known  as,  to  be  weighed 
■Ksiasta  mess  of  poiiage,  or  apiece  of  money  1 
Ve  hope  there  are  not  many,  even  in  the  rank 
of  iharpers,  that  would  think  so.  But  for  Wer- 
ner ihere  was  no  gain  in  any  way ;  nay,  ralher 
(Tlainty  of  loss.  He  enjnyed  or  sought  no 
Furonage;  with  his  own  resources  he  was 
ilready  independent  Ihouqh  poor,  and  on  a 
'wring  of  ^ood  esteem  niih  all  that  was  mo&i 
"limabie  in  bis  country.  His  little  pension, 
inferred  on  him,  at  a  priur  date,  by  a  Catholic 
^noee.  was  not  continued  after  his  conversion, 
ticept  by  the  Doke  of  Weimar,  a  Pioleslanl. 


He  became  a  mark  for  calumny ;  Ihe  defence' 
less  bull  al  which  every  callow  witling  made 
his  proof-shot;  his  character  was  more  de- 
formed and  mangled  than  that  of  any  other 
man.  What  had  he  to  gain!  Insultand  per- 
.tecution :  and  with  these,  as  candour  bids  ns 
believe,  the  ap prur in g  voice  of  his  own  con- 
science. To  judge  from  his  wriiiogs,  he  was 
far  from  repeating  of  the  change  he  had  made  ; 
his  Catholic  faith  evidently  stands  in  hia  own 
mind  as  the  fir:it  blessing  of  his  life;  and  be 
clings  to  ilas  lo  tbe  anchor  of  his  soul.  Scarce- 
ly more  than  once  (in  the  Preface  tu  his  Jamie- 
dtr  Mttlkabatr)  does  he  allnde  to  the  legions  of 
falsehoods  that  were  in  circulation  against 
him  1  and  it  is  in  a  spirit  which,  without  en- 
lirely  concealing  ihe  querulousness  of  Qamre, 
nowise  fails  in  the  meekness  and  endorance 
which  became  him  a^  a  Christian.  Here  is  a 
fragment  of  another  Paper,  published  since 
his  death,  as  it  was  meant  lo  be;  which  ex- 
hibits him  in  a  still  clearer  light.  The  reader 
may  condemn,  or  what  will  be  belter,  pity  and 
sympathiie  with  him;  butlheslractureof  lhi» 
strange  piece  surely  bespeaks  any  thing  but  in- 
sincerity. We  translate  it  with  all  ils  breaks 
and  fantastic  crotchets,  as  it  stands  before  us  ^ 
"TitTAmmaT  Inscaimo:!,  from  FrJed- 
rich  Ludwig  Zacharias  Werner,  a  son,"  &c. — 
(here  follows  a  statement  of  his  parentageand 
birth,  with  vacant  spaces  for  the  date  of  hia 
death,) — "  of  the  following  lines,  snbmilled  to 
all  such  as  hare  more  or  less  felt  any  friendly 
interest  in  his  unworthy  person,  wilh  Ihe  re^ 
quest  to  lake  warning  by  his  erample,  ami 
charitably  lo  remember  Ihe  poor  soul  of  the 
writer  before  God,  in  prayer  and  good  deeds. 

"Begun  al  Florence,  on  Ihe  Mtfa  of  Seplem- 
ber,  about  eight  in  the  ereuiog,  amid  tbe  siiU 
distant  sound  of  approacbing  thunder.  Con- 
cluded, when  and  where  God  will! 

"Motto,  Derice,  and  Watchword  in  Death: 
Annif (wtfur  n  ptccala  nailta,  qumiain  AkrH  mut- 
luml  I! — iMtcu,  Caput  vii.  n.  47. 

"N.  B.  Most  humbly  and  earnestly,  and  in 
the  name  of  God,  does  Ihe  Author  of  this  Writ- 
ing beg,  of  such  honest  persons  as  may  find  it, 
lo  submit  the  same  in  any   suilable  way  to 


"  Fteiili  noi,  Damint,  ad  Tt,  ft  imquiitim  at 
CO'  nottrum,  donee  rctpiuteai  in  Tt. — £  Aus;uttmi>i. 

"Frr  tnuila  diiptrgitur,  it  hie  iUncqut  gmrrit 
(cor)  uii  rtqtatKTTt  pouil,  it  nUnS  imatit  quad  ti 
tuffiriat,  donee  ad  ijitum  (>r.  Dtuai)  Ttdtat. — S. 
Bemardut. 

"In  the  name  of  Qod  the  Father,  Son,  and 
Holy  Ghost,  AmenT 

"The  Ihunder  came  hither,  and  is  slill  roll- 
ing, ihoueb  now  at  a  distance.— The  name  nf 
the  Lord  be  praised  !     Hallelujah  ! — I  ttr.iy  : 

"This  Piiper  inuM  needs  be  brief;  bccaii^-- 
the  appiiimnd  Icrm  for  my  life  ilself  mny  al- 
ready bp  near  at  hand.  There  are  not  wantin!; 
examples  of  important  and  unimpurianl  men. 
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who  have  left  behind  them  in  writing  the  de- 
fence, or  even  sometimes  the  accusation,  of 
their  earthly  life.  Without  estimating  such 
procedure,  I  am  not  minded  to  imitate  it.  With 
trembling?  I  redect  that  I  myself  shall  first  learn 
in  its  whole  terrific  compass  what  properly  I 
was,  when  these  lines  shall  be  read  by  men ; 
that  is  to  say,  in  a  point  of  Time  which  fur  me 
will  be  no  Time;  in  a  condition  wherein  all 
experience  will  for  me  be  too  laie ! 

Rer  tremenda:  utajfjifatis. 
Qui  *alrandon  sal  rat  gratis, 
Salra  me,  fon^  pietatii ! .' .' 

Bat  if  I  do,  till  that  day  when  All  shall  be  laid 
open,  draw  a  veil  over  my  past  life,  it  is  not 
merely  out  of  false  shame  that  I  so  order  it ; 
for  though  not  free  from  this  vice  also,  I  would 
willingly  make  known  my  guilt  to  all  and 
every  one  whom  my  voice  might  reach,  could 
I  hope,  by  such  confession,  to  atone  for  what  I 
have  done ;  or  thereby  to  save  a  single  soul 
from  perdition.  There  are  two  motives,  how- 
ever, which  forbid  me  to  make  such  an  open 
personal  revelation  afler  death :  the  one^  because 
the  unclosing  of  a  pestilential  grave  may  be 
dangerous  to  the  health  of  the  uninfected  looker- 
'on ;  the  other,  because  in  my  writings,  (which 
may  God  forgive  me !)  amid  a  wilderness  of 
poisonous  weeds  and  garbage,  there  may  also 
be  here  and  there  a  medicinal  herb  lying  scat- 
tered, from  which  poor  patients,  to  whom  it 
might  be  useful,  would  start  back  with  shud- 
dering, did  they  know  the  pestiferous  soil  on 
which  it  grew. 

"So  much, however,  in  regard  to  those  good 
creatures  as  they  call  themselves,  namely,  to 
those  feeble  weaklings  who  brag  of  what  they 
designate  their  good  hearts, — so  much  mu>l  I 
say  before  God,  that  such  a  heart  alone,  when 
it  is  not  checked  and  retrulaled  by  forethought 
and  steadfastness,  is  not  only  incapable  of 
saving  its  possessor  from  destruction,  but  it  is 
rather  certain  to  hurry  him,  full  speed,  into 
that  abyss,  where  I  have  been,  whence  I — per- 
haps?!!!— by  God's  grace  am  snatched,  and 
from  which  may  God  mercifully  preserve  every 
reader  of  these  lines." — ]\'cmir*s  Letztc  Lebcn- 
stancn,  (quoted  by  Hitzig,  p.  80.) 

*'  All  this  is  melancholy  enough ;  but  it  is  not 
like  the  writing  of  a  hypocrite  or  repentant 
apostate.  To  Protestantism,  above  all  things, 
Werner  shows  no  thought  of  returning.  In  al- 
lusion to  a  rumour,  which  had  spread,  of  his 
having  given  up  Catholicism,  he  says  (in  the 
Pre/arc  already  quoted) : 

**  A  stupid  falsehood  I  must  reckon  it;  since, 
according  to  my  deepest  conviction,  it  is  as 
impossible  that  a  soul  in  Bliss  should  return 
back  into  the  Grave,  as  that  a  man,  who.  like 
me,  after  a  life  of  error  and  search  has  found 
the  priceless  jewel  of  Truth,  should,  I  will  not 
say,  give  up  the  same,  but  hesitate  to  sacrifice 
for  it  blood  and  life,  nay,  many  things  perhaps 
far  dearer,  with  joyful  heart,  when  the  one  good 
cause  is  concerned." 

And  elsewhere  in  a  private  letter: 

"  I  not  only  assure  thee,  but  I  beg  of  thee  to 
assure  all  men,  if  God  should  ever  so  withdraw 
the  lijiht  of  his  grace  from  nic,  that  I  ceased  to 
be  a  Catholic,  I  would  a  thousand  times  sooner 


join  myself  to  Judaism,  or  to  the  Bramins  oa 
the  Ganges :  but  to  that  shallowest,  driest, 
most  contradictory,  inauest  Inanity  of  Protest- 
autism,  never,  nirrr,  never  /" 

Here,  perhaps,  there  is  a  touch  of  priestly, 
of  almost  feminine  vehemence;  for  it  is  to  a 
Protestant  and  an  old  friend  that  he  writes: 
but  the  conclusion  of  his  Preface  shows  him i& 
a  better  light.  Speaking  of  Second  Parts,  and 
j  regretting  that  so  many  of  his  works  wereaD- 
finished,  he  adds: 

**  But  what  specially  comforts  me  is  the  pros- 
pect of — Liur  general  Second  Part ;  where,  even 
in  the  first  Scene,  ihia  consolation,  that  there 
all  our  works  will  be  known,  may  notiiMlted 
prove  solacing /or  m  all:  but  where,  through 
the  strength  of  Him  that  alone  completes  ill 
works,  it  will  be  granted  to  those  whom  He 
has  saved,  not  only  to  know  each  other,  but 
even  to  know  Him,  as  by  Him  they  are  knuwn ! 
— With  my  trust  in  Christ,  whom  I  have 
not  yet  won,  I  regard,  with  the  Teacher  of 
the  Oirentiles,  all  things  but  dross  that  I 
may  win  Him;  and  to  him,  contially  aid 
lovingl-y  do  I,  in  life  or  at  death,  commit  ymi 
all,  my  beloved  Friends  and  my  beloved  £B^ 
mies !" 

On  the  whole,  we  cannot  think  it  donbllil 
that  Werner's  belief  was  real  and  heartfcfa. 
But  how  then,  our  wondering  readers  may  in- 
quire, if  his  belief  was  real  and  not  preleaded. 
hmo  then  did  he  believe  1     He,  who  scoffit  in 
infidel  style  at  the  troths  of  Protestantism, br 
what  alchemy  did  he  succeed  in  tempehif 
into  credibility  the  harder  and  bulkier  dogoas 
of  Popery  1    Of  Popery,  too,  the  frauds  uh! 
gross  corruptions  of  which  he  has  so  fiercelr 
exposed  in  his  Martin  Lttther!  and  this,  more- 
over, without  cancelling,  or  even  soAeningbis 
vituperations,  long  after  his  conversion,  in  the 
very  last   edition   of  that  drama  ?    To  this 
question,  we  are  far  from  pretending  to  have 
any  answer  that  altogether  satisfie>  oursclTes: 
much  less  that  shall  altogether  satisfy  others- 
Meanwhile,  there  are  two  considerations  vhich 
throw  light  on  the  difiiculty  for  us :  these, fts 
some  step,  or  at  least,  attempt  towards  a  solu- 
tion of  it,  we  shall  not  withhold.    ThcyWlies 
in  Werner's  individual  character  and  mode  of 
life.    Not  only  was  he  born  a  myitir,  notoalj 
had  he  lived  from  of  old  amid  freemasonry, isd 
all  manner  of  cabalistic  and  other  traditioDiir 
chimeras;  he  was  also,  and  bad  long  beec 
what  is  emphatically  called  dissolute:  avord, 
which  has  now  lost  somewhat  of  its  origuil 
force ;  but  which,  as  applied  here,  is  still  more 
just  and  significant  in  its  etymological,  than 
in  its  common  acception.    He  was  a  man  d*- 
tolufe :  that  is,  by  a  long  course  of  vicious  in- 
dulgences,   enervated     and    looremd   aptnnier, 
Ever}'where  in  Werner's  life  and  actions,  « 
discern  a  mind  relaxed  from  its  proper  ten- 
sion ;  no  longer  capable  of  eflbrt  and  toilsome 
resolute   vigilance;  but  floating  almost  pas- 
sively with  the  current  of  its  impulses,  in  lan- 
guid, imaginative,  Asiatic  reverie.    That  such 
a  man  should  discriminate,  with  sharp,  fear- 
less logic,  between  beloved  errors  and  unwei- 
come  truths,  was  not  to  be  expected.  His  belifl 
is  likely  to  have  been  ;*cr«ifl*ion  rather  than  «**• 
i  vidian,  both  as  it  related  to  Religion^  and  to 
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ther  subjects.  What,  or  how  much  a  man  in 
lis  way  may  bring  himself  to  believe,  with  such 
>rce  and  distinctness  as  he  honestly  and 
sually  calls  helifft  there  is  no  predicting. 
But  another  consideration,  which  we  think 
lould  nowise  be  omitted,  is  the  general  state  of 
fligious  opinion  in  Germany,  especially  among 
ich  minds  as  Werner  was  most  apt  to  take 
ir  his  examplars.  To  this  complex  and  high- 
'  interesting  subject,  we  can  for  the  present 
>  nothing  more  than  allude.  So  much,  how- 
rer,  we  may  say:  It  is  a  common  theory 
nong  the  (Germans,  that  every  Creed,  every 
orm  of  worship,  is  a/orm  merely ;  the  mortal 
id  everehanging  body,  in  which  the  immortal 
id  unchanging  tpirit  of  Religion  is,  with  more 
*  less  completeness,  expressed  to  the  mate- 
al  eye,  and  made  manifest  and  influen- 
il  among  the  doings  of  men.  It  is  thus,  for 
stance,  that  Johannes  Muller,  in  his  U-Mver- 
I  Hiitery,  professes  to  consider  the  Mosaic 
aw,  the  creed  of  Mahomet,  nay.  Lather's  Re- 
imation ;  and|  in  short,  all  other  systems  of 
ailh ;  which  he  scruples  not  to  designate, 
itbont  special  praise  or  censure,  simply  as 
'tnUUungtarten,  **  modes  of  Representation." 
7e  could  report  equally  singular  things  of 
chelling  and  others,  belonging  to  the  philoso- 
hie  class ;  nay  of  Herder,  a  Protestant  clergy- 
lan,  and  even  bearing  high  authority  in  the 
/hurch.  Now,  it  is  clear,  in  a  country  where 
ach  opinions  are  openly  and  generally  pro- 
'essed,  a  change  of  religious  creed  must  be 
XHBparatively  a  slight  matter.  Conversions 
0  Catholicism  are  accordingly  by  no  means 
nknown  among  the  Grermans:  Priedrich 
Sehlegel,  and  the  younger  Count  von  Stolber^:, 
aen,  as  we  should  think,  of  vigorous  intellect, 
ind  of  character  above  suspicion,  were  col- 
tagues,  or  rather  precursors,  of  Werner  in 
liis  adventure;  and,  indeed,  formed  part  of 
us  acquaintance  at  Vienna.  It  is  but,  they 
vould  pay  perhaps,  as  if  a  melodist,  inspired 
nth  harmony  of  inward  music,  should  choose 
his  iastniment  in  preference  to  that,  for  giving 
noiee  to  it :  the  inward  inspiration  is  the  grand 
mcem ;  and  to  express  it,  the  *'  deep  majestic 
iolemn  organ"  of  the  Unchangeable  Church 
say  be  better  fitted  than  the  "scrannel  pipe" 
i  a  withered,  trivial,  Arian  Protestantism. 
Hut  Werner,  still  more  that  Schlegel  and  Stol- 
eig,  could,  on  the  strength  of  such  hypotheses, 
fit  off  or  put  on  their  religious  creed,  like  a 
ew  suit  of  apparel,  we  are  far  from  asserting; 


they  are  men  of  earnest  hearts,  and  seem  to 
have  a  deep  feeling  of  devotion  :  but  it  should 
be  remembered,  that  what  forms  the  ground- 
work of  their  religion,  is  professedly  not  De- 
monstration but  Faith  ;  and  so  pliant  a  theory 
could  not  but  help  to  soften  the  transition  from 
the  former  lo  the  latter.  That  some  such  prin- 
ciple, in  one  shape  or  another,  larked  in 
Werner's  mind,  we  think  we  can  perceive 
from  several  indications  ;  among  others,  from 
the  Prologue  to  his  last  tragedy,  where,  mys- 
teriously enough,  under  the  emblem  of  a  PhoB- 
nix,  he  seems  to  be  shadowing  forth  the  histo- 
ry of  his  own  Faith ;  and  represents  himself 
even  then  as  merely  "  climbing  the  tree,  where 
the  pinions  of  his  Phoenix  last  vanUhed ,"  but 
not  hoping  to  regain  that  blissful  vision,  till  his 
eyes  shall  have  been  opened  by  death. 

On  the  whole,  we  must  not  pretend  to  under- 
stand Werner,  or  expound  him  with  scientific 
rigour :  acting  many  times  with  only  half  con- 
sciousness, he  was  always,-  in  some  degree,  an 
enigma  to  himself,  and  may  well  be  obscure  to 
us.  Above  all,  there  are  mysteries  and  un- 
sound'ed  abysses  in  every  human  heart ;  and 
that  is  but  a  questionable  philosophy  which 
undertakes  so  readily  to  explain  them.  Reli- 
gious belief  especially,  at  least  when  it  seems 
heartfelt  and  well-intentioned,  is  no  subject 
for  harsh  or  even  irreverent  investigation. 
He  is  a  wise  man  that,  having  such  a  belief, 
knows  and  sees  clearly  the  grounds  of  it  in 
himself:  and  those,  we  imagine,  who  have 
explored  with  strictest  scrutiny  the  secret  of 
their  own  bosoms,  will  be  least  apt  to  rush 
with  intolerant  violence  into  that  of  other 
men*s. 

"The  good  Werner,"  says  Jean  Paul,  "fell, 
like  our  more  vigorous  Hofimann,  into  the  po- 
etical fermenting  vat  (Gdhrbottich)  of  our  time, 
where  all  Literatures,  Freedoms,  Tastes,  and 
Un tastes  are  foaming  through  each  other:  and 
where  all  is  to  be  found,  excepting  truth,  dili- 
gence, and  the  polish  of  the  file.  Both  would 
have  come  forth  clearer  had  they  studied  in 
Lessing's  day."  •  We  cannot  justify  Werner : 
yet  let  him  be  condemned  with  pity!  Aijd 
well  were  it  could  each  of  us  apply  to  him- 
self those  words,  which  Hitzig,  in  his  friendly 
indignation,  would  "  thunder  in  the  ears  "  of 
many  a  German  gainsayer :  TeUie  thou  the  beam 
out  of  thine  own  eye ;  then  $halt  thou  see  clearly  to 
take  the  mote  out  of  thy  brOthet^t. 

*  Letter  to  Hitsig ,  in  Jma  P^uVt  Lebtn,  by  Doering. 
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GOETHE'S   HELENA/ 


[FpBiitfV  Rbtow,  1828.] 


NioTAUs  has  rather  UvntiiglT  Mserted  of 
Godfaei  that  the  grand  law  of  ois  heiog  is  to 
tiOBelnde  whatsoerer  he  undertakes ;  that,  let, 
him  engage  in  aaj  task,  no  matter  what  its 
difflcnlties  or  bow  small  its  worth,  he  cannpt 
onit  it  till  be  has  mastered  Its  whole  secret, 
finished  it,  and  made  the  resaft  pf  it  his  own. 
nis,  snrelj,  whatever  Novalis  might  think,  is 
a  qoalitj  of  which  it  is  flur  safer  to  have  too 
ameh  man  too  little ;  and  iC  in  a  (Hendlier 
•pirl^  we  admit  that  it  does  rtrikinglv  belong 
to  QoMbe,  these  his  present  occupations  will 
not  aeem  dnt  of  harmony  with  the  rest  of  bis 
Ufo ;  bvl  rather,  it  maj  be  regarded  as  a  sin- 
nlar  ooastancy  of  fbrtnne,  which  now  allows 
mf^  after  eompletina  so  manj  single  enter- 
prises^ to  adjQst  deliberately  the  details  and 
eombuation  of  the  whole ;  and  thns,  in  per- 
ibpting  his  indlTidnal  works,  to  pnt.  fbe  last 
hud  to  the  highest  of  all  bis  woncs,  his  own 
literary  eharactor,  and  lesTe  the  impress  of  it 
to  posteriljr  in  that  form  and  accompaniment 
wmeh  he  himself  reckons-  fittest  For  the  last 
two  jraars,  as  many  of  onr  readen  may  know, 
the  venerable  Poet  has  been  employed  in  a  pa- 
tient and  Aonmgh  revisal  of  all  his  Writings; 
an  edition  of  which,  designated  as  the  **  complete 
and  final  **  one,  was  commenced  in  1887,  under 
external  eocoaragemenls  of  the  most  flattering 
sort,  and  with  arrangements  for  private  co-ope- 
ration, which,  as  we  learn,  have  secured  the 
constant  progress  of  the  work  **  against  every 
accident  The  first  ,LUferung,  of  five  vo- 
lumes, is  now  in  our  hands ;  a  second  of  like 
extent,  we  understand  to  be  already  on  its  way 
hiUier;  and  thus  by  regular  "Deliveries," 
from  half-year  to  half-year,  the  whole  Forty 
Volumes  are  to  be  completed  in  1831. 

To  the  lover  of  German  literature,  or  of 
literature  in  general,  this  undertaking  will  not 
be  indifferent:  considering,  as  he  must  do,  the 
works  of  Goethe  to  be  among  the  most  import- 
ant which  Germany  for  some  centuries  has 
sent  forth,  he  will  value  their  correctness  and 
completeness  for  its  own  sake;  and  not  the 
less,  as  forming  the  conclusion  of  a  long -pro- 
cess to  which  the  last  step  was  still  wanting ; 
whereby  he  may  not  only  enjoy  the  result,  but 
instruct  himself  by  foUowing  so  great  a  mas- 
ter through  the  changes  which  led  to  it  We 
can  now  add,  that,  to  the  mere  book-collector 
also,  the  business  promises  to  be  satisfactory. 
This  Edition,  avoiding  any  attempt  at  splen- 
dour or  unnecessary  decoration,  ranks,  never- 
theless, in  regard  to  accuracy,  convenience, 
and  true,  simple  elegance,  among  the  best  spe- 
cimens of  German  t3rpography.    The  cost,  too, 

*  Ooetke*s  SSmmtUeke  Wtrkt.  VoUatandige  Jiufgabe 
IttUer  Hand.  (Goethe*fi  Collective  Works.  Complete 
Edition^  with  hi«  final  Correctioni.)  Pint  Portion,  vols, 
i— ▼.  lOmo  and  8to.  CotU:  Stuttgard  t.  Ttibingcn. 
18S7. 


seems  moderate;  so  that,  op  en 
we  doubt  not  but  that  these  taatc 
will  spread  far  and  wide  in  their  o 
and  by  and  by,  we  may  hope,  be  n 
ia  many  a  British  library. 

Hitherto,  in  the  First  Porti<m,  w« 
little  or  no  alteration  of  what  ^ 
known;  but,  in  return,  some  cha 
rangement;  and,  what  is  more 
some  additions  of  heretofore 
poems;  in  particular,  a. piece  entii 
«  eUttkiMromaniie  PhmUatmagona^ 
cupies  some  eightr  pages  of  Volt 
It  IS  to  this  piece  that  we  now  pro 
ing  the  attention  of  onr  reaaen 
these,  as  have  studied  Hdna  for 
mnst  have  felt  how  Unle  calculate! 
intrinsically  or  by  its  extrinsic  n 
allusions,  to  be  rendered  very  in 
even .  verjr  intelligible  to  the  En| 
and  may  mcline  to  angnr  ill  of  on 
Indeed,  to  onr  own  eyes  it  already* 
ous  enough.  Bnt  the  dainty  littl 
magoria,*^  it  would  appear,  has 
sn^jeet  of  diligent  and  truly  wond 
lation  to  onr  German. neigfabonra 
also,  some  rague  mmonrs  seem  j 
reached  this  country,  and  these  lil 
to  awaken  on  all  hands  a  curiosi 
whether  intelligent  or  idle,  it  wer 
good  deed  to  allay.  In  a  Journal  * 
what  little  light  on  such  a  matte 
disposal  may  naturally  be  looked  i 

Helena^  like  many  of  Goethe's  w 
means  carries  its  significance  wi 
forehead,  so  that  he  who  runs  ma; 
on  the  contrary,  it  is  enveloped  i 
mystery,  under  coy  disguises,  whi- 
readers,  may  not  be  only  offensive 
but  altogether  provoking  and  in 
Neither  is  this  any  new  thing  w 
OAen  has  he  produced  compositi< 
prose  and  verse,  which  bring  crit 
mentator  into  straits,  or  even  to  i 
plus.  Some  we  have,  wholly  para 
half-literal,  half-parabolic ;  these  la 
casionally  studied,'by  dull  heads,  ii 
sense  alone ;  and  not  only  studie< 
demned:  for,  in  truth,  the  outwai 
seems  unsatisfactory  enough,  were 
ever  and  anon  we  are  reminded  of 
manifold  meaning  which  lies  hie 
il;  and  incited  by  capricious  bee 
evolve  this,  more  and  more  compl 
its  quaint  concealment 

Did  we  believe  that  Goethe  a 
mode  of  writing  as  a  vulgar  lure,  t 
his  poems  the  interest  which  migh 

^8«e.  for  inftancc,  the  "Athenram,**  N 
an  article  standi  headed  with  these  w* 
Helex  of  Tboy,  and  Lobo  Btsom. 
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10  many  charades,  we  should  hold  it  a  very 
K>or  proceeding.  Of  this  most  readers  of 
Soethe  will  know  that  he  is  incapable.  Such 
Qgrgleries,  and  uncertain  anglings  for  distinc- 
ioD,  are  a  class  of  accomplishments  to  which 
le  has  never  made  any  pretension.  The  truth 
s,  this  style  has,  in  many  cases,  its  own  ap- 
iropriateness.  Certainly,  in  all  matters  of 
iosiness  and  Science,  in  all  expositions  of 
act  or  argument,  clearness  and  ready  compre- 
lensibility  are  a  great,  often  an  indispensable, 
ibjecL  Nor  is  there  any  man  better  aware  of 
his  principle  than  Groethe,  or  who  more  rigo- 
oosly  adheres  to  it,  or  more  happily  exempli- 
ies  it,  wherever  it  seems  applicable.  But  in 
kis,  as  in  many  other  respects,  Science  and 
Po^ry,  having  separate  purposes,  may  have 
»eh  its  several  law.  If  an  artist  has  con- 
ieiTed  his  subject  in  the  secret  shrine  of  his 
nm  mind,  and  knows,  with  a  knowledge  be- 
rood  all  power  of  cavil,  that  it  is  true  and  pure, 
le  may  choose  his  own  manner  of  exhibiting 
t,  and  will  generally  be  the  fittest  to  choose  it 
velL  One  degree  of  light,  he  may  find,  will 
leseem  one  delineation  ;qn ite  a  different  de- 
cree of  light  another.  Tm  Face  of  Agamem- 
lon  was  not  painted  bat  hidden  in  the  old  Pic- 
are  :  the  Veiled  Figure  at  Sais  was  the  most 
izpressive  in  the  Temple.  In  fact,  the  grand 
^oint  is  to  havt  a  meaning,  a  genuine,  deep, 
lad  noble  one ;  the  proper  form  for  embodying 
liis,  the  ibrm  best  suited  to  the  subject  and  to 
lie  author,  will  gather  round  it  almost  of  its 
»wn  accord.  We  profess  ourselves  unfriendly 
10  no  mode  of  communicating  Truth ;  which 
we  rejoice  to  meet  with  in  all  shapes,  from  that 
of  the  child's  Catechism  to  the  deepest  poetical 
Allegory.  Nay,  the  Allegory  itself  may  some- 
limes  be  the  truest  part  of  the  matter.  John 
Banyan,  we  hope,  is  nowise  our  best  theolo- 
gian; neither,  unhappily,  is  theology  our  most 
attractive  science ;  yet,  which  of  our  compends 
and  treatises,  nay,  which  of  our  romances  and 
poems,  lives  in  such  mild  sunshine  as  the  good 
oldPi(grii»i*«  ProgreUf  in  the  memory  of  so  many 


Under  Goethe's  management,  this  style  of 
composition  has  often  a  singular  charm.  The 
icaiter  is  kept  on  the  alert,  ever  conscious  of 
hif  own  active  co-operation ;  light  breaks  on 
kink,  and  clearer  and  clearer  vision,  by  degrees ; 
tin  at  last  the  whole  lovely  Shape  comes  forth, 
fefiaiie,  it  may  be,  and  bright  with  heavenly 
ladiance,  or  fading,  on  this  side  and  that,  into 
vigne  expressive  mystery;  but  true  in  both 
cases,  and  beautiful  with  nameless  enchant- 
BCDts,  as  the  poet's  own  eye  may  have  beheld 
it    We  love  it  the  more  for  the  labour  it  has 

E 'rep  us;  we  almost  feel  as  if  we  ourselves 
kd  assisted  in  its  creation.  And  herein  lies 
fcc  highest  merit  of  a  piece,  and  the  proper  art 
•f  reading  it  We  have  not  reid  an  author  till 
we  have  seen  his  object^  whatever  it  may  be, 
uke  saw  it  It  is  a  matter  of  reasoning,  and 
^  he  reasoned  stupidly  and  falsely  ?  We 
iboold  understand  the  circumstances  which  to 
kit  mind  made  it  seem  true,  or  persuaded  him 
to  vrite  it,  knowing  that  it  was  not  so.  In  any 
Whcr  way  we  do  him  injustice  if  we  judge  him. 
^it  of  poetry!  His  words  are  so  many  sym- 
^Js,  to  which  we  ourselves  must  furnish  the 
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interpretation ;  or  they  remain,  as  in  all  prosaic 
minds   the  words  of  poetry  ever  do,  a  dead 
letter:  indications  they  are,  barren  in  them- 
selves, but  by  following  which,  we  also  may 
reach,  or  approach,  that  Hill  of  Vision  where 
the  poet  stood,  beholding  the  glorious  scene 
which  it  is  the  purport  of  his  poem  to  show 
others.  A  reposing  state, in  which  the  Hill  were 
brought  under  us,  not  wc  obliged  to  mount  it, 
might,  indeed,  for  the  present  be  more  conve* 
nient ;  but,  in  the  end,  it  could  not  be  equally 
satisfying.    Continuance  of  passive  pleasure, 
it  should  never  be  forgotten,  is  here,  as  under 
all  conditions  of  mortal  existence,  an  impossi 
bility.    E  ver}'^where  in  life,  the  true  question  is, 
not  what  we  gain,  but  what  we  do:  so  also  in 
intellectual  matters,  m  conversation,  in  read- 
ing, which  is  more  precise  and  careful  con- 
versation, it  is  not  what  we  recewCf  but  what  we 
are  made  to  givCf  that  chiefly  contents  and  profits 
us.    True,  the  mass  of  readers  will  object ;  be- 
cause, like  the  mass  of  men,  they  are  too  indo- 
lent   But  if  any  one  affect,  not  the  active  and 
watchful,  but  the  passive  and  somnolent  line 
of   study,  are    there    not  writers,  expressly 
fashioned  for  him,  enough  and  to  spare  1    It  is 
but  the  smaller  number  of  books  that  become 
more  instructive  by  a  second  perusal:  the 
great  majority  are  as  perfecUy  plain  as  perfect 
triteness  can  make  them.    Yet,  if  time  is  pre- 
cious, no  book  that  will  not  improve  by  re- 
peated readings   deserves  to  be  read  at  all. 
And  were  there  an  artist  of  a  right  spirit ;  a 
man  of  wisdom,  conscious  of  his  high  voca- 
tion, of  whom  we  could  know  beforehand  that 
he  had  not  written  without  purpose  and  earnest 
meditation,  that  he  knew  what  he  had  written, 
and  had  imbodied  in  it,  more  or  less,  the  crea- 
tions of  a  deep  and  noble  soul, — should  we  not 
draw  near  to  him  reverently,  as  disciples  to  a 
master;  and  what  task  could  there  he  more 
profitable  than  to  read  him  as  we  have  de- 
scribed, to  study  him  even  to  his   minutest 
meanings  1     For,  were  not  this  to  think  as  he 
had  thought,  to  see  with  his  giAed  eyes,  to 
make  the  very  mood  and  feeling  of  his  great 
and  rich  mind  the  mood  also  of  our  poor  and 
little  one  ?    It  is  under  the  consciousness  of 
some  such  mutual  relation  that  Goethe  writes, 
and  his  countrymen  now  reckon  themselves 
bound  to  read  him;  a  relation  singular,  we 
might  say  solitary,  in  the  present  time;  but 
which  it  is  ever  necessary  to  bear  in  mind  in 
estimating  his  literary  procedure. 

To  justify  it  in  this  particular,  much  more 
might  be  said,  were  it  our  chief  business  at 
present    But  what  mainly  concerns  us  here, 
is,  to  know  that  such,  justified  or  not,  is  the 
poct*s  manner  of  writing;   which  also  must 
prescribe  for  us  a  correspondent  manner  of 
studying  him,  if  we  study  him  at  aH.    For  the 
rest,  on  this  latter  point  he  nowhere  expresses 
any  undue  anxiety.    His  works  have  invaria 
bly  been  sent  forth  without  preface,  without 
note  or  comment  of  any  kind;  but  left,  some 
times  plain  and  direct,  sometimes  dim   and 
typical,  in  what  degree  of  clearness  or  obscu 
rity  he  himself  may  have  judged  best,  to  be 
]  scanned,  and  glossed,  and  censured,  and  dis 
i  tortcd,  as  might  please  the  innumerable  multi- 
1  tude  of  critics ;  to  whose  verdict  he  has  been. 
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-fiir  a  grett  part  of  bis  life,aeciised  of  listening 
with  Qowsmntable  composure.  Hekma  is  no 
ezeeption  to  that  praotiet^  but  rather  among 
the  strong  instances  of  IL  This  InUrfudt  to 
Fauti  presents  itself  abraptly,  under  a  charac- 
ter not  a  little,  enigmatte ;  so  that,  at  first  view, 
we  know  not  well  what  to  m^e  of  it ;  and  only 
alter  repeated  pernsals,  will  the  scattered 
glimmerings  of  si^iflcance  begin  to  coalesce 
uito  oontinnons  light,  and  the  whole,  in  any 
measure^  rise  before  ns  with  that  greater  or  less 
d^iree  of  c(riierence  which  it  may  have  had  in 
the  mind  of  the  poet  Nay,  after  all,  no  perfect 
«le«iiess  may  be  atoned,  bat  only  Tarions 

rozimations  toit;1iiolB  and  half  glances 
meaning,  which  is  still  shrouded  in  TSgne- 
ness;  nay,  ta  die  Jnst  picturing  of  which  this 
TciT  vagneness  was  essentiaL  For  the  whole 
pMe  hM  a  dreamFlike  character ;  and,  in  these 
«aMS»  no  pmdent  soothsayer  will  be  altogether 
eoofidsnt.  To  our  readers  we  most  now  en- 
deatovr,  so  fiir  as  possible,-  to  show  both  the 
dream  ud'its  interpretation:  the  former  as  it 
ataads  written  before  ns ;  the  latter  from  onr 
4nm  private  conjectnre  alone;  for  of  those 
aflaiige  Xlerman  comments  we  yet  know  no- 
ddng,  esceept  by  the  fkintest  hearsay. 

fitlnM  forms  part  of  a  continuation  to  Ftmtt ; 
bttt,  happily  for  our  present  undertaking,  its 
connection  with  the  latter  work  is  much  looser 
tbaa  might  have  been  expected.  We  say, 
hmppily;  because  Fatter,  though  considerabry 
talked  of  in  England,  appears  still  to  be  nowise 
kisown.  We  have  inade  it  our  duty  to  inspect 
Ae  tlntiili  translatibn  of  Fmk,  as  well  as  the 
Sxtraets  which  accompany  Retzsch's  Outlines ; 
and  various  disquisitions  and  animadversions, 
vituperative  or  laudatory,  grounded  on  these 
two  works;  but,  unfortunately,  have  found 
there  no  cause  to  alter  the  above  persuasion. 
Ftnut  is  emphatically  a  work  of  Art ;  a  work 
matured  in  the  mysterious  depths  of  a  vast  and 
wonderful  mind;  and  bodied  forth  with  that 
truth  and  curious  felicity  of  composition,  in 
which  this  man  is  generally  admitte4  to  have 
no  living  rival.  To  reconstruct  such  a  work 
in  another  language ;  to  show  it  in  its  hard  yet 
graceful  strength ;  with  those  slight  witching 
traits  of  pathos  or  of  sarcasm,  those  glimpses 
of  solemnity  or  terror,  and,  so  many  reflexes 
and  evanescent  echoes  of  meaning,  which  con- 
nect it  in  strange  union  with  the  whole  Infinite 
of  thought, — were  business  for  a  man  of  differ- 
ent powers  than  has  yet  attempted  German 
translation  among  us.  In  fact,  Fau$t  is  to  be 
read  not  once  but  many  times,  if  we  would  un- 
derstand it:  every  line, every* word  has  its  pur- 
Sirt;  and  only  in  such  minute  inspection  will 
e  essential  significance  of  the  poem  display 
itself.  Perhaps  it  is  even  chiefly  by  following 
these  fainter  traces  and  token?,  that  the  true 
point  of  vision  for  the  whole  is  discovered  to 
us ;  and  we  stand  at  last  in  the  proper  scene 
of  Faust ;  a  wild  and  wondrous  region,  where, 
in  pale  light,  the  primeval  Shapes  of  Chaos, 
— as  it  were,  the  Foundations  of  Being  itself, — 
seem  to  loom  forth,  dim  and  huge,  in  the  vague 
Immensity  around  us;  and  the  life  and  nature 
of  man,  with  its  brief  interests,  its  misery  and 
sin,  its  mad  passion  and  poor  frivolity,  struts 
and  frets  its  hour,  encompassed  and  overlooked 


by  that  stupendous  Ail,  of  which 
indissoluble  though  so  mean  a  U 
who  would  study  all  this  must  for 
we  are  afraid,  be  content  to  sta 
originaL 

But  our  English  criticisms  of 

been  of  a  still  more  unedifyiog  s< 

man  fancy  the  (Edipu9  Tyr^imm  d 

the  first  time,  translated  from  \ 

Greek   manuscript,   by   some   i 

manufacturer,  and  *<  brought  on 

Lane,  with  new  music,  made  as  ** 

make  new  mixtures,  by  pouring 

vessel  into  another !"    Then  read 

report  in  the  morning  Papers,  ai 

zines  of  next  month.    Was  not  tlM 

rather  '^  heavy  1"     How  indiffei 

audience  sit ;  how  little  use  was 

handkerchieC  except  by  such  as 

Did  not  CEdinus  somewhat  ren 

blubbering  schoolboy,  and  Jocasta 

milliner  1    Confess  that  the  pk 

strous;  nay,  considering  the  ma 

Enp^land,  highly  immoraL    On  thi 

a  smgular  dieficiq^ey  of  tetfe  mm 

oles  have  laboured  under!    But 

was  excluded  ilrom  the** society 

ential  classes  :**  for,  after  all,  th( 

without  indications  of  genius :  ht 

training  of  himr-And  so  on,  th: 

variations  of  the  critical  compiiK 

80  might  it  have  fared  with  tlM 

clan ;  for  so  has  it  fared  with  the 

that  writes  in  a  Grecian  spirit. 

ment  of  FomH  may  deserve  to  t 

for  various  reasons ;  not  to  be  la 

because,  as  in  much  more  import 

it  is  inevitable,  and   lies  in  the 

I  case.    Besides,  a  better  state  of 

dently  enough  coming:  round.    B 

labours,  poetical  and  intellectua 

mans,  as  of  other  nations,  will  j 

us  in  their  true  shape ;  and  Fau\ 

rest,  will  have  justice  done  it.    F 

it  were  unwise  presumption,  at 

pretend  opening  the  full  poetical 

of  Faiut :  nor  is  this  the  place  for 

an  attempt. "   Present  purposes  wi 

ed  if  we  can  point  out  some  ger 

and  bearings  of  the  piece ;  such 

its  relation  with  Helena ;  bv  what 

this  latter  has  been  intercalatec 

how  far  the  strange  picture  am 

framing  it  is  inclosed  in  correspo 

The  story  of  Faust  forms  on< 

remarkable  productions  of  the  ! 

or  rather,  it  is  the  most  striking 

of  a  highly  remarkable  belief,  wh 

or  prevailed  in  those  ages.   Consi 

it  may  take  the  rank  of  a  Christi 

the  same  sense  as  the  story  of  Pi 

Titan,  and  the  like,  are  Pagan 

our  keener  inspection,  it  will  disc 

impressive  or  characteristic  aspe 

human  nature, — ^here  bright,  joy 

dent,  smiling  even  in  its  sternnes 

meditative,  awe-struck,  austere,— 

they  and  it  took  their  rise.    Tc 

days,  it  is  not  easy  to  estimate  1 

of  Faust,  invested  with  its  magic 

horrors,  must  have  harrowed  up 
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and  earnest  people,  in  an  age  when  its 
c  t  'vi^s  not  yet  obsolete,  and  such  contracts 

th«  principle  of  Evil  were  thought  not 
credible  in  general,  but  possible  to  every 
id  ual  auditor  who  here  shuddered  at  the 
ion  of  them.  The  day  of  Magic  has  gone 
Witchcraft  has  been  put  a  stop  to  by  act 
iriiament.  But  the  mysterious  relations 
h  it  emblemed  still  continue ;  the  Soul  of 

stilJ  fights  with  the  dark  iofluences  of 
■a-nce.  Misery,  and  Sin;  still  lacerates 
y  like  a  captive  bird,  against  the  iron 
s  which  Necessity  has  drawn  round  it ; 
uoUows  False  Shows,  seeking  peace  and 

on  paths  where  no  peace  or  good  is  to  be 
d.  In  this  sense,  Faust  may  still  be  con- 
"cd  as  true ;  nay,  as  a  truth  of  the  most 
"vssive  sort,  and  one  which  will  always 
%m  true.  To  body  forth,  in  modern  sym- 
,  a  feeling  so  old  and  deep-rooted  in  our 
le  European  way  of  thought,  were  a  task 
lui worthy  of  the  highest  poetical  genius. 
Scrmany,  accordingly,  it  has  several  times 
a  attempted,  and  with  very  various  success. 
DS^r  has  produced  a  Romance  of  Faust,  full 
fv^Sged  sense,  and  here  and  there  not  with- 
I  considerable  strength  of  delineation ;  yet, 
t^e  whole,  of  an  essentially  unpoetical  cha- 
pter; dead,  or  living  with  only  a  mechanical 
<B '«  Coarse,  almost  gross,  and,  to  our  minds, 
T  too  redolent  of  pitch  and  bitumen.  Maler 
tiller's  foMf,  which  is  a  Drama,  must  be  re^ 
^^  as  t  much  more  genial  performance,  so 
J[*s  it  goes ;  the  secondary  characters,  the 
"^  and  rakish  Students,  often  remind  us  of 
*  own  Fords  and  Marlowes.  His  main  per- 
jl^  however,  Faust  and  the  Devil,  are  but 
■^oaiely  conceived;  Faust  is  little  more 
■"^  self-willed,  supercilious,  and,  alas,  insol- 
J**;  the  Devils,  above  all,  are  savage,  long- 
y<d,and  insufferably  noisy.  Besides,  the 
^^  bas  been  left  in  a  fragmentary  state ;  it 
^  i^ovisf  pass  as  the  best  work  of  MUller*s.* 
^^'^SnoaDn  s  Faust,  which  also  is  (or  lately 
^)  t  Drama,  we  have  never  seen ;  and  have 
^y  beard  of  it  as  of  a  tawdry  and  hollow 

y^'Herfe  NOller  (more  commonly  called  Maler,  or 
?^^  Miiller)  n  here,  m  fkr  u  we  know,  named  for 
**^ thM  to  Enf llah  readers.  NevenheleM,  in  any 
I*?  yajy  of  German  llferature,  this  author  muft  Uke 
S??eaMofmany  bnndredf  whoae  reputation  baa  tra- 
^  After.  But  Miiller  liai  been  unfbrtanate  in  faU 
g  ^ontry,  a»  well  aa  here.  At  an  early  af  e,  meeting 
r^  ■^■vceeaa  aa  a  poet,  be  quitted  that  art  for  paint- 
]^^  retired,  perhaps  in  diafuiit,  into  Italy  ;  where 
g*W  little  prvierment  aeema  to  have  awaited  him. 
I J7 'Wait*  after  almost  half  a  century  of  neflect,  were 
"T^Vh  kroufht  Into  ilKht  and  general  eatimation  by 
r  ; H^'^'^ '  ^  ^  '^""^  when  the  author  might  indeed 
/J'^t  lie  was  **  old  and  could  not  enjoy  it,  lolitary 
^'^  not  Impart  it,"  but  not,  unhappily,  that  he  waa 
*?^  and  did  not  want  it,"  for  his  fine  genius  had 
1^^*^  for  itself  no  free  way  amid  so  many  obstruc- 
^  ud  stUI  continued  unrewarded  and  unrecognised, 
^hintfaigi,  chiefly  of  still-life  and  animala,  are  said 
'"^•■ess  a  true  though  no  very  extraordinary  merit : 
J^  Ui  poetry  we  will  venture  to  assert  that  it  be- 
^^  1  gv-nuine  feeling  and  talent,  nay,  rises  at  times 
^  into  the  higher  regions  of  Art.  Hto  Aia.m*»  Awak- 
Jr.  lus  Satw  Mmptms,  his  J^usakenum  (NVitshelling), 
^iBed  an  they  are  with  simple  kindly  strength,  with 
1^  viclon,  and  love  of  nature,  are  incomparably  the 
'  tScnnan  or,  indeed,  modern  Idyls ;  his  **  Genoveva'* 
stiij  stand  reading,  even  with  that  of  Tieck.  These 
jt^are  now  acknowledged  among  the  Germans ;  but 
lulliir  the  acknowledgment  is  of  no  avail.  He  died 
e  two  years  ago  at  Rome,  where  he  seems  to  have 
tisted  latterly  aa  a  sort  of  picture-ckerone. 


article,  suited  for  immediate  use,  and  immedi- 
ate oblivion. 

Goethe,  we  believe,  was  the  first  who  tried 
this  subject ;  and  is,  on  all  hands,  considered 
as  by  far  the  most  successful.  His  manner  of 
treating  it  appears  to  us,  so  far  as  we  can  un- 
derstand it,  peculiarly  just  and  happy.  He 
retains  the  supernatural  vesture  of  the  story, 
but  retains  it  with  the  consciousness,  on  his 
and  our  part,  that  it  is  a  chimera.  His  art- 
magic  comes  forth  in  doubtful  twilight;  vajjue 
in  its  outline;  interwoven  everywhere  with 
light  sarcasm  ;  nowise  as  a  real  Object,  but  as 
a  real  Shadow  of  an  Object,  which  is  al.-^o 
real,  yet  lies  beyond  our  horizon,  and,  except 
in  its  shadows,  cannot  itself  be  seen.  Nothing 
were  simpler  than  to  look  into  this  poem  for  a 
new  "Satan's  Invisible  World  displayed,"  or 
any  effort  to  excite  the  skeptical  minds  of  these 
days  by  goblins,  wizards,  and  other  infernal 
ware.  Such  enterprises  belong  to  artists  of  a 
different  species:  Goethe's  Devil  is  a  culti- 
vated personage,  and  acquainted  with  the 
modern  sciences;  sneers  at  witchcraft  and 
the  black-art,  even  while  employing  them,  as 
heartily  as  any  member  of  the  French  Insti- 
tute ;  for  he  is  a  pkilo9ophr,  and  doubts  most 
things,  nay,  half  disbelieves  even  his  own  ex- 
istence. It  is  not  without  a  cunning  effort  that 
all  this  is  managed;  but  managed,  :n  a  consi- 
derable degree,  it  is ;  for  a  world  of  magic  is 
opened  to  us  which,  we  might  almost  say,  we 
feel  to  be  at  once  true  and  not  true. 

In  fact,  Mephistopheles  comes  before  us, 
not  arrayed  in  the  terrors  of  Cocytus  andPhle- 
gethon,  but  in  the  natural  indelible  deformity 
of  Wickedness ;  he  is  the  Devil,  not  of  Super- 
stition, but  of  Knowledge.  Here  is  no  cloven 
foot,  or  horns  and  tail :  he  himself  informs  us 
that,  during  the  late  march  of  intellect,  the 
very  Devil  has  participated  in  the  spirit  of  the 
age,  and  laid  these  appendages  aside.  Doubt- 
less, Mephistopheles  *'h'as  the  manners  of  a 
gentleman ; "  he  **  knows  the  world ;  '*  nothing 
can  exceed  the  easy  tact  with  which  he  ma- 
nages himself;  his  wit  and  sarcasm  are  unli- 
mited ;  the  cool  heartfelt  contempt  with  which 
he  despises  all  things,  human  and  divine, 
might  make  the  fortune  of  half  a  dozen  "  fel- 
lows about  town."  Yet,  withal,  he  is  a  devil 
in  very  deed;  a  genuine  Son  of  Night  He 
calls  himself  the  Denier,  and  this  truly  is  his 
name;  for,  as  Voltaire  did  with  historical 
doubt,  so  does  he  with  all  moral  appearances ; 
settles  them  with  a  N^n  croyez  rien.  The 
shrewd,  all-informed  intellect  he  has,  is  an  at- 
torney intellect ;  it  can  contradict,  but  it  cannot 
affirm.  With  lynx  vision,  he  descries  at  a 
glance  the  ridiculous,  the  unsuitable,  the  bad ; 
but  for  the  solemn,  the  noble,  the  worthy,  he  is 
blind  as  his  ancient  Mother.  Thus  does  he  go 
along,  qualifying,  confuting,  despising ;  on  all 
hands  detecting  the  false,  but  without  force  to 
bring  forth,  or  even  to  discern,  any  glimpse 
of  the  true.  Poor  Devil !  what  truth  should 
there  be  for  him  1  To  see  Falsehood  is  his 
only  truth :  falsehood  and  evil  are  the  rule, 
truth  and  good  the  exception  which  confirms 
it.  He  can  believe  in  nothing,  but  in  his  own 
self-conceit,  and  in  the  indestructible  baseness, 
folly,  and  hypocrisy  of  men.    For  him,  virtue 


CARLYLE'8  MISCELLANEOUS  WRITINGS. 


it  some  bubble  of  the  blood :  "  it  stands  written 
on  his  face  that  he  never  loved  a  living  soul." 
Nay,  he  cannot  even  hate :  at  Faast  himself 
he  has  no  grudge ;  he  merely  tempts  him  by 
way  of  experiment,  to  pass  the  time  scientiA- 
cally.  Such  a  combination  of  perfect  Under- 
standing with  perfect  Selfishness,  of  logical 
Life  with  moral  Death ;  so  universal  a  denier, 
both  in  heart  and  head, — is  undoubtedly  a 
child  of  Darkness,  an  emissary  of  the  pri- 
meval Nothing;  and  coming  forward,  as  he 
does,  like  a  person  of  breeding,  and  without 
any  flavour  of  Brimstone,  may  stand  here,  in 
his  merely  spiritual  deformity,  at  once  potent, 
dangerous,  and  contemptible,  as  the  best  and 
only  genuine  Devil  of  these  latter  times. 

In  strong  contrast  with  this  impersonation 
of  modem  worldly-mindedness,  stands  Faust 
himself,  by  nature  the  antagonist  of  it,  but  des- 
tined also  to  be  its  victim.    If  Mephistopheles 
represent  the  spirit  of  Denial,  Faust  may  re- 
present that  of  Inquiry  and  Endeavour :  the 
two  are,  by  necessity,  in   conflict ;  the  light 
and  the  darkness  of  man's  life  and  mind.    In- 
trinsically, Faust  is  a  noble  being,  though  no 
wise  one.    His  desires  are  towards  the  high 
and  trae ;  nay,  with  a  whirlwind  impetuosity 
he  rushes  forth  over  the  Universe  to  grasp  all 
excellence ;  his  heart  yearns  towards  the  infi- 
nite and  the  invisible :  only  that  he  knows  not 
the  conditions  under  which  alone  this  is  to  be 
attained.    Confiding  in  his  feeling  of  himself, 
he  has  started  with  the  tacit  persuasions,  so 
natural  to  all  men,  that  he  at  least,  however  it 
may  Care  with  others,  shall  and  must  be  happy; 
a  deep-seated,  though  only  half-conscious  con- 
viction lurks  in  him,  that  wherever  he  is  not 
successful,  fortune  has  dealt  with  him  unjuBtly. 
His  purposes  are  fair,  nay,  generous:  why 
should  he  not  prosper  in  them  ?     For  in  all 
his  lofty  aspirings,  his  strivings  after  truth 
and  more  than  human  greatness  of  mind,  it 
has  never  struck  him  to  inquire  how  he,  the 
strivcr,  was  warranted  for  such  enterprises ; 
with  what  faculty  Nature  had  equipped  "him ; 
within  what  limits  she  had  hemmed  him  in ; 
by  what  right  he  pretended  to  be  happy,  or 
could,  some  short  space  ago,  have  pretended 
to  it  at  all.    Experience,  indeed,  will   teach 
him,   for  "  Experience   is  the  best  of  school- 
masters ;  only  the  school-fees  are  heavy."     As 
yet,  too,  disappointment,  which  fronts  him  on 
every  hand,  rather   maddens   than   instructs. 
Faust  has  spent  his  youth  and  manhood,  not 
as  others  do  in  the  sunny  crowded  paths  of 
profit,  or  among  the  rosy  bowers  of  pleasure, 
but  darkly  and  alone  in  the  search  of  Tniih  : 
is  it  fit  that  Truth  should  now  hide  herself, 
and  his  sleeple>s  pilgrimage  towards  Know- 
ledge and  Vision   end  iti  the   pale  shadow  of 
Doubt?     To  his  dream  of  a  glorious  higher 
happiness,  all  earthly  hajipiness  has  been  sa- 
crificed; friendship,  love,  ihe  social  rewards 
of  jimbition  were  cheerfully  cast  aside,  for  his 
eye   and  his  heart  wire  bent  on  a  region  of 
clear  and  supreme  good ;  and  now,  in  its  stead, 
he  finds  isolation,  silence,  and  despair.     What 
solace  remains'!     Virtue  once  promised  to  be 
her  own  reward;   but  becau.>e  she  does  not 
pay  him  in  the  current  coin  of  worldly  enjoy- 
ment, he  reckons  her  too  a  delusion ;  and,  like 


Brutus,  reproaches  as  a  shadow,  whit  he  i 
worshipped  as  a  substance.  Whither  i 
he  now  tend?  For  his  loadstars  harei 
out  one  by  one;  and  as  the  darkness  fel^irj 
strong  and  steady  wind  has  cbtn^  iM  ^ 
fierce  and  aimless  tornado.  Faust  ciUtkU 
self  a  monster,  **  without  object,  yet  wiihi4 
rest."  The  vehement,  keen,  and  stonnftlMlu 
ture  of  the  man  is  stung  into  fury,uhetkiiv 
of  all  he  has  endured  and  lost;  hehnxidiiij 
gloomy  meditation,  and,  like  Brllrmpblj 
wanders  apart,  '^  eating  bis  own  hieiit;*« 
bursting  into  fiery  paroxysms,  cunes  mdit, 
whole  existence  as  a  mockery;  corses hif%^ 
and  faith,  and  joy,  and  care,  and  whatisMttj 
''curses  patience  more  than  all  the  rest"  U 
his  weak  arm  the  power,  he  conld  mJkm 
Universe  asunder,  as  at  the  crack  of  Mb 
and  hurl  his  own  vexed  being  aloagiill; 
into  the  silence  of  Annihilation. 

Thus  Faast  is  a  man  who  basqniifelfil 
ways  of  vulgar  men,  without  light  to  gadekHj 
on  a  better  way.  No  longer  restricted  Iqrl' 
sympathies,  the  common  interests  uid con 
persuasions  by  which  the  mass  of  mortili^< 
individually  ignorant,  nay,  it  may  be^  H 
and  altogether  blind  as  to  the  proper  ail  I 
life,  are  yet  held  together,  and  like  stooa 
the  channel  of  a  torrent,  by  their  vetys' 
!ude  and  mutal  collision,  arc  made  tomorti 
some  regalarity, — he  is  still  buta  slare;! 
slave  of  impulses,  which  are  stn)nger,iKKI 
or  better,  and  the  more  unsafe  that  theyuei 
tary.  He  sees  the  vulgar  of  mankind  [ 
but  happy  only  in  their  baseness.  Hii 
feels  to  be  peculiar ;  the  victim  of  t 
an  unexampled  de>tiny;  not  as  other  mei,l 
is  "  with  them,  not  of  them."  There  is  ma0l 
here  ;  nay,  as  Goethe  has  elsewhere  ti^ 
remarked,  the  beginning  of  madness  itselL  I 
is  only  in  the  sentiment  of  companionship Iki 
men  •feel  safe  and  assured:  to  all  doabtsaA 
mysterious  "  questionings  of  destiny,"  theirJl 
satisfying  answer  is,  Oihen  doandsi^trtkiBt 
Were  it  not  for  this,  the  dullest  day-drndgf  rf 
Mammon  might  think  himself  into  unspeit 
able  abysses  of  despair;  for  he,  too, is" fc* 
fully  and  wonderfully  made ;"  Infinitude  ■ 
Incomprehensibility  surround  him  on  ihishirf 
and  that;  and  the  vague  spectre  Death, siW 
and  sure  as  Time,  is  advancing  at  allnonai 
to  sweep  him  away  for  ever.  Buthean$«fll 
Ofhcrs  lio  and  suffer  thr  likx ;  and  plods  ll<i| 
without  misgivings.  Were  there  butOnellB 
in  the  world,  he  would  be  a  terror  to  himsdfi 
and  the  highest  man  not  less  so  than  the  to* 
est.  Now  it  is  as  this  One  Man  thatFansti* 
gards  himself;  he  is  divided  from  hisfelkW 
cannot  answer  with  them,  Other*  dothtHki:» 
yet.  why  or  how  he  specially  is  to«i>or«^ 
will  nowhere  reveal  itself.  For  he  issiiD^i 
the  gall  of  bitterness  ;'*  Pride  and  an  enM 
uncompromising,  though  secret  love  of  8d 
are  still  the  mainsprings  of  his  condac 
Knowledge  with  him  is  precious  only  h 
cause  it  is  power;  even  virtue  he  would  1* 
chiefly  a.s  a  finer  sort  of  sensuality*,  andfc 
cause  It  was  hi*  virtue.  A  ravenous  husj 
for  enjoyment  haunts  him  everj-wbere;! 
Minted  allotments  of  earthly  life  are  as 
mocker}'  to  him :  to  the  iron  law  of  Force 
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field;  for  his  heart,  though  torn,  is  yet 
ned,  and  till  Humility  shall  open  his 
soft  law  of  Wisdom  will  be  hidden 
u 

rest  a  man  of  this  character  with  su- 
al  powers  is  but  enabling  him  to  re- 
error  on  a  larger  scale,  to  play  the 
Ise  game  with  a  deeper  and  more 
stake.  Cro  where  he  may,  he  will "  find 
again  in  a  conditional  world ;"  widen 
;re  as  he  pleases,  he  will  find  it  again 

I  by  the  empire  of  Necessity ;  the  gay 
f  Existence  is  again  but  a  fraction  of 
ent  realm  of  Night.  Were  he  all-wise 
;x)werful,  perhaps  he  might  be  content- 
Tirtuous;  scarcely  otherwise.  The 
human  soul  is  infinite  in  wishes,  and 
aite  Universe  was  not  made  for  one, 
tU.  Vain  were  it  for  Faust,  by  heap- 
;fat  on  height,  to  straggle  towards  infi- 
while  to  that  law  of  Self-denial,  by 
lone  man's  narrowdestiny  may  become 
litnde  within  itself,  he  is  still  a  stran- 
icb,  however,  is  bis  attempt :  not  in- 
cited by  hope,  but  goaded  on  by  des- 
!  unites  himself  with  the  Fiend,  as 
troDger  though  a  wicked  agency ;  reck- 

II  issues,  if  so  were  that  by  these  means 
ring  of  his  heart  might  be  stayed,  and 
(  secret  of  Destiny  unravelled  or  for- 


this  conflicting  union  of  the  higher 
>f  the  soul  with  the  lower  elements  of 
life;  of  Faust,  the  son  of  Light  and 
11,  with  the  influences  of  Doubt,  Denial, 
struction,  or  Mephistopheles,  who  is 
ibol  and  spokesman  of  these,  that  the 
s  here  proposed  to  delineate.    A  high 

;  and  of  which  the  solution  is  yet  far 
mpleted;  nay,  perhaps,  in  a  poetical 
I  not,  strictly  speaking,  capable  of  com- 
Por  it  is  to  be  remarked  that,  in  this 
:  with  the  Prince  of  Darkness,  little  or 
tion  or  allusion  is  made  to  a  Future 
hereby  it  might  seem  as  if  the  action 
t  intended,  in  the  manner  of  the  old 

to  terminate  in  Faust's  perdition ;  but 
IS  if  an  altogether  different  end  must 
ided  for  him.  Faast,  indeed,  wild  and 
s  he  is,  cannot  be  regarded  as  a  wicked, 
!9s  as  an  utterly  reprobate  roan  :  we  do 
kon  him  ill-intentioned,  but  misguided 
serable;  he  falls  into  crime,  not  by 
;,  but  by  accident  and  blindness.  To 
m  to  the  Pit  of  Wo,  to  render  such  a 
er  the  eternal  slave  of  Mephistopheles, 
look  like  making  darkness'triumphant 
jht,  blind  force  over  erring  reason ;  or, 

were  cutting  the  Oordian   knot,  not 

it.  If  we  mistake  not,  Goethe's  Faust 
ve  a  finer  moral  than  the  old  nursery- 
the  other  plays  and  tales  thai  have  been 
I  on  it.  Our  seared  and  blighted,  yet 
)le  Faast,  will  not  end  in  the  madness 
or.  but  in  Peace  grounded  on  better 
dge.  Whence  that  Knowledge  is  to 
rhat  higher  and  freer  world  of  Art  or 
1  may  be  hovering  in  the  mind  of  the 
•  will  not  try  to  surmise :  perhaps  in 
erial  emblematic  glimpses,  he  may  yet 
t  us,  transient  and  afar  off)  yet  clear 


with  orient  beauty,  as  a  Land  of  Wonders,  and 
new  Poetic  Heaven. 

With  regard  to  that  part  of  the  work  already 
finished,  we.must  here  say  little  more.  Fatut, 
as  it  yet  stands,  is,  indeed,  only  a  stating  of 
the  difficalty ;  but  a  stating  of  it  wisely,  truly, 
and  with  deepest  poetic  emphasis.  For  how 
many  living  hearts,  even  now  imprisoned  in 
the  perplexities  of  Doubt,  do  these  wild  pierc- 
ing tones  of  Faust,  his  withering  agonies  and 
fiery  desperation,  "  speak  the  word  they  have 
long  been  waiting  to  hear  !^  A  nameless  pain 
had  long  brooded  over  the  soul:  here, by  some 
light  touch,  it  starts  into  form  and  voice ;  we 
see  it  and  know  it,  and  see  that  another  also 
knew  it  This  Faust  is  as  a  mystic  Oracle  for 
the  mind;  a  Dodona  grove,  where  the  oaks 
and  fountains  prophesy  to  us  of  our  destiny, 
and  murmur  unearthly  secrets. 

How  all  this  is  managed,  and  the  poem  so 
curiously  fashioned ;  how  the  clearest  insight 
is  combined  with  the  keenest  feeling,  and  the 
noblest  and  wildest  imagination;  by  what  soft 
and  skilful  finishing  these  so  heterogeneous 
elements  are  blended  in  fine  harmony,  and  the 
dark  world  of  spirits,  with  its  merely  meta- 
physical entities,  plays  like  a  chequering  of 
strange  mysterious  shadows  among  the  palpa- 
ble objects  of  material  life ;  and  the  whole,  firm 
in  its  details,  and  sharp  and  solid  as  reality, 
yet  hangs  before  us  melting  on  all  sides  into 
air,  and  free,  and  light,  as  the  baseless  fabric 
of  a  vision ;  all  this  the  reader  can  learn  fully 
nowhere  but,  by  long  study,  in  the  work  itself. 
The  general  scope  and  spirit  of  it  we  have 
now  endeavoured  to  sketch:  the  few  incidents 
on  which,  with  the  aid  of  much  dialogue  and 
exposition,  these  have  been  brought  out,  are 
perhaps  already  known  to  most  readers,  and, 
at  all  events,  need  not  be  minutely  recapitu- 
lated here.    Mephistopheles  has  promised  to 
himself  that  he  will  lead  Faust  "  through  the 
bustling  inanity  of  life/'  but  that  its  pleasures 
shall  tempt  and  not  satisfy  him;  "food  shall 
hover  before  his  eager  lips,  but  he  shall  beg 
for  nourishment  in  vain."    Hitherto  they  have 
travelled  but  a  short  way  together;  yet,  so  far, 
the   Denier  has  kept  his   engagement  well. 
Faust,  endowed  with  all  earthly,  and  many 
more  than  earthly  advantages,  is  still  no  nearer 
contentnient ;    nay,   after  a   brief  season   of 
marred  and  uncertain  joy,  he  finds  himself  sunk 
into  deeper  wretchedness  than  ever.    Marga- 
ret, an  innocent  girl  whom  he  loves,  but  has 
betrayed,  is  doomed  to  die,  and  already  crazed 
in  brain,  less  for  her  own  errors  than  for  his: 
in  a  scene  of  true  pathos,  he  would  fain  per- 
suade her  to  escape  with  him,  by  the  aid  of 
Mephistopheles,  frOm  prison;  but  in   the  in- 
stinct of  her  heart  she   finds   an  invincible 
aversion  to  the  Fiend ;  she  chooses  death  and 
ignominy,  rather  than  life  and  love,  if  of  his 
giving.    At  her  final  refusal,  Mephistopheles 
proclaims  that  *'  she  is  judged,"  a  "  voice  from 
Above"  that  "  she  is  saved ;"  the  action  termi- 
nates ;  Faust  and  Mephistopheles  vanish  from 
our  sight,  as  into  boundless  Space. 


And  now,  after  so  long  a  preface,  we  arnve 
at  Helena^  the  "  Classico-romantic  Phantasma- 
goria,"  where  these  Adventurers,  strangely 
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altered  by  travel,  and  in  altogether  difTerent  must  necessarily  elevate  itself  altogedier a 
costumCf  have  aj^ain  risen  into  sight.  Our  long  from  the  hampered  sphere  of  the  Fint, 
preface  was  not  needless,  for  Faust  trnd  Helena,  conduct  a  man  of  such  a  nature  into  hij 
though  separated  by  some  wide  and  marvel-  regions,  under  worthier  circumstances, 
lous  interval,  are  nowise  disconnected.  Thej  **HowI,  for  my  part,  had  determined  toe 
characters  may  have  changed  by  absence;;  this,  lay  silently  before  my  own  mind,  1 
Faust  is  no  longer  the  .same  bitter  and  tem-'  time  to  time  exciting  me  to  some  progi 
pestuous  man,  but  Appears  in  chivalrous  com-j  while,  from  ail  and  each,  I  carefully  gna 
posure,  with  a  silent  energy,  a  grave,  and,  asi  my  secret,  still  in  hope  of  bringing  the  i 
it  were,  commanding  ardour.  Mephistopheles  {  to  the  wished-for  issue.  Now,  howerer,!! 
alone  may  retain  somewhat  of  his  old  spiteful  no  longer  keep  back ;  or,  in  publisbiDg 
shrewdness:  but  still  the  past  state  of  these  collective  Endeavours,  conceal  any  fanhe 
personages  must  illustrate  the  present;  and;cret  from  the  world;  to  which,  on  the 
only  by  what  we  remember  of  them,  can  we  j  trary,  I  feel  myself  l)ound  to  submit  my  i 
try  to  interpret  what  we  see.  In  fact,  the  style  j  lalniurs,  even  though  in  a  fragmentary  sla 
of  Helena  is  altogether  new :  quiet,  simple,  joy-  ■  **  Accordingly  I  have  resolved  that  the  at 
ful ;  passing  by  a  short  gradation  from  Classic  named  Piece,  a  smaller  drama,  complete  w 
dignity  into  Romantic  pomp;  it  has  every-  itself,  but  pertaining  to  the  Second  Pai 
where  a  full  and  sunny  tone  of  colouring;  re-j  Famt,  shall  be  furihwith  presented  in  the 
sembles  not  a  tragedy,  but  a  gay  gorgeous :  Portion  of  my  Works, 
mask.  Neither  is  Faust's  former  history  al- ,  ''  The  wide  chasm  between  that  well-ki 
Inded  to,  or  any  explanation  given  us  of  oc-j  dolorous  conclusion  of  the  first  part,  an 
currences  that  may  have  intervened.  It  is  aj  entrance  of  an  antique  Grecian  Heroine, ; 
light  scene,  divided  by  chasms  and  unknown  -;  yet  overarched;  meanwhile,  as  a  preambl 
distance  from  that  other  country  of  gloom. j  readers  will  accept  what  follows: 
Nevertheless,  the  latter  still  frowns  in  the-  "The  old  Letrend  tells  us,  and  the  ?■ 
back-ground;  nay,  rises  aloft,  shutting  out  fur-'  play  fails  not  to  introduce  the  scene. that  1 


in  his  imperious  pride  of  heart,  requiredi 
Mephistopheles  the  love  of  the  fair  Hdi 
Greece ;  in  which  demand  the  other,  aftei 
reluctance,  gratified  him.    Not  to  overl 


ther  view,  and  our  gay  vision  attains  a  new 
significance  as  it  is  painted  on  that  canvas  of 
storm. 

We  question  whether  it  ever  occurred  to  any 
English  reader  of  Faust,  that  the  work  needed  i  important  a  concern  in  our  work,  was 
a  continuation,  or  even  admitted  one.    To  the  {  for  us ;  and  how  we  have  endeavoured 
Germans,  howcvc:,  in  their  deeper  study  of  al  charge  it,  will  be  seen  in  this  Interlade 
favourite  poem,  which   also  th^y  have   full  {  what  may  have  furnished  the  proximate 
means  of  studying,  this  has  long  been  no  se-|  sion  of  such   an  occurrence,  and  ho)9 
cret;  and  such  as  have  seen  with  what  zeal;  manifold  hindrances,  our  old  magical 
most  fierinan  read<T>  cli^»rish  Faurt,  and  how ;  mnn  can  have  found  means  to  bring  l> 
the  younger  of  them  will  recite  whole  scenes;  irnlividual  Helena,  in  person,  out  of  Ore 
of  it,  with  a  vehemence  resembling  that  uf  ;  Lifr,  mu^t,  in  this  staije  of  the  business, 
Gil   Bias   and   his   Fii:un»  Hibcmoincn,  in  the!  undi>covored.     For  the  pre>ent,  it  i>  eti 
streets  of  Oviedo.  may  estimate  the  inlere>>t .  our  reader  will  admit  that  the  real  HcU 
excited  in  that  country  by  the  following  Notice  •  step  forth,  on  antique  trapiNly-coihuniu 
from  the  Author,  published   last  year  in  his ;  her  primitive  abode  in  Sparta.     We 
KuiMt  und  jJliertftum, 


"  Helena,     InUrUtdf  in  Fmut, 


quest  him  to  observe  in  what  way  am' 
Faust  will  presume  tf»  court  favour 
roval  all-famous  Beauty  of  the  world 
To  manage  so  unexampled  a  cou? 
be  admitted  to  be  no  easy  task ;  f«> 


to  "make  two  lovers  happy."     C 
was  not  ii^norant  of  this  mysi»Tn 
Faust's;  however,  he  slurs  it  i«vf 
without  fronting  the  difliculty  ;  H 
Hits  across  the  scene  as  an  airy  \ 
out  spe«'ch  or  personality,  and  rr 


*' Faust's  character,  in  the  elevation  to 
which  latter  refinement,  working  on  the  old  •  hero's  prayer  must  here  be  fulfi 
rude  Tradition,  has  raised  it,  represents  a  man  '  largest  extent,  before  the  business  c 
who,  feeling  impatient  and  imprisoned  within  \  a  step;  and  the  I'ods,  it  is  certain 
the  limits  of  mere  earthly  existence,  regards  the  habit  of  annihilating  lime  ai.d 
the  possession  of  the  highest  knowledge,  the 
enjoyment  of  the  fairest  blessings,  as  insulh- 
cient  even  in  the  slightest  degree  to  satisfy  his 
longing:  a  spirit,  according!}',  which,  strug- 
gling out  on  all  sides,  ever  returns  the  more 
unhappy. 

"This  form  of  mind  is  so  accordant  with  [sick  philosopher  "immorial  Sy 
our  modem  disposition,  that  various  persons  |  bahly  there  are  not  many  ih;it 
of  ability  have  been  induced  to  undertake  the.  Faust  such  immortakiy  ;  we  ; 
treatment  of  such  a  subject.     My  manner  of  j  envy  him :  lor  win*  does  not  > 
attempting  it  obtained  approval:  distinguished!  all  human  proliability,  is  nn  i 
men  considered  the  matter,  and  commented,  only  S(»me   hollow  phantasm 
on  my  performance;   all  which  I  thankfully  j  shape,  while  the  true  Da'i'.'lr 
observed.     At  the  same  time  I  could  not  but ■  dwells  afar  otf  in  the  inario  I. 
wonder  that  nime  of  those  who  undertf)ok  a- and  hee*ls  not  and  hear^  nv*' 
continuation  and  completion  of  my  Frai^ment,  i  invi'ca'i.iris  of  blaek-ait  ■      A' 
had  lighted  on  the  thought,  which  seemed  so;  to  call  loith  the  fiail  fairir.e  ir 
obvicus,  that  the  composition  of  a  Second  Pan:  furm  only,  but  in  soul  and  IJ 
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m  th«  Sod  of  Atreus  wedded,  and  for  whose 
i  Hi  on  ceased  to  be.    For  Faust  must  be- 

thfs  'VTonder,  not  as  she  seemed,  but  as 
was  ;  and  at  his  unearthly  desire,  the  Past 
I  become  Present;  and  the  antique  Time 
t  be      new-created,  and  give  back  its  per- 

and  circumstances,  though  so  long  since 
rnlpb  «d  in  the  silence  of  the  blank  by-gone 
ail}-  Y      However,  Mephistopheles  is  a  cun- 

gezxius;  and  will  not  start  at  common 
icless,.  Perhaps,  indeed,  he  is  Metaphysi- 
eoM  vBgh  to  know  that  Time  and  Space  are 
quiddities,  not  entities ',/omu  of  the  human  i 
,  LaL^v^s  of  Thought,  which  to  us  appear  in- ' 
indent  existences,  but,  out  of  our  brains, 
e  no  ^  xistence  whatever ;  in  which  case  the 
)le  aocius  maybe  more  of  a  logical  cobweb, 
D  any  actual  material  perplexity.  Let  us 
;bov  lie  unravels  it,  or  cuts  it. 
rbe  soene  is  Greece ;  not  our  poor  oppressed 
uwa%.  Morea,  but  the  old  heroic  Hellas ;  for 
t  snn  &gain  shines  on  Sparta,  and  "  Tynda- 
is'^iigh  House'*  stands  here  bright,  massive, 
:kd  eatire,  among  its  mountains,  as  when 
[enelans  revisited  it,  wearied  with  his  ten 
can  of  ivarfare,  and  eight  of  sea-roving.  He- 
!iu  appears  in  front  of  the  Palace,  with  a 
'i^wnis  of  captive  Trojan  maidens.  These  are 
of  Khades,  we  know,  summoned  from  the  deep 
^*^s  of  Hades,  and  imbodied  for  the  nonce : 
y*p>c  Conjurer  has  so  managed  it,  that  they 
''^'^Ives  have  no  consciousness  of  this  their 
1^^  and  highly  precarious  state  of  existence: 
^  ^nterm^iate  three  thousand  years  have 
***  obliterated,  or  compressed  into  a  point ; 
^  these  fair  figures,  on  revisiting  the  upper 
^»  ^tertain  not  the  slightest  suspicion  that 
yy  j>id  ever  IcA  it,  or,  indeed,  that  any  thing 
2^ial  bad  happened ;  save  only  that  they  had 
rjll^disembarked  from  the  Spartan  ships,  and 
^^  seat  forward  by  Menelaus  to  provide  for 
?f  reception,  which  is  shortly  to  follow.  All 
!^^  indispensable  preliminaries,  it  would  ap- 
^^  Mephistopheles  has  arranged  with  con- 
?^iable  success.  Of  the  poor  Shades,  and 
7|^r  entire  ignorance,  he  is  so  sure  that  he 
r?llid  not  scruple  to  cross-question  them  on 
^^  rery  point,  so  ticklish  for  his  whole  enter- 
^e;  nay,  cannot  forbear,  now  and  then, 
^wing  out  malicious  hints  to  mystify  Hele- 
^  herself,  and  raise  the  strangest  doubts  as  to 
^  personal  identity.  Thus  on  one  occasion, 
'  we  shall  see,  he  reminds  her  of  a  scandal 
Itich  had  gone  abroad  of  her  being  a  double 
Tsonage,  of  her  living  with  King  Proteus  in 
^t  at  the  very  time  when  she  lived  with 
tan  Paris  in  Troy;  and,  what  is  more  extra- 
jinary  still,  of  her  having  been  dead,  and 
irried  to  Achilles  aAerwards  in  the  Island  of 
nee !  Helena  admits  that  it  is  the  most  in- 
plicable  thing  on  earth ;  can  only  conjecture 
It  **  she  a  Vision  was  joined  to  him  a  vision ;" 
d  then  sinks  into  a  reverie,  or  swoon,  in  the 
ms  of  the  Chorus.  In  this  way,  can  the 
ther-world  Scapin  sport  with  the  perplexed 
fauty ;  and  by  sly  practice  make  her  show  us 
5  secret,  which  is  unknown  to  herself! 
For  the  present,  however,  there  is  no  thought 

such  scruples.  Helena  and  her  maidens, 
r  from  doubting  that  they  are  real  authentic 
nizens  of  this  world,  feel  themselves  in  a 


deep  embarrassment  about  its  concerns.  From 
the  dialogue,  in  long  Alexandrines,  or  choral 
Recitative,  we  soon  gather  that  matters  wear  a 
threatening  ai^pect.  Helena  salutes  her  pater- 
nal and  nuptial  mansion  in  such  style  as  may 
beseem  an  erring  wife,  returned  from  so  event- 
ful an  elopement;  alludes  with  charitable  le- 
nience to  her  frailty;  which,  indeed,  it  would 
seem,  was  nothing  but  the  merest  accident,  for 
she  had  simply  gone  to  pay  her  vows,  "accord- 
ing lo  sacred  wont,'*  in  the  temple  of  Cytherea, 
when  the  "Phrygian  robber"  seized  her;  and 
further  informs  us  that  the  Immortals  still 
foreshow  to  her  a  dubious  future : 

For  st'ldom,  in  our  twifl  tihip,  did  my  hiiRhand  deifn 
To  look  on  me  ;  and  word  of  comfort  ipake  he  none. 
A«  if  a-brooding  mischief,  there  he  silent  sat ; 
Until,  when  steered  into  Eurotas*  bending  bay, 
The  first  ships  with  their  prows  but  kissed  the  land. 
He  rose,  and  said,  as  by  the  voice  of  gods  inspired : 
Here  will  I  that  my  warriors,  troop  by  troop,  disbark; 
I  muster  them,  in  l»attle-order,  on  the  ocean  atrand. 
But  thou,  go  forward,  up  Eurotas*  sacred  bank, 
(luiding  the  steeds  along  the  flower-beaprinkicd  space, 
Till  thou  arrive  on  the  fair  plain  where  LacedBroon, 
Erewhile  a  broad  fhiU-bearIng  field,  has  piled  its  rooft 
Amid  the  mountiins,  and  sends  up  the  smoke  of  beartha. 
Then  enter  thou  the  high-towered  Palace ;  call  the  Maidc 
I  left  at  parting,  and  the  wise  old  Stewardess : 
With  her  Inspect  the  Treasures  which  thy  father  left, 
And  I,  in  war  or  peace  still  adding,  btve  heaped  ap. 
Thou  findest  all  in  order  standing ;  for  it  is 
The  prince*s  privilege  to  see,  at  his  return. 
Each  household  item  as  it  was,  and  where  it  was ; 
For  of  himself  the  slave  hath  power  to  alter  noaffbt. 

It  appears,  moreover,  that  Manelaus  has 
given  her  directions  to  prepare  for  a  solemn 
Sacrifice :  the  ewers,  the  pateras,  the  altar,  the 
axe,  dry  wood,  are  all  to  be  in  readiness,  only 
of  the  victim  there  was  no  mention  ;  a  circum- 
stance from  which  Helena  fails  not  to  draw 
some  rather  alarming  surmises.  However,  re- 
flecting that  all  issues  rest  with  the  higher 
Powers,  and  that,  in  any  case,  irresolution  and 
procrastination  will  avail  her  nothing,  she  at 
length  determines  on  this  grand  enterprise  of 
entering  the  palace,  to  make  a  general  review, 
and  enters  accordingly.  But  long  before  any 
such  business  could  have  been  finished,  she 
hastily  returns  with  a  frustrated,  nay,  terrified 
aspect;  much  to  the  astonishment  of  her  Cho- 
rus, who  pressingly  inquire  the  cause. 

BKLXHA  («A»  k*§  lift  the  4»9r4«€vta  ipeni  §^tiUii»d.) 

Beseems  not  that  Jove*s  daughter  shrink  with  commoB 

fright. 
Nor  by  the  brief  cold  touch  of  Fear  be  chllPd  and  atnnned. 
Yet  the  Horror,  which  ascending,  in  the  womb  of  Night, 
From  dtfepa  of  Chaos,  rolls  itself  together  many-shaped, 
Like  glowing  Clouds  from  out  the  mountain's  flre-throat. 
In   threatening  ghastlinesa,  may  shake  even  heroes' 

hearts. 
So  have  the  Stygian  here  to-day  appointed  me 
A  welcome  to  my  native  Mansion,  such  that  ftiln  - 
From  the  oft-trod,  lonjs-wished-for  threshold,  like  a  gOMt 
lliat  has  took  leave,  I  would  withdraw  my  steps,  for  ay. 
Rut  no !  Retreated  have  I  to  the  lixht,  nor  shall 
Y«  farther  force  me,  angry  Powers,  be  who  ye  may. 
New  cxpiationn  will  1  use ;  then  purifiod. 
The  Maze  of  the  Hearth  may  greet  the  Mistress  aa  th« 

Ix)rd. 

PANTUALIS  the  CHORACK.* 

Discover,  noblr  queen,  to  us  thy  handmaidens. 
That  wait  by  thoe  in  love,  what  niiii»!ry  has  befaller 

*  Leader  of  the  Chorus. 
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HXLKiri. 

What  I  bmve  seen,  ye  too  with  your  own  eyes  •hall  tee, 

If  Night  have  not  already  tucked  her  Phantonit  back 

To  the  abycM*  of  her  wonder-bearing  breaat. 

Yet,  would  ye  know  thin  thing,  I  tell  it  you  in  word*. 

When  bent  on  present  duty,  yet  with  anxious  thought, 

I  tolemnly  vet  font  in  these  high  royal  Halla, 

The  silent,  vacant  pasHages  astounded  roe ; 

For  tread  of  hasty  footsteps  nowhere  met  the  ear, 

Nor  bustle  as  of  busy  nicnlal-work  the  eye. 

No  maid  comes  forth  to  me,  no  Stewardess,  such  as 

Btill  wont  with  friendly  welcome  to  oalute  all  guests. 

But  as,  alone  advancing,  I  approach  the  Hearth, 

There,  by  the  athy  remnant  of  dim  outburnt  coals. 

Sits,  crouching  on  the  ground,  up-muffled,  some  huge 

Crone ; 
Not  as  in  sleep  she  sat,  but  as  In  drowsy  muse. 
With  ordering  voice  I  bid  her  rise ;  nought  doubting 't  was 
The  Stewardess  the  King,  at  parting  hence,  had  left. 
But,  heedless,  shrunk  together,  sits  she  motionless ; 
And  as  I  chid,  at  last  outstretched  her  lean  right  ^rm, 
As  If  she  beckoned  me  from  hall  and  hearth  away. 
I  turn  indignant  from  her,  and  hasten  out  forthwith 
rowards  the  steps  whereon  aloft  the  Thalamos 
Adorned  rises  ;  and  near  by  it  the  Treasure-room ; 
When  k) !  the  Wonder  starts  abruptly  from  the  floor ; 
Imperious,  barring  my  advance,  displays  herself 
In  haggard  stature,  hollow  bloodshot  eyes ;  a  shape 
Of  hideous  strangeness,  to  perplex  all  sight  and  thought. 
But  I  discourse  to  the  air :  for  words  In  vain  attempt 
To  body  forth  to  sight  the  form  that  dwells  in  us. 
There  see  herself!  She  ventures  forward  to  the  light ! 
Here  we  are  masters  till  our  Lord  and  King  shall  come. 
The  ghastly  births  of  Night,  Apollo,  beauty's  Oiend, 
Disperses  back  to  their  abysses,  or  subdues. 

<PHOBCTAf  •nters  on  the  tkreakeld,  between  the  door- 
posts.) 

CHORUS. 

Much  have  I  seen,  and  strange,  though  the  ringlets 

Youthful  and  thick  still  wave  round  my  temples : 

Terrors  a  many,  war  and  its  horrors 

Witnessed  I  once  in  Ilion's  night, 

When  it  fell 

Thorough  the  clanging,  cloud-covered  din  of 

On'rushing  warriors,  heard  I  th*  Immortals 

Shouting  in  anger,  heard  I  Bi;llona*s 

Iron-toned  vpice  resound  from  without 

City-wards. 

Ah!  the  city  yet  stood  ;  with  its 
Bulwarks  ;  lllion  safely  yet 
Towered  ;  but  spreading  from  house  over 
House,  the  flame  did  begirdle  us  ; 
)9ea-Iike.  red,  loud,  and  billowy  ; 
Hither,  thither,  as  tempest-floods. 
Over  the  death-circled  city. 

Flying,  saw  I,  through  heat  and  through 
Gloom  and  K'^re  of  that  flre-ocean. 
Shapes  of  God^  in  tlieir  wralhfulness, 
Btalking  grim,  fierce,  and  terrible, 
Giant-high,  through  the  luridly 
Flame-dyed  dusk  of  that  vapour. 

Did  I  see  it,  or  was  it  but 
Terror  of  heart  that  fashioned 
Forms  so  aff'righting  1    Know  can  I 
Never :  hut  here  that  I  view  this 
Horrible  Thing  with  my  own  eyes, 
This  of  a  surely  believe  I : 
Yea,  I  could  clutch  't  in  my  fingers 
Did  not,  from  Shape  so  dangerous. 
Fear  at  a  distance  keep  me. 

Which  of  old  Phorcys' 

Daughters  then  art  thou  ? 

For  I  coni(>are  ihee  to 

That  generation. 

Art  thou  belike,  of  the  Graie, 

Gray-born,  one  eye,  and  one  tooth 

Using  alternate. 

Child  or  descendant  1 


Darest  thou.  Haggard, 
Close  by  such  beauty, 
'Fore  the  divine  glance  of 
Phoebus,  display  thee  1 
But  display  as  it  pleases  thee ; 
For  the  ugly  he  heedeth  not, 
As  his  bright  eye  yet  never  did 
Look  on  a  shadow. 

But  as  mortals,  alas  for  It! 
I.aw  of  destiny  burdens  us 
With  the  unspeakable  eye-sorrow 
Which  such  a  sight,  unblessed,  detestable, 
Doth  in  lovers  of  beauty  awakep. 

Nay  then,  hear,  since  thon  shamelessif 
Com'st  forth  fronting  us,  hear  only 
Curses,  hear  all  manner  of  threatenlngs. 
Out  of  the  scornful  lips  of  the  happier 
That  were  made  by  the  Deities. 

PHOBCTAf. 

Old  is  the  saw,  but  high  and  true  renaiM  its 

Tliat  Shame  and  Beauty  ne'er,  together  head  la  haa< 
Were  seen  pursue  their  Journey  over  the  ewtb's 

path. 

Deep  rooted  dwells  an  ancient  hatred  in  these  two; 
So  that  wherever, on  their  way,  one  haps  Co  ineel 
The  other,  each  on  Its  adversary  turns  bb  back : 
Then  hastens  forth  the  Aster  on  its  separate  reed; 
Shame  all  in  sorrow.  Beauty  pert  and  light  of  mood; 
Till  the  hollow  night  of  Orcus  catches  it  at  length. 
If  age  and  wrinkles  have  not  tamed  it  long  beibre. 
So  you,  ye  wantons,  wafted  hither  froni  strange  land^ 
1  find  in  tumult,  like  the  cranes*  hoarse  Jingling  fllgh^ 
That  over  our  heads.  In  long-drawn  cloud,  sends  down 
Its  creaking  gabble,  and  tempu  the  silent  waodeierthtt 

he  look 
Aloft  at  them  a  moment :  but  they  go  their  way, 
And  he  goes  his ;  so  also  will  it  be  with  as. 

Who  then  are  ye  f  that  here  in  Baccbanaliaa-wtos, 
Like  drunk  ones  ye  dure  uproar  at  this  Palace<fats  1 
Who  then  are  ye  that  at  the  Stewardess  of  the  King*! 

House 
Ye  howl,  as  at  the  moon  the  crabbed  brood  of  dogs  T 
Think  ye  'tis  hid  from  nie  what  manner  of  thing  ye  arel 
Ye  war-begotten,  fiitht-bred,  feather-headed  crew! 
Lascivious  crew,  seducing  as  seduced,  that  waste. 
In  rioting,  alike  the  soldier's  and  the  burgher'a  streagtb! 
Here  seeing  you  gathered,  seems  as  a  cicada-swarm 
Had  lighted,  covering  the  herbage  of  the  fields. 
Cf)nsuniers  ye  of  other's  thrift,  ye  greedy-mouthed 
Quick  squanderers  of  fruits  men  gain  by  tedious  toU ; 
Cracked  market-ware,  stoPn,  bought,  and  battered  treep 

of  slaves ! 

We  have  thought  it  right  to  give  so  moeh 
of  these  singular  expositions  and  altercations, 
in  the  words,  as  far  as  might  be,  of  the  parties 
themselves ;  happy,  could  we,  in  any  measore, 
have  transfused  the  broad,  yet  rich  and  chaste 
simplicity  of  these  long  iambics;  or  imitated 
the  tone  as  we  have  done  the  metre,  of  that 
choral  song;  its  rude  earnestness, and  tortoons, 
awkward-looking,  artless  strength,  as  we  hitre 
done  its  dactyls  and  anapaests.  The  task  was 
no  easy  one ;  and  we  remain,  as  might  hare 
been  expected,  little  contented  with  our  effort?; 
having,  indeed,  nothing  to  boast  of,  except  a 
sincere  fidelity  to  the  original.  If  the  reader, 
through  such  distortion,  can  obtain  anyglimp« 
of  Ildvtia  itself,  he  will  not  only  pardon  us, 
but  thank  us.  To  our  own  minds,  at  least, 
there  is  everywhere  a  strange,  piquant,  quiic 
peculiar,  charm  in  these  imitations  of  the  old 
Grecian  style;  a  dash  of  the  ridiculous,  if  we 
might  say  so,  is  blended  with  the  sublime,  yet 
blended  with  it  soAly,  and  only  to  temper  its 
austerity :  for  often,  so  graphic  is  the  delinea- 


G0E'rtn:'8  HELENA. 


almost  feel  as  if  a  vista  were 

the  long  gloomy  distance  of 
th  oar  modern  eyes  and  modem 
far  off,  in  clear  light,  the  very 
id  grave  time ;  saw  them  again 

old  antiquarian  costume  and 
nd  heard  them  audibly  dis- 
ect  which  had  long  been  dead, 
in  is  more  master  than  Goethe ; 
tique,  his  Iphigcnie  must  be  con- 
led  in  poetry.  A  similar,  tho- 
ii  spirit  will  be  found  in  this 
leltna;  yet  the  manner  of  the 
essentially  different.  Here,  we 
ire  more  reminded  of  Sophocles, 
:hylus,  than  of  Euripides :  it  is 
opious,  energetic,  inartificial; 
oient  style.  How  very  primi- 
:e,  are  Helena  and  Phorcyas  in 
ortment  here !  How  frank  and 
peech;  above  all,  how  minute 
lo  glimpse  of  "philosophical 
ich  thing  as  a  "  general  idea ;" 
>rent  object  seems  a  new  un- 
id  requires  to  be  separately 
e  manner,  what  can  be  more 
ifying  than  the  chant  of  the 
1  what  inimitable  nalvetd  they 
ck  of  Troy,  and  endeavour  to 
lelves  that  they  do  actually  see 
Thing;*'  then  lament  the  law  of 
looms  them  to  such  "  unspeaka- 
'*  and,  finally,  break  forth  into 

to  all  which,  Phorcyas  answers 
and  plain-spoken  fashion. 
Lory.    This  hard-tempered  and 
^\y  old  lady,  the  reader  cannot 
g,  at  first  sight,   to  be   some 

of  Mephistopheles,  or,  indeed, 
r  of  all  Work  himself;  which 

the  devilish  nature  of  the  bel- 
ies, confirms  into  a  moral  cer- 

is  a  sarcastic  malice  in  the 
vardess"  which  cannot  be  mis- 
tiile  the  Chorus  and  the  beldame 
iher  in  mutual  abuse ;  she  up- 
vith  their  giddiness  and  wanton 
*y  chanting  unabatedly  her  ex- 
y  in  personal  charms.  Helena, 
K>se8  ;  and  the  old  Grorgon,  pre- 
e  has  not  till  now  recognised 

be  her  mistress,  smooths  her- 
fness,  affects  the  greatest  hu- 
in  appeals  to  her  for  protection 
solence  of  these  young  ones, 
orcyas  is  only  waiting  her  op- 
l  neither  unwilling  to  wound, 
itrike.  Helena,  to  expel  some 
ours  of  doubt,  is  reviewing  her 

concert  with  Phorcyas ;  and 
le  latter  had  been  appointed 
Menelaus,  on  his  return  from 
*dition  to  Sparta.  No  sooner  is 
ed,  than  the  crone,  with  an  offi- 
ping  out  the  story,  adds  : 

kest,  Ilion'a  tower-«nctrcled  town 
s  unexhausted  Joyt  of  Love. 

fnyt ;  an  ail  loo  heavy  wo'i 
ow*d,  erttsblBg  brraat  and  heart. 
9 


PHOmCTAi. 

But  I  have  heard  thou  liveit  on  earth  a  double  life  ; 
In  Ilion  seen,  and  teen  the  while  in  Egypt  too. 

BBLBVl. 

Confound  not  so  ttti  weaknets  of  ny  weary  eenae  ; 
Here  even,  who  or  what  I  am,  I  know  it  not. 

FHOaCTAS. 

Then  I  have  heard  how,  from  the  hollow  Realm  of 

Shides, 
Achillea,  too,  did  fervently  unite  himself  to  thee; 
Thy  earlier  lo/e  reclaiminf,  tpite  of  all  Fate'e  lawi. 

HBLKITA. 

To  him  the  Vieion,  I  a  Vision  joined  myaelf : 

It  waa  a  dream,  the  very  word*  may  leach  oa  thii. 

But  I  am  fhint ;  and  to  myeelf  a  Vtoion  grow. 

{Sinks  iiUo  tkt  armt  vf  o%t  dtvuMn  a/lA<  Chmu^ 

CHOBUB. 

Sitence!  eilenee! 
Evil-eyed,  evil-tongued;  thou ! 
Thro*  BO  shrivelled-up,  one4oolh'd  a 
Month,  what  good  can  come  from  that 
Throat  of  horrors  detestable — 

— ^In  which  style  they  continue  musically  rating 
her,  till  "Helena  has  recovered,  and  again 
stands  in  the  middle  of  the  Chords ;"  wbea 
Phorcyas,  with  the  most  wheedling  air,  hastens 
to  greet  her,  in  a  new  sort  of  verse,  as  if  no- 
thing whatever  had  happened: 

PBOaCTAS. 

Issues  forth  from  pasting  cloud  tlie  sun  of  this  bright  day  ; 
If  when  veiPd  she  so  could  charm  us,  now  her  l>eamt  in 

splendour  blind. 
As  the  world  doih  look  before  thee,  in  such  gentle  wise 

thou  look'st. 
Let  them  call  me  so  unlovely,  what  is  lovely  know  I  wall. 

BBLXITA. 

Come  so  wavering  from  the  Void  which  in  th|t  faintneai 

circled  me. 
Glad  I  were  to  rest  again,  a  apace :  to  weary  are  my 

limbs. 
Tct  it  well  bocometh  queens,  all  mortals  it  becoroeth  wall^ 
To  pottets  their  hearts  in  patience,  and  await  what  can 

betide. 

rHoacTAB. 

Whilst  thou  sundeat  in  thy  greatneta,  in  thy  beauty  here, 
Says  thy  look  that  thou  commandett :  wliat  command'at 
thoul  Speak  it  oat. 

BSLSITA. 

To  conclude  your  quarrePt  idle  loitering  be  prepared: 
Haste,  arrange  the  Sacriike,  the  King  commanded  me. 

PBOBCTAS. 

All  it  ready  in  the  Palace,  bowl  and  tripod,  aharp-ground 

axe; 
For  besprinkling,  for  befuming :  now  the  Victim  let  at  tee* 

BKLBKA. 

This  the  King  appointed  not. 

PBOmCTAB. 

Spoke  not  of  this  1    O  word  of  wo  I 

BSLBITA. 

What  strange  torrow  overpowert  thee  f 

PBOBCTAS. 

Queen,  Mis  ihou  he  meant. 

BELENA. 


And  tbeae. 


PBOBCTA& 
-9% 


CART>yLE'8  MI8CELLA1CE0US  WBITINGa 


riffiBC;», 


O  wo  I  If  wo 


Tb'fU  fallftal  by  ihe  ai^'i  Mrok^. 

MtLftlTA. 

Ifiirrlbl*,  jr«l  Ifinh'il  for:  bnplitM  I! 

PUOBI-f  id. 

Inf!vittbif  •e«mt  it  me. 


Alii  und  w  1 


CHORrfl. 
WhftI  will  b«ironin  of  lul 


MioHrr  AN. 

Kliit  difN  n  noMn  ilrath  : 
V«i  on  lh«  high  IlfiNiti  wllliiii  Ihnt  brmrs  the  riini*rii  and 

lh«  riHif, 
A«  III  lilnllni-ltiiiK  mi  iiiMiiy  wniMllnrkii.  in  «  row,  »liall 

■plAWl. 

(lill.KN*  rtiiil  (  iiuni  N  afiiiid  UMtt'untlrti  and  trrror-ttruck  ; 
IM  ri|i#r.-*ii'ri  w>ell-ri>Mftriid  ffroupitiff.) 

riioiirY  tN. 

PiHii  HiNirliitii!     All  llki*  f^ii/.i*n  kIiiIih'n  ilicTf  yr  Mtaml, 
III  fltilil  III  l(«avr  \\w  Miiy  whti'h  iit>l  In'Ioiicii  to  you. 
hu  iHNn  iM  aitortrr,  tiinrf  Itmii  .mmi.  h  fniHi  to  quit 
Th»  I'liiirr  l.tf III  i  \»\  rt*Mi iif,  roHpili'  tln«l«  not  onr : 
All  know  III  nil  hulifvtt  II,  ft^u  iIiIikIiI  iii  ii 
Klt«iil|h,  'I  \m  ov«r  w  ith  you '     \i.il  »o  Irt'ii  to  woik. 


'  Ueflr^nded  <m  all  ^arlM  and  ulrt,  m 
And  Mill  raaM  back  witb  boofy,  wbicfe  fcf 
Tb«a  by  the  wall*  of  IlioB  apeat  be  tea  loaf  y«an; 
How  many  in  bia  boawward  voyafe  wetc  bard  to 
Bui  all  tbia  wbile  bow  auada  it  here  with  Tyadaraf* 

i  High   bfjoae  1    How  aunda  it  with  hia  own 

j         around  1 

!  BILSITA. 

la  Irive  of  railinf ,  Uien.  ao  interworen  with  tbeCi 
That  tbua,  except  to  chide,  tlioa  caoat  not  moft  thy  Upit 

PBORCTAfl. 

8o  many  yeara  foraaken  atood  the  mouatain  glei; 
Which,  north  from  Sparta,  towarda  the  bifberiaadM- 

cenda 
Dehind  l*ayeetaa ;  where,  aa  yet  a  merry  brook, 
Kurotaa  gurnlea  on,  and  then,  along  our  Vale, 
In  aep'rnte  atreania  abroad  outflowing  feeda  yoar  8wui. 
Thore,  backwarda  in  the  rocky  hilla,  a  daring  rata 
Have  flx*d  themaclvea,  forth  iaauing  fVom  CiauMihi 

Night ; 
An  inexpugnable  atronghold  liave  piled  aloft, 
From  which  tliey  harry  land  and  people  aa  they  plcaie. 

HELXlfA. 

How  could  they  1    All  impoaaible  it  aeema  to  me. 

PHOBCTAS. 

Knough  of  time  they  had !  *t  ia  haply  twenty  yean. 

BU.K2tA. 

lit  One  the  Maater  f  Are  there  Robbert  maay  1  laigMdt 

PHORGTIB. 

Not  Robbera  tbeae :  yet  many,  and  the  Maater  One. 


i^f  him  I  aay  no  111,  though  hither  too  be  < 

What  might  not  he  have  took  f  yet  dM  coateal  hiMilf 

With  fome  amail  PreMBt,  ao  be  called  k,  Trftatc»Ml. 


■KLKSA. 


Uom  Iook«  he  * 


lli»w  ihr  o\lr^ril  dM  hcMainr  onjoys  the 
ii);onv  of  lhr.Ht*  pour  Nhailrs :  nay.  wf  sus}>ooU 
.Hh<»  i»  Uuxhiii^  III  \wr  >\fv\\*  ut  the  very  elas- 
MO  I  Mil  of  thi!(  it  ram  a.  whioh  yho  ht*rM*lt'  has 
oonui\f\(i  aiu(  Is*  e\rn  now  helping;  to  enact! 
i^bxerve*  >he  has  iiuitteU  her  ooiameter  tri>- 
chaiO!(  ai;ain.  and  taken  to  plain  blank  verse; 
a  »ii;u»  i»erhap».  ihai  Nhe  is  cettini;  weary  of 
the  \khoie  ela^^ieal  oonoern !  Hut  however 
this  uiAv  be»  she  now  elajvt  her  haiuis;  whens  . 
u\s»w  ceitain  vhNtovtev)  \lwart'  tia;uix*>  appear  at . 

the  *Kvr.  an«t\ikith  jcreai  sj»eeJ  aiul  ai:itiiy.  at 

h.*i  ouiei.  bi  m^  t'oiih  the  S4eni'u*:al  Ap(>draius  ; :  We  ^n  the  Mk  Wrbanaa :  yet  I  qaeettea  moch 

on  \ih:oh  Nhe  laiN  not  u*  vU*soA«t  vtoiuops::a- 

i:\e*\.  e\ptA\nin<  the  pmr^vNe  ot'  the  se\enl 

*Mv'.e*  .-%>  thev  arr  ^ucoe^sue^  fittix?  up  Vevnf 

he*.        Moiv   i>   ihN-'   "  »;o\'.S,v"e\r'   A':jir.  ih.- 

•*  AW  ^J.'.'.o:  ;^v<  s*\vi  il>  >:I\e:  4*,'i:v 


PBOaCTAS. 

Xow  w«  til :    To  aae  be  pleaaaat  look'd. 
A  Kvuad.  f  allant,  hardy,  bandaome  maa  It  is, 
And  ratK^nal  la  aprerh,  aa  of  the  Greek*  are  few. 


:^s*•• 


'ere 


VI  u-^'.  ;v 


J\*>\':uc'Ji'^'''  «»J  A  **  vievis'Vi  ♦»•*■.."  u»  *Bee'  ^'c, 
v:  *>,'  ^  c  'i'.  5^  V  >e  >^>,*jiit\i  <uee**'**t*.  i^- 

'.Sx.  ,';   ,-N*j  >v.  e\c»A  oc'i"    N  "a   ,i<viV"^.  »'i*,c.*> 
•In'.x*     v    \m  '».      Mi* -v.   »'£','  >a^"j\f    .s  •>■*.    s.^.* 

^Ikl     ■<••««•.••    ^w<%   M    %«»     ^>H     Px-kii     N>*  iV.      >      K'     •«  IK 
^•lil  VMh  J^*  "li*^    ^'**4  ^'''    ^^^ik  -H    lie.    I  laVft,!    K    ««*! 
Sl«%    W  «-V'    IftAklNv    It  V*   «Si^.   V.H   4»    «     <« 

Vk'll    r>o«  w  Vit    1  •'•••••    -V    «  i«<«-n»    i^kKX^    t>«d«v«. 
;ja»4l  ..K.«.   >^.  .■*•    fc"!  *•**•  U,    i    *»ii     ^•t'Wv*  I. 


\t  .*9*  thi»rv  b«  •»«  cni«l,  a«  at  Rwa 

F'uM  v.APX  of  kHrir  be*!  btfrv<ea  aiai 

I  «K*  -«^w«i  b^a  (Tv«:»e«a.  aad  coaASe  ioa 

\t«i  :'  -r  kw  Tow^r '  T>w  wKh  «««r  owa  ejca  ye  i 

V***  :V*t  t^.<u  :t  w  1^9  c:ja«T  bcvMer-arorfe. 
S^vN  u  hMc  ri'.a***.  v«!ijn^  wniplmf,  baddledaf^ 
C^^-:o..<v«t.  tW  'k«  iNc:i.*ii«-^:j«i<r%,  o*c  nade  crag 
«.>t  s^'w  -W«  cnf«  rivooa^    »  tkac  Tbw'r  ef  Ibtis 
'  r  «  •iuoie  ai«i  ««<ri  a.<.  u4  joa*  b«  «4«arc  aadnh. 
l<AiA  .Ni  it  irvnt  «  rVrae      H#s«' award  It  eaaneaM^ 

r^  i.ii  u^r  "htt^ — Vka«  «««a  ««iar 

\W  l^'t*  *L).i«..t(ICJfe  C«J 

"vr  iM«:af  nic  tad  -■. 


.> 


:attav«» 


•••»«».■  Tfc«w 


V  <a«M».«i  $»««■    m  »i»  WiCHi.  aa  t^  «<jaaM««  *• 


\-     .*V<f*.    ^    *«      «A«»X 


««OAx  \  %^ 


I  Ok.  >    .  ^ 


V 


A  -)te   .MV 


iaJ  If 


GOBTHE'S  HELENA. 


er 


Uoit,  Mfica,  dawf  b«ald«f  aad  bttltv 
orns,  and  wtafi,  and  rotei,  peaoock'i  tails ; 
a,  gold  and  black  and  illTer,  blue  and  red. 
tiiere  apbang  in  Halls,  row  after  row ; 
rge,  ao  lofty,  boundless  as  the  World ; 
ye  dance! 

CBOKUS. 

Tell  us,  are  there  dancers  there  1 

PHOnCTAf. 

earth!    A  goldea-haired,  fresh,  younker 

B  of  youth ;  Paris  alone  ao  breathed  when  to 
le  canM  too  near. 

HXLViri. 

Thou  quite  dost  lose 
thy  story :  say  me  thy  last  word. 

FHOKCTA8. 

say  it :  say  In  earnest  audibly,  Yes ! 
It,  I  surround  thee  with  that  Tow'r. 

p  is  questionable:  for  is  not  this 

a  person  of  the  most  suspicious  cha- 

rather,  is  it  not  certain  that  she  is  a 

^n,  and  will  almost,  of  a  surety, 

may,  turn  good  into  bad  1     And  yet, 

)  be  done?     A  trumpet,  said  to  be 

enelaus,  sounds  in  the  distance;  at 

Chorus  shrink  together  in  increased 

'horcyas  coldly  reminds  them  of  Dei- 

ith  his  slit  nose,  as  a  small  token  of 

'  turn  of  thinking  on  these  matters ; 

however,  that  there  is  now  nothing 

to  urait  the  issue,  and  die  with  pro- 

lelena  has  no  wish  to  die  either  with 

or  impropriety;    she    pronounces, 

ith  a  faltering  resolve,  the  definitive 

>urst  of  joy  breaks  from  the  Chorus ; 

rises  all  round;  in  the  midst  of 

we  learn  from  their  wild  tremulous 

?y  feel   themselves   hurried  through 

Surotas  is  swept  from  sight,  and  ihe 

Swans  fades  ominously  away  in  the 

for  now,  as  we  suppose,  "  Tyndarus* 

se,"  with  all  its  appendages,  is  rush- 

into  the  depths  of  the  Past ;  old  Lace- 

is  again  become  new  Mitetra;  only 

,  with   another  name,  remains  un- 

and  the  King  of  Rivers  feeds  among 

s  quite  a  different  race  of  Swans  than 

jeda !    The  mist  is  passing  away,  but 

;  horror  of  the  Chorus,  no  clear  day- 

ms.    Dim  masses  rise  roand  them : 

has  vanished.    Is  it  a  castle  t     Is  it 

1    They  find  themselves  in  the  *'  In- 

urt  of  the  Tower,  surrounded  with 

istic  baildings  of  the  middle  ages  T* 


erto,  we  have  moved  along,  with  con- 
convenience,  over  ground  singular 
ndeed,  yet,  the  nature  of  it  once  un- 
affording  firm  footing  and  no  unplea- 
ery,  we  come  now  to  ^  strange  mixed 
in  which  it  seems  as  if  neither  walk- 
iming,  nor  even  flying,  could  rightly 
We  have  cheerfully  admitted,  and 
believed,  that  Helena  and  her  Chorus 
ades;    but  now  they  appear  to  be 
in  10  mere  Ideas,  mere  Metaphors,  or 
tioughts !     Faust,  too,  for  he,  as  every 
,  must  be  lord  of  this  Fortress,  is  a 


much  altered  man  since  we  last  met  him^- 
Nay,  sometimes  we  could  fancy  he  were  only 
acting  a  part  on  this  occasion ;  were  a  mere 
mummer,  representing  not  so  much  his  own 
natural  ptrmmality,  as  some  shadow  and  im-^ 
personation  of  his  history :  not  so  much  his 
own  Faustship,  as  the  tradition  of  Faust's  ad- 
ventures, and  the  Genius  of  the  People  among 
whom  this  took  its  rise.  For,  indeed,  he  has 
strange  gifts  of  flying  through  the  air,  and 
living,  in  apparent  friendship  and  content- 
ment, with  mere  Eidolons;  and,  being  exces- 
sively reserved  withal,  he  becomes  not  a  little 
enigmatic.  In  fact,  our  whole  "Interlude" 
changes  its  character  at  this  point :  the  Greek 
style  passes  abruptly  into  the  Spanish ;  at  one 
bound  we  have  left  the  Seven  before  Thebes,  and 
got  into  the  llda  es  Stuno.  The  action,  too,  be- 
comes more  and  more  typical ;  or  rather,  we 
should  say,  half-typical ;  for  it  will  neither  hold 
rightly  together  as  allegory  nor  as  matter  of 
fact 

Thus  do  we  see  ourselves  hesitating  on  the 
verge  of  a  wondrous  region,  "  neither  sea  nor 
good  dry  land;**  full  of  shapes  and  musical 
tones,  but  all  dim,  fluctuating,  unsubstantialr 
chaotic.  Danger  there  is  that  the  critic  may 
require  "both  oar  and  sail;**  nay,  it  will  be 
well  if,  like  that  other  great  Traveller,  he  meet 
not  some  vast  vacuity,  where,  all  unawares, 

Fluttering  his  pennons  vain,  plunib  down  he  drop 
Ten  thousand /athom  deep    .... 


and  so  keep  falling  till 

The  strong  rebuff  of  some  tumultaoos  eloudr 
Instinct  with  fire  and  nitre,  hurry  him 
As  many  miles  aloft    .... 


— Meaning,  probably,  that  he  is  to  be  *'  blown' 
up*'  by  nonplused  and  justly  exasperated  Re^ 
view-reviewers ! — ^Nevertheless,  unappaHed  by 
these  possibilities,  we  venture  forward  into 
this  impalpable  Limbo;  and  must  endeavour 
to  render  such  account  of  the  "sensible  spe- 
cies,** and  "  ghosts  of  defunct  bodies,**  we  may 
meet  there,  as  shall  be  moderately  satisfactory 
to  the  reader. 

In  the  little  notice  from  Ihe  Author,  quoted ' 
above,  we  were  bid  specially  to  observe  in 
what  way  and  manner  Faust  would  presume 
to  court  this  World*s-beauty.  We  must  say, 
his  style  of  gallantry  seems  to  us  of  the  most 
chivalrous  and  high-flown  description,  if, 
indeed,  it  is  not  a  little  eupkuistic.  In  their 
own  eyes,  Helena  and  her  Chorus,  encircled^ 
in  this  Gothic  Court,  appear,  for  some  minutes, 
no  better  than  captives;  but,  suddenly  is- 
suing from  galleries  and  portals,  and  descend- 
ing the  stairs  in  stately  procession,  are  seen  a 
numerous  suite  of  Pages,  whose  gay  habili- 
ments and  red  downy  cheeks  are  greatly  ad- 
mired by  the  Chorus :  these  bear  with  them  a 
throne  and  canopv,  with  footstools  and  cush- 
ions, and  every  otner  necessary  apparatus  of 
royalty;  the  portable  machine,  as  we  gather 
from  the  Chorus,  is  soon  put  together;  and' 
Helena,  being  reverently  beckoned  into  the 
same,  is  thus  forthwith  constituted  Sovereign 
of  the  whole  Establishment.  To  herself  such 
royalty  still  seems  a  little  dubious;  but  no 
sooner  have  the  Pages,  in  long  train,  fairly 


CARLYLE'S  MISCELLANEOUS  WRITINGS. 


dHcended,  than  "Faosi  apppai^  above,  oi 
stairs,  io  bnighily  coun-dreia  or  ihe  middle   < 
a^s.  aiid  wilh  deliberate  digai , 
aslonishing  ihe  poor  "  fcRiher-heided"  Chorus 
■wilh  the  gracefulness  of  his  deponmenl  and 
bii  mare  than  humaii  beauty.    Ur  leads  wilh 
Iiim  a  culprit  in  fettert ;  and,  bf  vay  of  iniro- 
duclion,  explains   lo  Helena   that  this   mati, 
Lynceus.  has  deserved  death  by  his  mi^'Con- 
duct;  bat  that  to  her,  as  Queen  of  the  Castle, 
waiial  appenaiii  the  right  of  dooming  or  of  par- 
doning him.    The  crime  of  Lynceus   i: 
deed,  of   an   exlmordinarj   nature: 'he 
Warder  of  the  Tuwer;  hut  now,  though  g 
as  hiEname  itnpons,  with  the  keenest  vi.sic 
kaa  failed  in  warning  Fausl  that  so  aiig 
visitor  was  approacbiD;;,  and  thus  occasi 
the  mosl  dreadful  breach  of  piiliteness.    Lyn- 
MQs  pleadR  guilty:   i|aick-sighied  as  a  lyn 
ID  naual  cases,  he  has  been  blinded  wilh  e 
oess  of  light,  in  Ihis  instance.     While  looking 
towards  Ihe  orient  at  the  "course  of  moniin    " 
ke  noticed  "  a   tan   rise  wonderfully  in   i 
lonlh,"  and.  all  his  ten.'^es  taken  captive 
such  surpassing  beauty,  he  no  longer   knew 
his  right  hand  froni  his  left,  or  could  r 
limb,  or  otter  a  word,  to  atinounce  ber  arrival. 
Under  these  peculiar  circumstances,  Helena 
sees  room  for  extending  ihe  royal  prerogativf 
and,  after  expressing  unfeigned  regret  at  ihi 
ao   fatal   iniluence   of  her  charms   over  lb 
whole  mate  sei,  dismisses  Ihe  Warder  wilh  a 


■neye. 


We  mil 

1  this  Inn 


t  beg 


\deTS  Id  keep 
>l  for  there  may  be 
the  pleading,  whier 


Buan|e1]f  In  iBa  Soml 


irirdi  tlwK  plieeii. 


Bynlftil  Ivaif  Inih  lw*n 


Tbt  riull  ornaar  &  bloaij trar. 


Ill  Iby  •n|=r. 


II  Ihni 


Save  him  accordingly  she  did ;  but  no  s 
er  is  he  dismissed,  and  Faust  has  made  i 
nark  on  ihe  multitude  of "  arrows"  which 
ii  darling  forth  on  all  side.>,  than  Lynceu: 
^tinia  iu   a  still  madder  humour.    "Be-euter 


u  Mi^tn'i  tMt, 


nrcoHlldKHEDnctnli  Oi<  he 
Ot  irumm.  yit  wllb  Oitri ; 
Of  PoBp  HBipiilulile  >|>pHr, 
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And  herewith  txii  Lynceus,  uid  we  see  no  more 
of  bin !  We  have  said  thai  we  thought  there 
Bigill  be  method  in  this  madness.  In  fact,  the 
■Uegoncal,  or  u  least  raolasiica]  and  (igiira- 
ti>e,  cbuacter  of  Ihe  whole  action  is  growing 
more  and  more  decided  every  moment.  He- 
kn»,  we  moM  conjecture,  19,  in  the  course  of 
Ail  her  reol  bisiorical  intrigue  with  Fausl,  10 
preseBt,  bi  the  same  time,  sorae  dim  sdambra- 
tion  of  Greeion  Art,  and  its  Sight  lo  the  North- 
ern Nations,  when  driven  by  stress  of  War 
from  ilB  own  conntrj'-  Faust's  Tow^r  will,  in 
ihis  case,  afford  not  only  a  convenient  slalion 
for  lining  black-mail  over  the  neifihbouring  dis- 
trict, but  a  cunning,  though  vague  and  fluctu- 
aliog,  emblem  of  ibe  Product  ofTeutonic  Mind  1 
fte  Science,  Art,  InstJtulioas  of  the  Northmen, 
of  whose  Spirit  and  Genius  he  himielf  may  in 
tome  degree  become  the  reprEseniatice.  In  ibis 
waj,  the  extravagant  homage  and  admiration 
paid  lo  Helena  are  ddi  without  Iheir  meaning. 
The  manner  orher  arrival,  enveloped  as  she  was 
in  thick  clouds,  and  frighiened  onwards  by  hos- 
tile Inimpels,  may  also  have  more  or  less  pro- 
priety. And  who  is  Lyncens,  the  mad  Walch- 
mamT  We  cannot  bnl  saspeci  him  of  being  a 
Schoolman  Philosopher,  or  School  Philosophy 
iOelC  in  disguise;  and  that  lliis  noDderful 
"natch" of  his  has  a  covert  allusion  to  the 

nl  "march  of  iatellecl,"  which  did  march 
icne  old  ages,  though  only  at  "ordinary 
ttme."  We  observe,  the  military,  one  after  the 
other,  all  felli  for  discoverers,  like  other  men, 
MBit  die;  bat  "iliU  the  oeil  had  prowess 
Mcnc,"  and  forgot  the  Ihousaods  that  had  saalt 
in  clearing  the  way  for  him.  However,  Lyn- 
MQi,  in  his  love  of  plunder,  did  ool  take  "  the 
ftireit  maid,"  nor  "the  steer"  fit  for  burden, 
bnt  ralher  jewels  and  other  rare  articles  of 
falite;  in  which  quest  his  high  power  of  eye- 
aigbt  proved  of  great  service  to  him.  B»tier 
ud  il  been,  perhaps,  to  hare  done  as  others 
did,  and  seized  "  the  fairest  maid."  or  even  the 
"Meer"  fit  for  burden,  or  one  of  the  "  horses" 
which  were  in  such  request:  for,  when  he 
q»ttie(l  practienl  Science  and  the  philosophy 
of  Life,  and  addicted  himself  to  cnnoas  subtil- 
tlea  and  Metaphysical  cmichets,  what  did  it 
•rail  him  !  Al  the  Grsi  glance  of  the  Grecian 
beaaiy.hefnundlhal  it  was  "naught,  poor,  nod 
miinnderslood."  His  extraordinary  obscura- 
tion of  niion  on  Helena's  approach ;  bis  nar- 
_nw  escape  from  death,  on  that  accotio^  al  the 


hands  of  Faust;  his  pardon  by  the  fair  Oreekl 
his  sobsequent  magnanimous  offer  to  her,  and 
discourse  with  his  master  oa  the  iubjecl,^ 
might  give  rise  lovarious considerations.  But 
we  mast  not  loiter,  qaestiontng  ihe  strange 
Shadows  of  that  strange  country,  who.  besides) 
are  apt  to  mystify  one.  Our  nearest  business 
is  10  gel  across  ii :  we  again  proceed. 

Whoever  or  whatever  Faust  and  Helena 
may  be.  they  nre  evidently  fast  rising  into 
high  favour  with  each  other;  as.  indeed,  from 
so  generous  a  gallant,  and  so  fair  a  dame,  was 
to  be  anlicipalt^.  Bhe  invites  him  to  sit  with 
heron  Ihe  ihrone,  so  instantaneously  acquired 
by  force  of  ber  charms;  to  which  graceful 
proposal  he,  after  kissing  her  hand  iti  knighlly 
wise,  fails  not  to  accede. ,  The  courtship  now 
advances  apace.  Helena  admires  Ihe  dialect 
of  Lynceus,  and  how  "one  word  seemed  lokisa 
the  other,"  for  the  Warder,  as  we  saw,  speaks 
in  doggerel ;  and  she  cannot  but  wish  that  she 
also  had  some  such  talent.  Fausl  assures  her 
that  nothing  is  more  easy  than  this  same  prac- 
tice of  rhyme:  it  is  but  speaking  right  from 
ihe  heart,  and  the  rest  fallows  of  coursei 
Withal,  he  proposes  that  thej  shoold  make  a 
trial  of  il  themselves.  The  experiment  sac 
ceeds  lo  mutual  satisfaction:  for  not  only  can 
they  two  build  thelofly  rhyme,  in  concert,  with 
all  convenience,  but,  in  the  course  of  a  pagd 
or  two  of  such  crambo,  many  love-tokens  come 
lo  light;  nay,  we  find  by  ihe  Chorus,  that  the 
wooing  has  well  nigh  reached  a  happy  end: 
at  least,  the  two  are  "sitting  near  and  nearer 
each  other, — ihoulder  on  shoulder,  knee  by 
knee,  hand  in  hand,  they  are  swaying  ovtt 
the  throne's  upcushioned  lordliness;"  whichf 
surely,  are  promising  symptoms. 

Such  ill-limed  dalliance  is  abmpilj  disturb- 
ed by  the  entrance  of  Phorcyas,  now.  as  evsri 
3  messenger  of  evil,  with  malignant  littings 
that  Menelaas  is  at  hand,  with  his  whole  force. 
(0  Storm  the  Castle,  and  ferociously  avenge 
bin  new  injuries.  An  immense  "explosion 
of  signals  from  Ihe  towers,  of  Irumpels,  cla- 
rions, military  music,  and  Ibe  march  of  nume- 
rous armies,  confirms  Ihe  news.  Faust  bow- 
ever,  treats  the  mailer  coolly;  chides  the 
unorremonious  trepidation  of  Phorcyas,  and 
summons  bis  men  of  war;  who  accordingly 
enter,  steel-clad,  in  mililary  pomp,  and  quitting 
their  battalions,  gather  round  him  lo  take  his 
orders.  In  a  wild  Pindaric  ode,  delivered  with 
due  emphasis,  he  directs  them  not  so  much 
how  they  are  to  conquer  Meoelaus,  whom 
doublless  be  knows  lo  he  a  sort  of  dream,  aa 
how  they  are  respectively  lo  manage  and  par-- 
liiion  Ihe  Country,  they  shall  hereby  acquire- 
Germanas  is  to  nave  "the  bays  of  Corinth;" 
while  ■■  Achaia,  with  iis  hundred  dells,"  is  re- 
commended to  Ihe  care  of  Goth ;  the  host  of 
the  Franks  must  go  ton-ards  Elis:  Metsene  ia 
lo  be  the  Saxon's  ihare;  and  Normann  i>  to 
clear  the  seas,  and  make  Argolis  great.  Sparta, 
however,  is  to  conU'nue  the  territory  of  Helentf 
and  be  queen  and  palroneiis  of  these  inhrinr 
Dukedoms.  In  all  this  are  we  to  trace  some 
faint  changeful  shadow  of  the  Naiional  Cha- 
racter, and  respective  Intellectual  PerfomianCQ 
of  the  several  Eorapc&n  uVbes^  Ui,^t^ 
of  the  real  History  ot  ftve  'NlvUi\«  * 


CAHLIXE'S  MISCELLANEOra  WRITINGS. 


t 


of  the  northern  swarins.  issuing,  like 
)  his  air-warriors,  "ffom  Cimmerian 
Nighl."  and  spreading  over  so  many  fair, 
regions !  Perhaps  of  troth,  and  of  more ;  per- . 
hapa  pmperly  of  netlher :  for  ihe  whole  has  a  I 
chameleon  chamcier,  chsagiag  hue  as  n-e  look  ' 
on  il.  However,  be  ihjs  as  it  may,  ihe  Chorus 
cannot  snOidenlly  admire  Faust's  strategic! 
faculty ;  and  the  troops  march  ofT.  vilhoui 
speech  indeed,  but  eridpnlly  in  the  highest 
^irils.  He  himself  concludes  with  iinolhw  i 
r^id  dilhyrsmbii^,  describing  Ihe  Peninsnlaj 
■of  Greece,  or  raiher,  perhaps,  typically  Ihe  ■ 
Hegion  of  true  Poesy,  "kissed  by  the'  jea- 
Taiers,"  and  "kail  in  the  last  mountain- 
braneli"  of  the  firm  land.  Thet«  is  a  wild 
gloving  Are  in  ihese  two  odes;  amusicarin- 
^istinciDess,  yet  enveloping  a  meged,  keen 
«en9e,  which,  were  the  gi(l  of  rhyme  so  com- 
'noa  as  Faust  thinks  ii,  we  should  have  plea- 
■snre  in  presenling  lo  our  readers.  Again  and 
again,  we  think  of  Calderon   and  his  Lift  a 

Faust,  aa  he  resumes  his  seat  by  Helena, 
observes  that  "  she  is  sprung  from  the  highest 
gods,  and  hDlongs  lo  ihe  first  world  alone.  It 
is  not  meet  that  bolted  lowers  should  encircle 
her;  and  near  by  Bpana,  over  the  hills,  "Ar- 
cadia blooms  in  eternal  strength  of  youth,  a 
blissful  abode  for  them  two."  "  Let  thrones 
mss  into  groves;  Arcedianly  free  be  such 
felicity !"  No  sooner  said,  than  done.  Our 
Fortress,  we  suppose,  rushes  asunder  like  a 
Palace  of  Air,  for,  "  the  ictnc  atiogahir  chaagei. 
J  leria  a/  Grallan  noip  art  tliul  tn  hy  elait  Dmecri. 
Shaily  Grott,  to  Ihtfoot  of  tlu  Rockt  ahick  meireh 
iht  place-  Fautt  and  Sd'na  art  not  Km.  Thi 
Ckorta,  icntlcrtd  arrmnd,  til  ditying." 

Id  Arcadia,  the  business  ^wa  wilder  than 
ever.  Phorcyas,  who  has  now  become  won- 
derfully civil,  and,  notwithstanding  her  tig- 
Jiness,  stands  on  the  best  fooling  with  the 
poor  lightheaded  Cicada-Swarm  of  a  Chorus, 
awakes  them  to  hear  and  see  Ihe  wonders 
that  have  happened  so  shortly.  Il  appears, 
loo,  Ihal  there  are  certain  "  Bearded  Ones"  (we 
suspect,  Devils)  wailing  wiih  aniieiy,  "  silling 
waichful  ihere  below."  to  see  Ihe  isiue  of  this 
extraordinary  transaction ;  but  of  these  Phor- 
cyas gives  her  silly  woman  no  hini  whal- 
erer.    She  tells   them,  in  glib   phrase,  what 

freat  things  are  in  Ihe  wind.  Faust  and 
lelena  have  been  happier  than  mortals  in 
these  groiloes,  Phorcyas,  who  was  in  waiting, 
gradoally  glided  away,  seeking  "  roots,  moss, 
and  rinds,"  on  household  duty  bent,  and  so 
■■  they  two  remained  alone." 
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The  Chorus  surest,  in  their  simplicit7,  Ihal 
this  elastic  little  urchin  may  have  some  rela- 
tionship to  Ihe  "Son  of  Maia,"  who.  in  old 
limes,  whisked  himself  so  nimbly  out  of  his 
swaddling  clothes,  and  stole  the  "Sea-ntlei'i 
trident "  and  "  Hepbxsios'  longs,"  and  variiw 
other  articles  befiire  he  was  well  span4oig> 
But  Phorcyas  declares  all  this  to  b«  snpervl- 
nualed  fable,  nnSt  for  modern  usea.  And  now, 
"  a  traulifnt,  purity  tntlaliim  fnMii  of  ttrmgid  it- 
ilnmtnfi  renmtidi  from  Iki  Caet,  Alt  tiiltit,  anJ 
loan  apptardrtplif  moved.  IlcoiUimiti  jitayMf  n 
/mUioik,"  while  Eophorion,  in  person,  makes 
his  appearance,  "in  iht  tmiumt above  darriitd;" 
larger  of  stature,  but  no  less  frolicsome  ud 
tuneful. 

Our  readers  arc  aware  thai  this  Euphorion, 
the  offspring  of  Northern  Character  wedded  lo 
Grecian  Culiure,  frisks  it  here  not  wiihont  re- 
ference to  Modem  Poesy,  which  had  a  birth  so 
precisely  similar.  Sorry  are  we  thai  we  can- 
not follow  him  through  these  fine  warblings 
and  trippings  on  the  light  fantastic  toe:  io  our 
ears  there  is  a  qaick.  pure,  small-loi     ' 
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'  fa)  then.  »s  perhaps  of  flfin  M\s  when  Ihe  < 
(jDeen  of  Fa«Ty  ndet  bf  moonlight.  It  is,  in  ' 
truih,  a  gracFful  rnblrmaiic  dance,  Ihis  little 
life  of  EuphorioD :  full  of  mraDings  and  half- 
meaninp.  The  history  of  Poetry,  trails  ofii 
iiridofl  Poets;  the  Trnubailours,  [he  Tbrt 
Italians;  elimpses  of  all  things,  full  vision  o 
nathine !  Euphorion  ^rovs  mpldly.  and  pa^st 
tmm  one  pursuit  in  another.  Qniiling  his 
fcorikh  gambols,  he  lakes  lodancinf;  and  romp- 
ing with  the  Chorus;  and  this  in  a  style  oftu- 
mBli  which  rather  dissalislies  Fauiil.  The  wild- 
etl  anil  coyest  of  these  damsels  he  seizes 
aTDwed  intcDl  of  »inatchlng  a  kiss;  but,  alas, 
the  re&isCs,  and  still  more  singular.  "^luAri  « 
in  JIamt  tnID  Ihi  air : "  inviting  him,  perhaps  i 
mockery,  to  follow  her,  and  "catch  his  var 
ished  purpose."  Eupborioo  shakes  olT  (he 
trainariis  of  the  llome,  and  now,  in  a  wilder 
humour,  mounls  oti  the  crags,  begins  to  talk 
of  courage  and  battle;  higher  and  higher  he 
tise«,  111!  the  Chorus  see  him  on  the  topmost 
cliff,  shining  "  in  harness  as  for  victory;"  and 
Ttl.  though  at  tuch  a  distance,  they  still  hear 
nla  tones,  neither  is  his  Gfure  diminished  in 
ibeii'  efts  i  which  indeed,  as  tbey  observe,  al- 
vajs  is,  and  should  bs,  the  case  with  "  sacred 
fotMf,"  thoagh  it  mounls  heavenward,  farther 
ud  fanher,  till  it  >■  glitter  like  the  fairest  star." 
Bat  Eaphorion's  life-dance  is  near  ending. 
Prom  his  high  peak,  he  catches  the  sound  of 
war.  and  fires  al  it,  and  longs  to  mil  in  it,  le 
Cbon«,  and  Mother,  and  Father  say  what  thet 
will. 


DFiMii<l,Oiaoilicr.  alone! 

t'he  prayer  is  soon  granted.     I'bc  Ohonit 
hani  a  dirge  over  bis  remains,  and  then; 


Rild  iku,  wl»i  BOW  iiBiia  n 
TtuI  Cirtnem  qutl  n<M.    Tbi 

To  lb>  Nether  KlDCdoBU  ukt  Udowi 
Th«  |odde»  l>  11  nut,  whoa  Ihos  M> 
Vel  Rodlilie  !■  II.  Sxf  [two  UK  ariflH 
Tile  prkFleii  )il|h  beqiKwI,  ind  iiiit 
-T  wUI  lin  ih«e  iwar  itwre  Ibe  coini 


in'xl  then, 

n.   nautuni 


■TUmilK 


K-r 


Ut.tTrtit  -]  Lift,! 


•km  4mn  <u  im  fat  tS  <Mi  P»- 
»«JU.Il,.li,igi»wt;  ih'KM 

■he  neimuie  tMve'hU  upon  ihe 
Buphorlnn  being— Lord  Byron: 

ty  dlAeppenn;"  Andllnl 


The  rest  of  the  personages  are  now  speedily 
disposed  of.  Panihatis,  the  Leader  of  Ihe 
Chorus,  and  the  only  one  of  them  who  has 
shown  any  glimmerings  of  Reason,  or  of  aught 
beyond  mere  sensitive  life,  mere  love  of  Plea- 
sure and  fear  of  Pain,  proposes  that,  being  now 
delivered  from  Ihe  soul-confbsing  spell  of  the 
"Thessalian  Haj?."  they  should  forthwith  re- 
turn ti>  Hades  to  bear  Helena  company.  Bat 
none  will  volunteer  viih  her:  so  she  goes  her- 
self. The  Chorus  have  lost  their  taste  for 
Asphodel  Meadows,  and  playing  so  subordinate 
a  pari  in  Orcus :  they  prefer  abiding  in  the 
Lighi  of  Day,  though,  indeed,  under  rather 
peculiar  circumstances ;  being  no  longer  "  Per- 
sons." they  say,  but  a  kind  of  Occult  Qualities, 
as  we  conjecture,  and  Poetic  Inspirations,  re- 
siding in  various  nainral  objects.  Thns,  on"! 
division  become  a  sort  of  invisible  Hatua 
dryads,  and  have  their  being  in  Trees,  and 
their  jo^  in  the  vanons  movements,  beaolies. 


i.wa  ID  onr  Enflbb  PoM 
iihf  pnre  itiii  pfsc^dea, 
11  KnphorloB  it  no  iB*ft 
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and  prodnets  of  inet,  A  leeoiid  cham  into 
Belloes;  a  thirdrinto  Uie  Spirit  of  Brooks; 
and  a  fourth  take  op  their  aWde  in  Yiaeyaids, 
and  delight  in  the  nuumfkctim  of  Wine.  No 
sooner  have  these  several  parties  made  ^.their 
minds,  than  the  Cwrtomfmb ;  and  Phorcyas  **  w 
-<AcJPr«M(ffiniMRrtfCitiif^afiticm<;  Md^dbioa 
ffmm  kw  toUmmif  latf  ktr  Mtuk  mud  Veil  ondiry 
mmi  ikowt  hmtlfaM  MsmstopaBLBSy  m  wr^^  m 
Jkr  «•  may  bt  ncetiMry,  fo  tommtni  on  tki  fketf 
1$  way  of  EpihgutJ' 

8neh  is  Mma  the  tnttrhidi  im  F^mt,  We 
kaT«  all  the  desire  in  the  worki  to  hear 
Mephisto's  Epilogue :  Init  far  be  it  from  us  to 
take  the  word  out  of  so  gifted  a  mouth !  In 
the  Ira^  of  commentary  on  Edema,  we  ourselves 
have  little  more  to  add.  The  reader  sees,  in 
general,  that  Faust  is  to  save  himself  fironr  the 
straits  and  fetters  of  Woridly  Life  in  the  loftier 
regions  of  Art,  or  in  that  temper  of  mind  bv 
wSich  alone  those  regions  ean  be  reached, 
and  permanently  dwelt  in.  Further,  also,  that 
this  ooetrine  is  to  be  stated  emblematically  and 
pumbdiieally;  so  tiiat  it  might  seem  as  if,  in 
Ooethe*s  hands,  the  History  of  Faust,  com- 
mencing among  the  ■  realities  of  every-day 
aiistenee^  supeiadding  to  these  certain  spiritual 
agencies,  and  passing  into  a  more aerialcharac- 
ter  as  it -proceeds,  may  fade  away,  at  iu  termi- 
nation* into  a  phantannagorlc  region,  where 
snnbol  and  thing  signified  are  no  longer 
dearly  distinguished;  and  thus  the  final  result 
be  ontiously  and  significanUr  indicated,  rather 
than  directly  exhibited.    With  regard  to  the 

rBial  purport  of  Euphorion,  Lynceos,  and 
rest,  we  nave  nothing  more  to  say  at  pre- 
sent; nay,  perhaps  we  may  hare  already  said 
too  much.  For  it  must  not  be  forgotten  by  the 
commentator,  and  will  not,  of  a  surety,  be  for- 
gotten by  Mephistopheles,  whenever  he  may 
please  to  deliver  his  Epilogue,  that  Helena  is 
not  an  Allegory,  but  a  rhaotasmagory ;  not  a 
^rpe  of  one  thing,  but  a  vague,  fluctuating, 
fitful  adumbration  of  many.  This  is  no  Pic- 
ture painted  on  canvas,  with  mere  material 
colours,  and  steadfastly  abiding  our  scrutiny; 
but  rather  it  is  like  the  Smoke  of  a  Wizard's 
Cauldron,  in  which  as  we  gaze  on  its  flicker- 
ing tints  and  wild  splendours,  thousands  of 
strangest  shapes  unfold  themselves,  yet  no  one 
will  abide  with  us ;  and  thus,  as  Goethe  says 
elsewhere,  **  we  are  reminded  of  Nothing  and 
Gt  All." 

Properly  speaking,  Helena  is  what  the  Ger- 
mans call  a  Mahrchen  (Fabulous  Tale),  a 
species  of  fiction  they  have  particularly  ex- 
celled in,  and  of  which  Goethe  has  already 
produced  more  than  one  distinguished  speci- 
men. Some  day  we  purpose  to  translate  for 
our  readers,  that  little  piece  of  his,  deserving 
to  be  named,  as  it  is,  "The  M&hrrhen"  and 
which  we  must  agree  with  a  great  critic  in 
reckoning  the  *<Tale  of  all  Tales."  As  to  the 
composition  of  this  Helena,  we  cannot  but  per- 
ceive it  to  be  deeply-studied,  appropriate,  and 


soecessftil.  It  is  woaderftil  with  wbat  M&f 
the  Classical  style  is  maintsined  thnoghmt 
the  earlier  part  of  the  poem;  how  skiUallyit 
is  at  ooee  united  to  the  Romantie  ttfk  of  lis 
latter  part,  and  made  to  re-appear,  at  iaterfiK 
to  the  end.  And  then  the  small  hsltecret 
touches  of  sarcasm,  the  curious  little  traits  bgr 
which  we  get  a  peep  behind  the  earlsiat 
Figure,  for  instance,  that  so  transient  sPoskt 
to  these  <■  Bearded  Ones  sitting  watchfiri  then 
below,"  and  then  their  tugging  at  Heteaa^llis* 
tie  to  pull  it  down  with  mem.  By  swh  li||k 
hints  does  Mephistopheles  point  op  ov- 
Whereabout ;  and  ever  and  anon  remal  m, 
that  not  on  the  firm  earth,  bat  on  the  wifr  mi 
airy  Beep,  has  he  spread  his  stranfs  ptfiliE^ 
where,  in  magic  light,  so  many  woaidcfB  ■• 
displayed  to  us. 

Had  we  chanced  to  find  that  Goedie,  ia  ote; 
instances,  had  ever  written  one  lintwttiit 
meaning,  or  many  lines  witbont  a  deyi 
true  meaning,  we  should  not  haTClhoaglrilfc 
little  cloud-picture  worthy  of  svieh  AifialBjl^ 
velopnlent,  or  such  carefid  stndy.  fk  Att 
case,  too,  we  should  neyer  have  seen  te  ft» 
Hdtna  of  Goethe,  but  some  lUse  erne  eC«r 
own  too  indolent  imaginatioB ;  Ibr  this 
as  it  grows  clearer,  grows  alyo  more  ' 
and  complete ;  and  the  third,  the  fOiif4 
of  it  pleases  fiir  better  than  the  first.  FevHilik 
artists  would  deserve  such  ihidi  ftooa  as;  M 
few  also  would  so  well  reward  iU 

On  the  general  relation  i^Bdtnm  to  Ai< 
and  the  degree  of  fitness  of  the  one  Ibr  tf» 
other,  it  were  premature  to  speak  more  s^ 
pressly  at  present  We  have  leanMd,  m 
authority  which  we  may  justly  reckon  the  bo^ 
that  Goethe  is  even  now  engaged  in  preparisg 
the  entire  Second  Part  of- Faust,  into  whici 
this  Helena  passes  as  a  component  part  Widi 
the  third  Lieferung  of  his  Works,  we  under- 
stand, the  beginning  of  that  Second  Part  is  lo 
be  published:  we  shall  then,  if  need  be,  feel 
more  qualified  to  speak. 

For  the  present  therefore,  we  take  leave  of 
Helena  and  Famtf  and  of  their  Author :  bnt  vilk 
regard  to  the  latter,  our  task  IS  nowise  ended; 
indeed,  .as  yet  hardly  begun,  for  it  is  not  is  the 
province  of  the  M&hrrhm,  that  Goethe  will  ever 
become  most  interesting  to  English  readeis. 
But  like  bis  own  Euphorion^  though  he  (iMf 
alofl  into  iEther,  he  derives,  Antseus-like,  Us 
strength  from  the  earth.  The  dullest  plodder 
has  not  more  practical  understanding,  or  s 
sounder  or  more  quiet  character,  than  thii 
most  aerial  and  imaginative  of  poets.  We 
hold  Goethe  to  be  the  Foreigner,  at  this  era, 
who,  of  all  others,  the  best  and  the  best  hf 
many  degrees,  deserves  our  study  and  appn> 
ciation.  What  help  we  individually  can  p^ 
in  such  a  matter,  we  shall  consider  it  a  dstf 
and  a  pleasure  to  have  in  readiness.  We 
purpose  to  return,  in  our  next  Number, to  ^ 
consideration  of  his  Works  and  Character  ii 
general. 


^ 
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hi*  not  on  this"  H«cDndPoriion"or Goethe's 
mks,  which  at  »ny  rite  coDtaios  nothing  nev 
M  u.  thai  we  mean  at  present  lo  dvell-  la  our 
IwlNumber,  we  engaged  (o  make  some  aatvfv 
tt  bik  wrilin^  an<i  character  id  general ;  and 
■Ml  now  endeavour,  itith  snch  insight  as  we 
hava,  M  Tal&l  thai  promise. 

We  hare  already  said  that  we  reckoned  this 
M  SBunpoiiant  sabjecl ;  and  few  of  Goethe's 
mderi  can  need  lo  be  reminded  that  it  is  no 
Mj  one.  We  hope  also  thai  our  pretensions 
i&nK*"'  ^  il  "f^  ""'  eiorbitanl;  the  Eum  of 
•qr  aim  being  nowise  lo  solve  so  deep  and 
piptaiil  an  inquiry,  but  only  lo  show  that  an 
■^Miy  of  Btich  a  sort  lie.*  ready  for  solution ; 
aMits  the  atieniion  of  thinking  men  among  us, 
aqr.iDeriU  a  thorough  invesiieaiion,  and  must 
MMmer  or  later  obtain  it.  Goethe's  literary 
killory  appears  lo  us  a  matter,  beyond  most 
Bihen,  of  rich,  sublile,  and  manifold  sipiifi- 
■uee ;  which  will  require  and  reward  the  best 
nd]r«f  Ihe  belt  heads,  and  to  Ihc  right  expo- 
itligD  vT  which  nol  one  but  many  judgmenls 
«3l  be  neceMary. 

Bowerer.  we  need  not  linger,  pretuding  on 
oar  own  ioabilily,  and  magnifying  the  difScnl- 
Hn  we  hare  so  courageoDsly  volunteered  to 
kodL  Considering  the  highly  com pici  aspect 
whieb  nieh  a  mind  of  itself  presenls  lo  us ; 
■■d,  ttttl  more,  taking  into  account  the  stale 
•I  SuKliih  opinion  in  respeci  of  it,  there 
■iaiy  aeein  few  literary  quesiions  of  our 
M  perpleied,  dubiou*.  perhaps  hazardous,  as 
ikiaef  ibe  character  of  Goethe;  but  few  also 
m  which  a  well-fcunded,  or  even  a  sincere, 
word  would  be  more  likely  In  profit  For  our 
naatrftaen,  al  aa  time  indisposed  to  foreign 
uecUence.  bnl  at  all  times  cauliuns  of  foreign 
lingfuUmy.  have  heard  much  of  Goethe;  but 
beard,  for  Ibe  most  pan,  what  eiclt«d  and  per- 
plexed rather  than  instructed  ihem.  Vague 
nunors  of  Ihe  man  have,  for  more  than  half  a 
ceolary,  been  humming  through  our  ears: 
from  lime  lo  time,  we  have  even  seen  some 
dillorted,  mutilated  transcript  of  his  own 
ibonghis,  which,  all  obscure  and  hieroglyphi- 
mI  as  it  might  oAen  seem,  failed  not  lo  emit 
heN  and  there  a  ray  of  keenest  and  puresi 
HDse ;  travellers  also  are  still  mnaiiig  lo  and 
titt,  importing  the  opinions  or,  at  worst,  the 
{oiEip  of  foreign  countries;  so  that,  by  one 
~  ns  (IT  anoiher.  many  of  as  have  come  to 
luideflandi  that  considerably  the  moM  dis- 
Uajrtiiihed  poet  and  thinker  of  his  age  is  called 
Owihe.  and  lives  ai  Weimar,  and  must,  to  all 
laranee,  be  an  eiiremely  surprising  cha- 


: racier:  bui  here,  unhappily,  oar  knowledge 
, almost  terminates;  and  still  most  Caria«itr> 
must  ingenuous  love  of  Information  and  inete 
passive  Wonder  alike  inquire:  What  manner 
of  man  li  this!  How  shall  we  interpret,  how 
■  ihall  we  even  see  him  1  What  is  his  spiritual 
|siructurc,  what  at  least  arc  the  outward  form 
;and  feaiares  of  his  mind!  Has  he  any  real 
poetic  worth ;  and  if  so,  how  much ;  how  much 
10  his  own  people,  how  much  lo  us! 

Reviewers,  of  great  and  of  small  cbaracier, 
have  manfully  endeavoured  lo  satisfy  the  Bri- 
tish world  on  these  poiols:  but  which  of  ua 
could  believe  iheir  report!  Did  it  nol  ralber 
become  apparent,  as  we  reflected  on  Ihe  mat- 
ter, that  this  Goethe  of  theirs  was  nol  Ihe  real 
man,  nay.could  nol  beany  real  man  whatever  T 
Fur  what,  after  all,  were  their  portraits  of  him 
but  copies,  with  some  retouchings  and  otna- 
meuial  appendages,  of  our  grand  English 
original  Picture  of  Ihe  German  genericallyl — 
In  itself  such  a  piece  of  an,  as  national  poT- 
iraiis,underLikecircumslauces,are  won!  lobe; 
and  resembling  Goclhe,  ns  some  unusually  ex- 
pressive Sign  of  ihe  Saracen's  Head  may  re- 
semble the  present  Sulian  of  Constantinople ! 

Did  we  imagine  thai  much  information,  or 
any  very  deep  sagacity  were  required  for 
avoiding  such  mistakes,  it  would  ill  become 
j  us  to  step  forward  on  this  occasion.  But 
surely  it  is  given  lo  every  man,  if  he  will  bul 
,  lake  heed,  to  know  so  much  as  whether  or  Dot 
he  knotnt.  And  nothing  can  be  plainer  lo  lu 
llhan  Ihal  if,  in  the  present  business,  we  can 
report  au);lu  from  oiif  own  personal  vision  and 
^  clear  hearty  belief,  it  will  be  a  useful  novell}' 
I  in  the  discussion  of  il.  Let  Ihe  reader  be 
patient  with  us  then  (  and  according  as  he  finds 
thai  we  speak  honestly  and  earnestly,  or  loosely 
and  dishonestly,  consider  oar  staiement,  or  dis- 
miss it  as  uuwodhy  of  consideration. 

Viewed  in  his  merely  external  relations, 
Goeihe  exhibits  an  appearance  such  as  sehJom 
occurs  in  the  history  of  letters,  and  indeed, 
from  the  nature  of  the  case,  can  seldom  occur. 
A  man,  who,  in  early  life,  rising  almost  at  a 
single  bound  into  the  highest  reputation  over 
all  Europe ;  by  gradual  advances,  Axing  him- 
self more  and  more  Grmly  in  the  reverence  of 
his  countrymen,  ascends  silendy  through  many 
vicissitudes  lo  the  supreme  iatellectual  place 
among  them ;  and  now,  Bfler  half  a  century, 
distinguished  by  convulsions,  political,  morali 
and  poetical,  still  reignt,  full  of  years  and 
honours,  with  a  saCl  undisputed  sway;  still 
labouring  in  his  vocation,  still  forwarding,  as 
wiih  knighily  benignity,  whatever  can  profit 
the  culture  of  his  nation :  inch  a  man  might 
jusily  allraci  our  notice,  were  it  only  by  the 
singularity  of  tiis  fortune.    Su'^mAKKUk  «& 
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this  ton  are  rare  io  modern  times;  so  ud 
sal,  and  oT  such  coalinuance,  they  are  al 
unexomplpii.  For  the  age  of  the  Prophets  and 
Theologic  Doctors  had  long  since-  passed 
away;  and  nonr  it  is  by  much  slighter,  hy 
transient  and  mere  earthly  lies,  that  bodies  of 
men  connect  iheroaelves  with  a  man. 
wifesl,  moEt  melodious  voice  cannot  in  these 
days  pn.ss  for  a  divine  one  ;  the  word  Inipir 
tion  still  lingers,  but  only  in  the  shape  of 
poetic  figure,  from  which  the  once  earne; 
awful,  and  sonl-anbdning  sense  has  vanished 
without  relum.  The  politj'  or  Lileralui 
called  a  Republic;  oltener  it  is  an  Anarchy, 
where,  by  strength  or  romine.  favourite  ader 
favourite  rises  into  spiendour  and  authority. 
bnl  like  Masaniello,  while  judging  the  people, 
is  on  the  third  day  deposed  and  shot.  Nay. 
few  such  adventurers  can  attain  even  this 
p«irftil  pre-eminence ;  for  at  maai,  it  is  clear, 
any  given  age  can  have  but  one  first  man; 
mtoy  ages  have  only  a  crowd  of  secondary 
men,  each  of  whom  is  (irsi  in  his  own  ej'es : 
and  seldom,  at  best,  can  the  "Single  Person" 
long  keep  his  -station  at  the  head  of  Ibis  wild 
eommonweallh;  moat  sovereigns  are  never 
universally  acknowledged,  least  of  all  in  their 
lifetimes ;  few  of  (he  acknowledged  can  reign 
peaceably  to  the  end. 

Of  such  a  perpetual  dictatorship  Voltaire 
amoDg  the  French  gives  thE  last  European 
instance;  but  even  with  him  it  was  perhaps  a 
mnch  less  striking  alTair.  Voltaire  reigned 
over  a  seel,  less  as  their  lawgiver  than  as  their 
general;  for  he  was  at  bitter  enmity  with  ihc 
great  numerical  majority  of  his  nation,  by 
whom  his  services,  far  from  being  acknow- 
ledged as  benefits,  were  execrated  as  abomina- 
tions. But  Goethe's  object  has,  al  all  times, 
teen  rather  to  unite  than  to  divide ;  and  though 
he  has  not  scrupled,  as  occasion  served,  to 
apeak  forth  his  convictions  distinctly  enough 
on  many  delicate  topics,  and  seems,  in  general, 
lo  have  paid  little  conn  to  the  prejudices  or 
private  feelings  of  any  man  or  body  of  men, 
we  see  not  at  present  that  his  merits  are  any- 
where disputed,  his  inlellectnal  endeavours 
«oti trove rled,  or  his  person  regarded  otherwise 
than  with  affection  and  respect.  In  later  year>, 
too.  the  advanced  age  of  the  poet  has  invested 
him  with  another  sort  of  dignity ;  and  the  ad- 
miration to  which  his  great  qualities  give  him 
claim,  is  tempered  into^  milder,  grateful  feel- 
lag,  almnsi  as  of  sons  and  grandsons  lo  their 
cominon  thiher.  Dissentients,  no  doubt,  there 
■re  and  must  be;  but,  apparently,  their  cause 
is  Dot  pleaded  in  words :  no  man  of  the  small- 
est note  speaks  on  thai  side ;  or  at  most,  such 
men  may  question,  not  the  worth  of  Goeihr, 
but  the  cant  and  idle  affectation  with  which,  in 
many  quarters,  this  must  be  promulgated  and 
bepraised.  Certainly  there  is  not,  probably 
there  never  was,  in  any  European  country,  a 
writer  who,  with  so  cunning  a  style,  and  so 
deep,  so  abstruse  a  sense,  ever  found  so  many 
readers.  For,  from  the  peasant  to  the  kioR. 
from  the  callow  dilettante  and  innamorato,  to 
the  grave  transcendental  philosopher,  men  of 
all  degrees  and  dispositions  are  familiar  with 
the  writings  of  Goethe:  each  studies  them 
tvilh  affeclioB,  with  a  faith  which,  "  where  it 


cannot  unriddle,  learns  to  trust ;"  each  takes 
with  him  what  he  is  adequate  to  carry,  and  de- 
parts thankful  for  his  own  allotments.  Two 
of  Goethe's  Intensest  admirers  are  Schelling 
of  Munich,  and  a  worthy  friend  of  anrs  la 
Berlin)  one  of  these  among  ihe  deepen  mea 
in  Europe,  the  other  amoDg  (he  shallowest. 

All  this  is,  no  douhi,  singular  enough  i  and  a 
proper  understanding  of  it  would  tluaw  light 
on  many  things.  Whatever  we  may  ibink  of 
Goethe's  ascendency,  the  existence  of  it  re- 
rnains  a  highly  curious  fact;  and  (0  Rmee  iu 
history,  to  discover  by  what  steps  sue))  1«- 
fiiience  has  been  attained,  and  how  so  loog 
preserved,  were  no  trivial  or  onprofltable  in- 
quiry, [t  would  be  worth  while  to  tee  so 
strange  a  man  for  his  own  sake;  and  here  lit 
should  see,  no)  only  the  man  himself,  lAd  fail 
own  progress  and  spirilnal  developmeal,  boi 
the  progress  also  of  his  nation;  and  ibiiirA; 
slu^ish  or  even  quiet  era,  but  in  times  mnW 
by  strange  revolutions  of  opinions,  tf  tgtf ' 
controversies,  high  enthusiasm,  novelt)'  oTw- 
terprise,  and  doubtless,  in  manj^  respeet*,!^ 
rapid  advancement :  for  that  the  Gertnan*  ban 
been,  and  still  are,  restlessly  sirugglis^  for- 
ward, with  honest  unwearied  effort,  sometimM 
with  enviable  success,  no  one,  who  know* 
them,  will  deny ;  and  as  little,  that  in  vmj 
province  of  Literature,  of  Art,  and  hoioaM 
accomplishment,  the  ioduence,  ol\en  tbe  dirMt 
guidance  of  Goethe  may  t>e  recognised.  The 
history  of  his  mind  is,  in  fact,  at  the  -■— - 

the  history  of  German   culture  it 
■■  "     '    ■  'Hence  this  individual 


is  dwi 
I  niglK 

T  or  later  been  acknowlt^ftd 
and  appropriated  by  his  country ;  aad  the  tilli 
of  ATiuiigrro,  which  his  admirers  give  fain,  ■ 
perhaps,  in  sober  slrictDess,  not  unmerilM. 
Be  it  for  good  or  for  evil,  there  is  certainly  » 
German,  since  the  days  of  Luther,  whose  Hft 
can  occupy  so  targe  a  space  in  the  inulleetull 
hi.'tory  of  that  people. 

In  this  point  of  view,  were  it  in  do  olber, 
Goethe's  JMdiluKg  imrf  H'nirjbttf.  so  soon  ■■  it 
tpleied,  may  deserve  to  be  reckoned  one 
most  interesting  works.  We  speak  Dot 
literary  merits.  Chough  in  that  reapee^ 
^e  must  say  that  few  Atttobiographies 
come  in  our  way,  where  so  diffieoll  a 
r  was  so  successfully  handled;  wbCR 
perfect  knowledge  conld  be  found  anited  lO 
kindly  with  perfect  tolerance;  and  a  peraonil 
narrative,  moving  along  in  sod  cleatnMi 
ihowed  us  a  man,  and  the  objects  Ihiu  eft- 
rironed  him,  ttoder  an  aspect  so  Terisiulkr. 
jet  so  lovely,  with  an  air  digniHeJ  and  ewvwl 
yet  graceful, cheerful,  even  gay:  a  stoiyaicf 
1  Patriarch  to  his  children ;  sach  indeed,  u 
Tew  men  can  be  called  upon  to  relate,  and  few, 
if  called  upon,  could  relate  so  well.  What 
would  we  give  for  such  an  Aatnbiognraphy  of 
Shakspeare,  of  Milton,  even  of  Pope  or  Swifl! 
DirhlvH!!  tind  n'ahrluii  has  been  censored  con- 
siderably in  England ;  but  not,  we  are  inctiBtd 
to  believe,  with  any  insight  into  its  prtiper 
meaning.  The  misfortune  of  Ihe  work  andiig 
us  was,  that  we  did  not  know  the  narrator  tr- 
|udge  what 


■n  taj  at  all.  W«  sa;  nothing  of  his  siiua- 
Imi  b«snl  only  ihe  soanil  of  his  roietrj  aad 
ikshBg  it,  Dfvsr  iloohiFd  iliai  he  musi  be  per- 
(nline  in  official  garments  from  the  rostrum, 
iMlead  of  Epenlcing  tni»tfully  by  the  fireside. 
Fur  the  chief  ground  of  oSeDcc  seemed  to  be, 
Ibil  iho  slury  was  nol  nmble  enough ;  thai  it 
mtted  on  details  of  loo  poor  and  private  a 
lUnre;  verged  here  and  there  towards  garru- 
tof ;  vas  not.  in  one  word,  vrilten  in  the  style 
</*bal  w«  call  B  gnulrman.  Whether  il  mi^hi 
to  vTiHen  ID  (he  siyle  of  a  man,  and  how  far 
Ibeae  two  sijries  might  be  compatible,  and 
•bai  might  be  [heir  relative  worth  and  prefer- 
iU>nes«i  was  &  deeper  qnestion,  lo  which  ap- 
fHCDlly  DO  heed  had  been  given.  Yet  herein 
kf  the  very  cream  of  the  matter ;  for  Goethe 
«•*  not  writing  to  "  persons  of  quality"  in 
Bnglaod.  but  to  personi  of  heart  and  head  in 
btape:  a  somewhaidiSerenl  problem  perhaps. 
Ud  reijuinng  a  somewhat  diS*ereal  solution. 
Aa  lo  this  ignobleness  and  freedom  of  detail, 
cipecially.  we  may  say,  that,  to  a  German,  few 
iccnaalions  could  appear  more  surprising  than 
Ibia,  which,  wiih  di,  conaiituics  the  head  and 
Ami  of  bis  offending.  Goeihe.  in  his  own 
•ooDlry.  far  from  being  accused  of  d 
bmiliarily  towards  his  readers,  had,  np  Ic 
4aie,  been  labouring  nnder  precisely  ihe  oppo- 
nlr  charge.  Il  was  his  staleliness.  his  reserve 
Ui  indifference,  bis  contempt  tor  the  public 
Aat  were  censured.  Strange,  almost  ineipli 
cable,  as  many  of  his  works  might  appear; 
Wd,  sorrowful,  and  altogether  stolid  as  might 
be  [be  criticisms  ihcy  underwent,  no  word  of 
opUnaiioD  could  be  wrungfrom  him;  he  had 
never  even  deigned  lo  wriln  a  preface, 
n  later  and  jusler  days,  when  the  study  of 
PoeujcBDie  to  be  prosecuted  in  another  spirit, 
and  It  was  found  ihai  Goethe  was  standing,  not 
like  a  culprit  to  plead  for  himself  before  the 
Ulenrj  pUbaaai,  btti  lilte  a  higher  teacher  i 
pnacher.  speaking  for  trnlh,  to  whom  both 
fUruiu  and  palriciani  were  bound  lo  give  all 
(■(.  ihe  oniward  diibculty  of  inlerpreting  his 
vorln  began  indeed  lo  vanish ;  but  enoagh  slill 
nmaiaed,  nay.  increased  cnrioaiiy  had  given 
DM  Ut  new  ilifficullies,  and  deeper  inquiries. 
II  only  ithai  were  these  works,  bnl  how  did 
uaie,  became  qoeslions  for  the  critic. 
kl  of  Goethe's  chief  productions,  and. 
tUer  poem  a,  nearly  ihe  whole,  seemed 
Wljr  inierwoven  wilh  his  privale  his- 
kt  without  some  knowledge  of  this,  no 
ertaauch  questions  could  be  given.  Nay, 
MBlaries  hare  been  wrilien  on  single 
■  of  his,  endeavouring,  by  way  of  gness, 
Mif  thia  deficiency.*  We  can  Ihus  judge 
o  Ihe  Germans,  such  minuteness  of 
a  this  DieUuHi  und  H'u'irAnt  may 
A  a  sin.  Few  readers  of  Goethe, 
tUrre,  bnl  would  wish  rather  to  see  il  ei 
id  Iban  cnnailed. 
I  it  oar  duty  also  to  remark,  if  any  one  bi 
e  of  it,  that  the  JlffmotVi  of  Goiihi 
me  years  ago  in  London,  can  ban 
iJ  eoacero  with  Ihii  auiohiography.  Th> 
t-vt  hnnger  is  an  eicuse  for  much;  oiher- 


that  German  translator,  whom  indignant 
ewers  have  proved  lo  know  n«  German, 
a  highly  reprehensible  niai>.  His  work, 
il  appears, is  done  from  the  Preii'!li,a]id  shows 
subiraciion^,  and.  what  i^  u-or'r,  additions. 
Bui  the  unhappy  Dragoman  has  already  been 
chastised,  perhaps  too  sharply.  If  warring 
with  the  reefs  and  breakers  and  cross  eddies 
of  Life,  he  still  hover  on  this  side  ihe  shado* 
of  Night,  and  any  word  of  ours  might  reach 
him,  we  would  rather  say:  Courage,  Brother! 
Grow  honest,  and  limes  will  mend! 

It  would  appear,  then,  that  for  inquirers  into 
Foreign  Liierature,  for  all  men,  anxious  lo  see 
and  understand  Ihe  European  world  as  ii  lies 
around  them,  a  great  problem  is  presented  in 
this  Goeihe  ;  a  singular,  highly  signilicant  phe- 
lenon,  and  now,  also,  means  more  or  less 
pleie  for  ascertaining  ils  significance.  A 
I  of  wonderful,  nay  unexampled  reputation 
and  intellectual  inSuence  among  forty  millions 
of  reflective,  serious,  and  cnltivated  men,  in- 
ndy  him;  and  lo  determine  for 
ourselves  whether  and  how  far  such  influence 
has  been  salutary,  soch  repuialicm  merited. 
That  ihis  call  will  one  day  be  answered,  that 
Goeihe  will  be  seen  and  judged  of  in  hla  real 
characier  among  us,  appear*  ccriain  enough. 
long  familiar  everywhere,  has  now 
awakened  the  altention  of  critics  in  all  Eu- 
ropean countries  lo  his  works :  he  is  studied 
wherever  Irne  study  exists;  eagerly  sliidied 
even  in  France ;  nay,  some  considerable  know- 
ledge of  hia  nature  and  spiritual  importance 
ems  already  lo  prevail  there.* 
For  ourselves,  meanwhile,  in  giving  all  due 
right  to  so  curious  an  exhibition  of  opinion, 
is  doubtless  our  pari,  at  the  same  lime,  to 
beware  that  we  do  nol  give  il  too  much.  This 
universal  sentiraeni  of  admiration  is  wonder- 
fol,  is  inieresiing  enough;  but  il  must  not 
lead  us  aslray.  We  English  stand  as  yet 
wilhoiil  the  sphere  of  it ;  neither  will  we  plunge 
blindly  in,  but  enler  considerately,  or,  if  we  see 
good,  keep  aloof  from  it  altogether.  Fame,  we 
may  understand,  is  no  sure  tesl  of  meril,  bnl 
only  a  probability  of  such:  il  is  an  accident, 
nol  a  property,  of  a  man ;  like  light,  il  can 
give  little  or  nothing,  but  at  most  may  show 
what  is  given  ;  oHen,  il  is  bul  a  false  glare,  daz- 
zling the  eyes  of  the  vulgar,  lending  by  casual, 
extrinsic  splendour  ihe  brightness  and  mani- 
fold glance  of  the  diamond  lo  the  pebbles  of  no 
valoe.  A  man  is  in  all  cases  simply  ihr  man, 
of  lb*  same  inlrinsic  worth  and  weakness, 
whether  his  worth  and  weakness  lie  hidden  in 
the  depths  of  his  own  consciousness,  or  be  be- 
trnmpeted  and  beshouled  from  end  lo  end  of 
iha  habitable  globe.  These  are  plain  truths, 
which  no  one  should  lose  sigbl  of;  (hough, 
whether  in  love  or  in  anger,  for  praise  or  for 
condemnation,  most  of  us  are  too  apt  lo  forget 
them.  Bul  leaot  ofall  can  it  become  the  critic 
to  "  follow  a  mnltilude  to  do  evil,"  even  when 
that  evil  is  excess  of  admiration;  on  ihe  con- 
trary, il  will  behove  him  lo  lift  up  hia  voice, 
how  feeble  soever,  how  unheeded  soever, 
against  the  common  delusion;  from  which,  if 
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.    r  help  to  save,  any  morlal,  his 
endesTOurs  wilJ  hive  been  repud. 

Wilh  these  things  in  some  measure  before 
us,  we  must  remind  our  readers  o(  another  in- 
llaence  at  vork  in  this  affair,  and  one  acting, 
as  ve  think,  in  the  conlrar;  direction.    That 

fiilifuf  enough  desire  for  "originality."  which 
arks  and  acts  in  all  mind.s,  will  rather,  we 
imagine,  lead  the  critic  or  Foreign  Lilerature 
ID  adopt  ihe  negauve  than  the  atiirmative  wilh 
regard  to  Goethe.  If  a  writer,  indeed,  feel  thai 
he  is  writing  for  England  alone,  invisibly  and 
inaudibly  to  the  rest  of  the  Earth,  Ihe  tempta- 
tions may  be  pretty  equally  balanced;  if  he 
write  for  some  small  conclave,  which  he  mis- 
takenly thinks  the  representative  of  England, 
tbey  may  sway  this  way  or  that,  as  it  chances. 
But  writing  in  such  isolated  spirit  is  no  long- 
er possible.  Traffic,  with  its  swih  ships,  is 
uniting  all  nations  into  one;  Europe  at  large 
is  becoming  more  and  more  one  public:  and 
in  this  public,  the  voices  fur  Goethe,  compared 
with  those  agaiQBi  him,  are  m  the  proportion, 
as  we  reckon  itaem,  both  as  lo  the  number  and 
value,  of  perhaps  a  hundred  lo  one.  We  take 
in,  not  Germany  alone, but  France  and  Italy; 
Dot  Ihe  Schlegels  and  8chellings.  but  the  Man- 
zonis  and  de  Staels.  The  bias  of  originality, 
therefore,  may  lie  to  the  side  of  (he  censure : 
and  whoever  among  us  shall  step  forward, 
with  such  knowledge  as  our  common  crilies 
hare  of  Goethe,  to  enlighten  the  European 
public,  by  contradiction  in  Ibis  matlet,  displays 
a  heroism,  which,  in  esiimaiing  his  other 
merits,  ought  nowise  lo  he  forgotten. 

Our  own  view  of  the  case  coincides,  we  con- 
fess, in  some  degree  with  Ihal  of  Ihe  majority. 
We  reckon  ihat  Goethe's  fame  has,  to  aconside- 
rable  extent,  been  deserved;  that  his  inlluence 
has  been  of  high  benefit  to  his  own  country ; 
nay  more,  Ihnl  it  promises  to  be  of  benefit  to 
us,  and  to  all  oiber  nations.  The  essential 
grounds  of  this  opinion,  which  to  explain 
minutely  were  a  long,  indeed  boundless  task, 
we  may  slate  without  many  words.  We  And, 
Ihen,  in  Goeihe,  an  Artist,  in  ihe  high  and  an- 
cienl  meaning  of  that  lerm;  in  the  meaning 
which  il  may  have  borne  long  ago  among  the 
masters  of  Italian  painling,  and  the  fathers  of 
Poetty  in  England ;  we  say  that  we  trace  in  the 
creations  of  this  man,  belonging  in  every  sense 
10  our  own  time,  some  touches  of  thai  old, 
divine  apirit,  which  had  long  passed  away  from 
among  us,  nay,  which,  as  has  often  bee  ' 
boriously  demonslraled,  was  not  to  relui 
Ihia  world  any  more. 

Or  perhaps  ive  cume  nearer  our  meaning,  if 
we  say  that  in  Qoethe  we  discover  by  far  ihe 
most  striking  ■□siance,'in  our  time,  of  a  writer 
who  is,  in  strict  speech,  what  Philosophy  can 
call  a  Man,  He  is  ncilher  noble  nor  plebeian, 
neither  liberal  nor  servile,  nor  infidel,  nor  de- 
votee; but  the  best  excellence  of  all  these, 
joined  in  pure  union;  "a  clear  and  universal 
jfuii."  Goeihe's  poeiry  is  no  separate  faculty. 
no  menial  handicraft;  but  ihe  voice  of  Ihe 
whole  harmonious  manhood:  nay  it  is  tbe  very 
horroony,  the  living  and  life-giving  harmony 
of  that  rich  manhood  which  forms  his  pc  — 
All  good  men  may  be  called  poela  in  act, 
word;  all  good  poets  are  so  in  both.    But 


Goethe  besides  appears  to  w  a  pervon  of  ibl 
deep  endowment,  and  gifted  vision,  of  Ihatcj 
rience  also  and  sympathy  in  Ihe  ways  of  al 
m,  which  qualify  him  to  stand  forth,  not  oat 
the  lilerary  ornament,  but  in  many  respeet 
I  as  the  Teacher  and  exemplar  of  his  af 
For,  lo  say  nothing  ofhis  natural  gifts,  he  b 
cultivated  himself  and  his  an,  he  has  slndiil 
how  to  live  and  write,  with  a  fidelity,  so  ui 
wearied  earnestness,  of  which  there  is  no  oih 
;  of  which,  among  Biite 
poeis  especially,  Wordsworth  atone  oSen  at 
resemblance. .  And  this  in  our  view  is  the  i 
snlt:  To  our  minds,  in  these  soft,  melodioti 
imaginations  ofhis,  there  is  embodied  ihe  Wii 
dom  which  is  proper  lo  this  time ;  the  be« 
ful,  the  religious  Wisdom,  which  snaj  ■ 
lhsomethingofitsoldimpressivenew,sp«ri 
[he  whole  kouI;  still,  in  these  hanL nr 
tring,  utilitarian  days,  reveal  to  ns  glitB{ 
of  the  Unseen  but  not  unreal  World,  tha 
tbe  Actual  and  Ihe  Ideal  may  again  meetk 
gether,  and  clear  Knowledge  be  again  vidl' 
to  Religion,  in  the  life  and  business  oTmea. 
Such  is  oar  conviction  or  pentuasion  w 
regard  lo  the  poeiry  of  Goeihe.  Could  wt 
'  Lie  Ihis  opinion  to  be  irue.  cooM  m 
:hibil  it  with  that  degree  of  cleuw 
:y  which  it  has  ailained  in  t 
thoughts,  Goeihe  were,  on  our  part  **■! 
ly  recommended  lo  Ihe  best  sltentionfl 
all  thinking  men.  But,  unhappily,  it  is  bM 
ibjeet  susceptible  of  demonstration  :  dieniMl 
id  characteristics  of  a  Poet  are  not  lo  ba  • 
forth  by  logic ;  but  lo  be  gathered  by  peraoB 
and  as,  in  this  case,  it  must  be.  hy  deep  » 
careful  inspection  ofhis  works.  Nay.  Goedid 
world  is  every  way  so  dilTereni  from  ours;  it  col 
ussucheffort.wehavesomuchioremeniberu 
so  much  lo  foigeU  before  we  can  transfer  o 
selves  in  any  measure  into  his  pecnliarpdfMi 
vision, Ihatarighl  study  of  him, forai  ~  " 
man,  even  of  ingenuous,  open,  inquisitive  ■ 
becomes  unusually  difficult ;  for  a  fixed, deeii.  _ 
conlempiuous  Englishmsn,  next  lo  impoariH 
To  a  reader  of  the  first  clas»,  helps  may  I 
given,  explanations  will  remove  manyadil 
cully;  beauties  thai  lay  hidden  may  ben 
apparent;  and  directions,  adapted  to  his  to 
posilion.will  at  length  gittdehim  into  the pn 
(rack  for  such  an  inquiry.  All  ihis,  hove 
must  be  a  work  of  progression  and  detaU>  1 
do  our  part  in  l^  from  time  to  time,  must  i 
among  ihe  best  duties  of  an  English  Foe 
Review.  Meanwhile,  our  present  endHVH 
limits  iWelf  within  far  narrower  bounds.  " 
cannot  aim  to  make  Goethe  known,  but  onl. 
prove  that  he  is  worlhy  of  being  kaown; 
most,  to  point  oul.  as  it  were  afar  olT,  the  f 
by  which  some  knowledge  of  hira  majr  ba 
tained.  A  slighl  glance  al  his  general  til 
character  and  procedure,  and  one  or  t 
his  chief  prodoclions,  which  throw  UgM  1 
these,  most  for  the  present  snfllce. 

A  French  diplomatic  personage.  c«nb 
plating  Goethe's  physiognomy,  is  said  to  h 
observed:  Vmli  «n  Amnrii  7111  n  ni  biautmf 
chagrim.  A  truer  version  of  the  matler,  Om 
himself  seems  lo  think,  would  hive  be 
Here  is  a  man  who  has  struggled  toughly;  1 
haa  u  tich  retht  Kntr  iMnfen  fnom.    GocUmI 
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rtber  as  a.  writer  and  ihinker,  or  as  a 
ctifc  man,  has  indeed  been  a  life  of 
'  earnest  toilsome  endeavour  after  all 
ce.    Accordingly,  his  intellectual  pro- 
s  spiritual  and  moral  history,  as  it  may 
»red  from  his  successive  works,  fur- 
rith  us,  no  small  portion  of  the  plea- 
[  profit  we  derive  from  perusing  them, 
ating  deeply  in  all  the  influences  of 
he  has  from  the  first,  at  every  new 
tood  fonh  to  elucidate  the  new  circum- 
)f  the  time:  to  oflerthe  instruction,  the 
rhich  that  time  required.    His  literary 
les  itself  into  two  portions  widely  dif- 
i  character :  the  products  of  the  first, 
new  and  original,  have  long,  either 
or  through   the  thousand,  thousand 
18  of  them,  been  familiar  to  us;  with 
lucts  of  the  second,  equally  original, 
mr  day,  far  more  precious,  we  are  yet 
[uainted.    These  two  classes  of  works 
rioDsly  related  with  each  other ;  at  first 
t  strong  contradiction,  yet,  in  truth, 
Ml  together  by  the  strictest  sequence. 
the  has  not  only  suffered  and  mourned 
agony  under  the  spiritual  perplexities 
ne ;  but  he  has  also  mastered  these,  he 
i  them,  and  has  shown  others  how  to 
re  them.    At  one  time,  we  found  him 
lesA,  and  now,  he  is  in  light ;  he  was 
Unbeliever;  and  now  he  is  a  Believer; 
elicves,  moreover,  not  by  denying  his 
,  but  by  following  it  out;  not  by  stop- 
rt,  still  less  turning  back,  in  his  inqui- 
by  resolutely  prosecuting  them.    This, 
rs  to  U5,  is  a  case  of  singular  interest, 
Uy  exemplified,  if  at  all,  elsewhere,  in 
r  d^yA.    How  has  this  man,  to  whom 
d  once  oflered  nothing  but  blackness, 
tnd   despair,  attained   to   that  better 
hich  now  shows  it  to  him',  not  tolerable 
t   fall    of  solemnity  and  loveliness? 
I  the  belief  of  a  Saint  been  united  in 
I  and  true  mind  with  the  clearness  of  a 
i  the  devout  spirit  of  a  Fenelon  made 
in  soft  harmony  with  the  gayety,  the 
,  the  shrewdness  of  a  Voltaire  1 
e's  two  earliest  works  are  Goffr  von 
gen  and   The  Sorrows  of  Werter,     The 
a  ioflaence  and  popularity  they  gained, 
home  and  abroad,  is  well  known.    It 
f  that  established  almost  at  once  his 
fame  in  his  own  country;  and  even 
led  his  subsequent  private  history,  for 
Dght  him  into  contact  with  the  Duke 
lar;  in  connection  with  whom,  the  Poet, 
in  manifold  duties,  political  as  well  as 
has  lived  for  fifty-four  years,  and  still, 
arable  retirement,  continues  to  live.* 
!ecu  over  Europe  at  large  were  not  less 
ihan  in  Crermany* 

^uld  be  difficult,"  observes  a  writer  on 
ject,  **  to  name  two  books  which  have 
d  a  deeper  influence  on  the  subsequent 
e  of  Europe  than  these  two  perform- 
'  a  young  author;  his  first-fruits,  the 


lh«  above  wm  written,  ttiat  wortliy  Prinre, 
re  hnve  nnderiitnoil,  tn  all  renpectp,  exemplary 
^r  rnnremeil  literature  and  the  Artn,  haii  been 
il«nl>'  awajr.  He  Hied  on  bii  road  from  Berlin, 
«•,  OB  tbe  SUh  of  Jone. 


produce  of  his  twenty-fourth  year.      Werttr 
appeared  to  seize  the  hearts  of  men  in  all 
quarters  of  the  world,  and  to  utter  for  them  the 
word  which  they  had  long  been  waiting  to  hear. 
As  usually  happens,  too,  this  same  word,  once 
littered,  was  soon  abundantly  repealed ;  spoken 
in  all  dialects,  and  chanted  through  all  notes 
of  the  gamut,  till  the  sound  of  it  had  grown  a 
weariness  rather  than  a  pleasure.    Skeptical 
sentimentality,  view-hunting,  love,  friendship, 
suicide,  and  desperation,  became  the  staple  of 
literary  ware;  and  though  the  epidemic,  afler 
a  long  course  of  years,  subsided  in  Germany, 
it  reappeared  with  various  modifications  in 
other   countries,   and    everywhere    abundant 
traces  of  its  good  and  bad  efifects  arc  still  to  be 
discerned.    The  fortune  of  Btriichingen  teiththt 
Iron  Hand,   though   less   sudden,  was   by  no 
means  less  exalted.    In  his  own  country,  Goefz, 
though  he  now  stands  solitary  and  childless, 
became  the  parent  of  an  innumerable  progeny, 
of  chivalry  plays,  feudal  delineations,  and  po- 
etico-antiquarian  performances ;  which,  though 
long  ago  deceased,  made  noise  enough  in  their 
day  and  generation:  and  with  ourselves,  his 
influence  has  been  perhaps  still  more  remark- 
able.   Sir  Walter  Scott's  first  literary  enter- 
prise was  a  translation  of  Cktetz  von  Jierlirhingen  ; 
and,  if  genius  could  be  communicated  like  in- 
struction, we  might  call  this  work  of  Goethe's 
the  prime-  cause  of  Marmion  and  the  Lady  of 
the  Lakef  with  all  that  has  followed  from  the 
same  creative  hand.    Truly,  a  grain  of  seed 
that  has  lighted  on  the  right  soil !     For  if  not 
firmer  and  fairer,  it  has  grown  to  be  taller  and 
broader  than  any  other  tree  ;  and  all  the  nations 
of  the  earth  are  still  yearly  gathering  of  its 
fruit. 

**  But  overlooking  these  spiritual  genealogies, 
which  bring  little  certainty  and  little  profit,  it 
may  be  sufficient  to  ob^e^ve  of  Verlichingen  and 
Wertcr^  that  they  stand  prominent  among  the 
causes,  or  at  the  very  least,  among  the  signals 
of  a  great  change  in  modern  literature.  The 
fonner  directed  men's  attention  with  a  new 
force  to  the  picturesque  effects  of  the  Past; 
and  the  latter,  for  the  first  time,  attempted  the 
more  accurate  delineation  of  a  class  of  feelings 
deeply  important  to  modem  minds,  but  for 
which  our  elder  poetry-  offered  no  exponent, 
and  perhaps  could  offer  none,  because  they 
are  feelings  that  arise  from  Passion  incapable 
of  being  converted  into  Action,  and  belong 
chiefly  to  an  age  as  indolent,  cultivated,  and 
unbelieving  as  our  own.  This,  notwithstanding 
the  dash  of  falsehood  which  may  exist  in  Wtr' 
ter  itself,  and  the  boundless  delirium  of  extra- 
vagance which  it  called  forth  in  others,  is  a 
high  praise  which  cannot  justly  be  denied  it 
The  English  reader  ought  also  to  understand 
that  our  current  version  of  Werter  is  mutilated 
and  inaccurate:  it  comes  to  us  through  the 
all-subduing  medium  of  the  French,  shorn  of 
its  caustic  strength,  with  its  melancholy  ren- 
dered maudlin. its  hero  reduced  from  the  state- 
ly gloom  of  a  broken-hearted  poet  to  the  tear- 
ful wrangling  of  a  dyspeptic  inilor.'** 

To  the  same  dark,  wayward  mood,  which, 
in  Werlcr^  pours  itself  forth  in  bitter  wailings 

■ I       ■  ■  i_  -        ■  I    m    • 

*  German  Romance,  vol.  iv.  pp.  6—7. 
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over  haman  life ;  and,  in  Bfrlichingm,  appears  as 
a  fond  and  sad  looking  back  into  the  Past,  be- 
long various  other  productions  of  Goethe's; 
for  example,  the  Mitgchuidigen,  and  the  first 
idea  of  Fauttt  which,  however,  was  not  realized 
in  actual  composition,  till  a  calmer  period  of 
his  histor>'.  Of  this  early  "harsh  and  crude,'* 
yet  fervid  and  genial  period,  Wcrter  may  stand 
here  as  the  representative ;  and,  viewed  in  its 
external  and  internal  relation,  will  help  to  il- 
lustrate both  the  writer  and  the  public  he  was 
writing  for. 

At  the  present  day,  it  would  be  difficult  for 
us,  satisfied,  nay,  sated  to  nausea,  as  wc  have 
been  with  the  doctrines  of  Sentimentalitv,  to 
estimate  the  boundless  interest  which  Wri-itr 
must  have  excited  when  first  given  to  the 
world.  It  was  then  new  in  all  senses ;  it  was 
wonderful,  yet  wished  for,  both  in  its  own 
country  and  in  every  other.  The  literature 
of  Germany  had  as  yet  but  partially  awakened 
from  its  long  torpor:  deep  learning,  deep  re- 
flection, have  at  no  time  been  wanting  there : 
but  the  creative  spirit  had  for  above  a  century 
been  almost  extinct.  Of  late,  however,  the 
Ramlers,  Rabeners,  Gellerts,  had  attained  to  no 
inconsiderable  polish  of  style ;  Klopstock's 
Mcuiiu  had  called  forth,  the  admiration,  and 
perhaps  still  more  the  pride,  of  the  country,  as 
a  piece  of  art ;  a  high  enthusiasm  was  abroad ; 
Lessing  had  roused  the  minds  of  men  to  a 
deeper  and  truer  interest  in  literature,  had 
even  decidedly  begun  to  introduce  a  heartier, 
warmer,  and  more  expressive  style.  The 
Germans  were  on  the  alert ;  in  expectation,  or 
at  least  in  full  readiness  for  some  far  bolder 
impulse ;  waiting  fur  the  Poet  that  might  speak 
to  them  from  the  heart  to  the  heart.  It  was  in 
Goethe  that  such  a  Poet  was  to  be  given  them. 

Nay,  the  literature  of  oiher  countries,  placid 
selt-saiisfied  as  they  mitjhi  seem,  was  m  an 
e<iually  expectant  condition.  Everywhere,  as 
in  Germany,  there  was  polii^h  and  languor, 
external  glitter  and  internal  vacuity;  it  was 
not  fire,  but  a  picture  of  fire,  at  which  no  soul 
could  be  warmed.  Literature  had  sunk  from 
its  former  vocation :  it  no  longer  held  the  mir- 
ror up  to  nature;  no  longer  rcrteelcd,  in  many- 
coloured  expressive  symboN,  the  actual  pas- 
sions, the  hopes,  sorrows,  joys  of  Living  men  ; 
but  dwelt  in  a  remote  conventional  world,  in 
Caslles  of  Otranto,  in  EpiffQtiiaih  and  hwiidtntes, 
among  clear,  metallic  heroes,  and  white,  high, 
stainless  beauties,  in  whom  the  drapery  and 
elocution  were  nowise  the  least  important 
qualities.  Men  thought  it  right  that  the  heart 
should  swell  into  magnanimity  with  Caracta- 
cus  and  Cato,  and  melt  into  sorrow  with  many 
an  Eliza  and  Adelaide;  but  the  heart  was  in 
no  haste  either  to  swell  or  to  melt.  Some 
pulses  of  heroicai  sentiment,  a  few  u^matural 
tears  might,  with  conscientious  readers,  be  ac- 
tually squeezed  forth  on  such  occasions:  but 
they  came  only  from  the  surface  of  the  mind; 
Tiay,  had  the  conscientious  man  considered  of 
the  matter,  he  would  have  found  that  they 
ought  not  to  have  come  at  all.  Our  only  Eng- 
lish poet  (if  the  period  was  Goldsmith  ;  a  pure, 
clear,  genuine  spirit,  had  he  been  of  depth  or 
strengtli  sufficient:  his   Viccr  of  Wukifeld  re- 


mains the  best  of  all  modem  Idyls;  b\^ 
and  was  nothing  more.  And  consider 
leading  writers ;  consider  the  poetry  or  c 
and  the  prose  of  Johnson.  The  first  ^  i 
rious  mosaic,  through  the  hard,  stiff  iji 
meats  of  which  little  life  or  true  grace  en 
be  expected  to  look  :  real  feeling,  and  aJi/jc 
dom  of  expressing  it,  are  sacrificed  to  po^ 
to  cold  splendour;  for  vigour  we  have  tea 
tain  mouthing  vehemence,  too  elegant  inM 
to  be  tumid,  yet  essentially  foreign  to  Ai 
heart,  and  seen  to  extend  no  deeper  tloa'Al 
mere  voice  and  gesture.  Were  it  not  for  kil 
Lftterfy  which  are  full  of  warm,  enbrrMl 
power,  we  might  almost  doubt  whether  Gr^ 
was  a  man  of  genius ;  nay,  was  a  liriDgoM 
at  all,  and  not  rather  some  thoasand-tiM 
more  cunningly  devised  poetical  tumififta^j 
than  that  of  Swift's  Philosophers  in  ~ 


Johnson's  prose  is  true,  indeed,  and  mI 
and  full  of  practical  sense :  few  mea  M 
seen  m<»re  clearly  into  the  motives,  Ik  i*» 
rests,  the  whole  walk  and  conversation  of  fti 
living  busy  world  as  it  lay  before  bii;fei| 
farther  than  this  busy,  and,  to  most  of 
rather  prosaic  world,  he  seldom  looked: 
instruction  is  for  men  of  business,  and  i^ 
gard  to  matters  of  business  alone, 
is  the  highest  Virtue  he  can  inculcate;  aril 
that  finer  portion  of  our  nature,  that 
of  it  which  belongs  essentially  to  Lit 
strictly  so  called ;  where  our  highest  fe 
our  best  joys  and  keenest  sorrows,  onr 
our  Love,  our  Religion  reside,  he  has  no ^ 
to  utter;  no  remedy,  no  counsel  to  givewj 
our  straits ;  or  at  most,  if,  like  poor 
the  patient  is  importunate,  will  answer: 
dear  Sir,  endeavour  to  clear  your  raiudi 
Cant." 

The  turn  which  Philosophical  speenWli 
had  taken  in  the  preceding  age  correipw 
with  this  tendency,  and  enhanced  itsMie* 
iniluenccs;  (»r  was,  indeed,  properly  speift| 
the  root  they  had  sprung  from.  Locke, lii 
self,  a  clear,  humble-minded,  patient,  reiew^ 
nay,  religious  man,  had  paved  the  wif  ■ 
banishing  religion  from  the  world.  MiBi^ 
being  modelled  in  men's  imaginations  iili| 
Shape,  a  Visibility;  and  reasoned  of  asii' 
had  been  some  composite,  divisible  aid  K 
unitable  substance,  some,  finer  chemical* 
or  curious  piece  of  logical  joinery,— begMJ 
lose  its  immaterial,  my sleriouF,  divine  tlw^ 
inviNible  character:  it  was  tacitly  figni*'' 
something  that  might,  were  our  organs  m 
enough,  be  frtti.  Yet  who  had  ever  seal 
Who  could  ever  see  it  ?  Thus  by  de^ 
passed  into  a  Doubt,  a  Relation,  ^^oni*  • 
possibility;  and  at  last  into  a  highly-proW 
Nonentity.  Following  Locke's  fooistepii' 
French  had  discovered  that  **as  the  slo** 
secretes  Chyle,  so  does  the  brain  sea* 
Thought."  And  what  then  was  Religion, fk 
was  Poetry,  what  was  all  high  and  biH 
feeling?  Chiefly  a  d^usion  ;  often  afal** 
pernicious  one.  Poetry,  indeed,  was  slfl 
be  preserved;  because •Poetr)'  was  a  »*» 
thing:  men  needed  amusement,  and  loTtd 
amuse  themselves  with  Poetry:  the  playb* 
was  a  pretty  lounge  of  an  evening;  ihenl* 


vTK  SO  manjr  precepu,  satirical,  didacLic,  so 
nnsli  more  imprFt^i*e  for  Ihe  rhyme  i  to  sty 
nothing  of  your  occasional  v«r$es,  binb-day 
DdFS,  FpilhaUmiunis,  epicediums,  by  which 
"ihc  dream  of  ciisleoce  may  be  so  highly 
fweeieard  and  Fmbellished."  Nay.  does  uol 
Povtry,  acling  on  (be  imagiaations  of  Tnen. 
MdW  ihem  to  darinE  purposes ;  sometimes,  as 
la  the  ease  of  Tyrwns,  lu  lighi  belter;  in 
*ltich  wise  loay  it  not  rank  as  a  useful  itiinu- 
Imi  to  man.  a)on^  with  Opium  and  Scoich 
Whitky,  the  manufacture  oC  which  is  allowed 
iylaw!  In  Heaven's  name,  then,  let  Poetry 
te  preserved. 

with  Religion,  however,  it  fared  soinewhnl 
worse.  In  the  eye;  of  Voltaire  and  his  dis- 
afAes,  Religion  was  a  superfluity,  indeed  a 
ace.  Here,  it  is  true,  his  followers  hnve 
foundlhalhe  weul  Loofar;  that  Religion, 
a  great  lanclion  to  civil  morality,  is  of 
sr  keeping  si>ciely  In  order,  at  least  the 
classes,  who  have  not  the  feeling  of 
nr  in  doe  forrc ;  and  therefore,  as  a  con- 

help  to  tbe  Constable  and  Hangman, 

Mgudecitledly  to  be  kept  Dp.  But  such  tolera- 
tal  is  the  fmit  only  of  later  days.  In  those 
liawt.  there  was  no  question  but  how  to  gel 
lid  criT  It,  root  aad  bracch,  the  sooner  the  betier. 
A  glekiD  of  zeal,  nay,  we  will  call  il,  however 
iuely  alloyed,  a  glow  of  real  Bnlhusiasm  and 
lore  of  truth,  may  have  animated  the  minds  of 
A(M  men,  as  ihey  looked  abroad  on  the  pesii- 
tnt  jungle  of  Superstition,  and  hoped  lo  clear 
ibe  earth  of  il  forever.  This  lific  glow.soil- 
kjed,  so  contaminated  with  pride  and  other 
pwr  or  bad  ndmixlures,  was  the  last  which 
Ibinbing  men  were  to  experience  in  Eur>ipe 
fcr  a  lime.  So  is  it  always  in  regard  to  Reli- 
pons  Belief,  howdegraded  and  defaced  soever: 
ibedeltgbi  of  the  Destroyer  and  Denier  is  no 
JBK  ttelighl.  and  musl  &oon  pas^  away.  With 
bobL  with  skilful  hand,  Totlaire  set  his  lorch 
:  il  blazed  aloIX  to  heaven;  and 
ilaraled  and  comforted  the  ineen- 
(I  '  lit.  unhappily. such  comforlcoutd  not 
V.re  long  this  flame,  with  ilB  cheer- 
,1  heal,  was  gone;  the  jungle,  i I  is 
!ii'^n  consumed;  but,  with  its  eh- 
i:,.j.^..i-.iii..,  Its  shelier  and  spnis  of  verdore 
ilii);  aoit  Ihe  black,  chill,  ashy  swamp,  left  in 
m  sivad,  seemed  for  the  lime  a  greater  evil 
iku  Ihe  other. 

I  In  snch  a  stale  of  painful  obsimciion,  ei- 
Wading  Itself  everywhere  over  Europe,  and 

II  ilready  master  of  Germany,  lay  Ihe  general 
■tad,  when  Goethe  first  appeared  in   Lileta- 

l     rare.     Whatever  belonged  to  the  finer  nature 
J  man   had  withered  under  the  Harmattan 
breath  of  Doubt,  or  passed  away  in  iheconfla- 
t-iralion  of  open  Infidelity;  and  now,  where  the 
I     IVte  of  I.ile  once  bloomed  and  brought  fruit 
afgoodlied  savoar.lhere  was  only  barrenness 
tnd  dtMolalinn.    To  such  as  could  find  suffi- 
cient interest  in  the  day-labour  and  day-wages 
'      of  earthly  exiilence;.  in  the  resources  of  Ihe 
lie  bodily  Senses,  and  of  Vanity,  Ihe  only 
BFEital    sraBB   whtotr  yel    flourished,   whiclrf 
I     lonrikhcd  indeed  with  gigantic  vigour,  matters 
I     •ere  alill  not  so  bad.    Such  men  helped  them' 
I    tdrcalbrward,  as  they  will  generally  do;  and 
I      round  the  world,  if  not  an  altogether  proper 
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sphere,  {fiir  every  man,  disguise  il  as  he  may, 
has  a.  >Mtf  in  him,)  at  least  a  tolerable  enough 
place;  where,  by  one  item  and  another,  some 
comfort,  or  show  of  comfort,  might  from  time 
to  time  be  got  up,  and  these  few  years,  espe- 
cially since  they  were  so  few,  be  spent  with- 
out much  murmnring.  But  to  men  alBicted 
wtlh  the  "  malady  of  Thought,"  some  devont- 
ness  of  temper  was  an  inevitable  heritage:  to 
such  the  noisy  forum  of  Ih*  world  coold  ap- 
pear but  an  amply,  allogethcr  insuflicienl  con 
ccrn :  and  Ihe  whole  scene  of  life  had  become 
hopeless  enough.  Unhnppily,  such  feelings 
are  yet  by  no  means  so  infrequent  wilh  our- 
selves, that  wc  need  stop  here  lo  depict  them. 
That  slate  of  Unbelief  from  which  the  Ger- 
mans do  Hcero  to  be  in  some  meii'ure  deliver- 
ed, still  presses  with  incubus  force  on  Ihe 
greater  part  of  Europe;  and  nation  after 
nation,  each  in  its  own  way,  feels  thiti  the  lirst 
of  all  moral  problems  is  how  to  cast  il  ofl;  or 
how  to  rise  above  it.  GovernmeaLs  naturally 
aiteinpt  the  first  expedient ;  Philosophers,  in 
general,  the  second. 

The  poet,  says  Schiller,  is  a  citizen  not  only 
of  his  country,  but  of  his  lime.  Whatever  oc- 
cupies and  interests  men  in  general,  will  in- 
leresl  him  still  more.  That  nameless  Unrest, 
the  blind  struggle  of  a  soul  in  bondage,  that 
high,  sad,  longing  Discontent,  which  was  agi- 
tating every  bosom,  had  driven  Goethe  almost 
lo  despair.  All  felt  il;  he  alone  coutd  give  it 
voice.  And  here  lies  the  secret  of  his  popu- 
larity ;  in  his  deep,  susceptive  heart,  be  fell  a 
thousand  times  more  keenly  what  every  one 
was  feeling;  with  the  creative  gin  which  be- 
longed to  him  as  a  poel,he  bodied  it  forth  into 
visible  shape,  gave  it  a  local  habitaiion  and  a 
name ;  and  so  made  himself  the  spokesman  of 
his  generation.  Wtrter  is  but  the  cry  of  that 
dim,  rooted  pain,  under  which  all  thoughtful 
men  of  a  certain  age  were  tauguiahing:  it 
paints  Ihe  misery,  it  passionately  utters  the 
complaint;  and  bean  and  voice,  all  over  Eu- 
rope, loudly  and  at  once  respond  lo  it.  True, 
it  prescribes  no  remedy  ;4br  thai  was  a  far 
different,  far  harder  enterprise,  to  which  other 
years  and  a  higher  culture  were  required ;  but 
even  this  01  te ranee  of  the  pain, even  this  little, 
for  tbe  present,  is  ardently  gra.iped  at,  and 
with  eager  sympathy  appropriated  in  every 
bosom.  If  Byron's  life- weariness,  his  moody 
melancholy,  and  mad,  stormfnl  indigoalion, 
borne  on  the  tones  of  a  wild  and  quite  artless 
melody,  could  pierce  so  deep  into  many  a  Bri- 
tish heart,  now  that  the  whole  mailer  is  no 
longer  new, — is  indeed  old  and  trite, — we  may 
judge  with  whal  vehement  acceptance  this 
Wfrirr  must  have  been  welcomed,  coming  as 
il  did  like  a  voice  from  unknown  regions,  the 
first  ihrilling  peal  of  that  impassioned  dirge, 
which,  in  country  after  country,  men's  ears 
have  listened  to,  till  they  were  deaf  to  all  else. 
For  UVrrrr,  infusing  itself  into  the  core  and 
whiile  spirit  of  Literature,  gave  birth  to  a  race 
of  Sentimentalists,  who  have  raged  and  nrailed 
in  every  part  of  the  world;  till  belter  light 
dawned  on  them,  or  at  worst  eihausied  Nature 
laid  herself  to  sleep,  and  it  was  discovered 
that  lamenting  was  an  unprDduelive  Ubonr. 
These  funereal  clK)nit««,iaGu\i^a^,\\Q«&, 
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baggard,  Inmnllnotis.  as  veil  asttarfiil  claas. 
were  Damed  ihe  KruflmSnnrr.  or  Powcr-nifn ; 
tim  have  all  long  since,  like  tick  children, 
cried  lhfinselire><  to  rfsi.  Byroo  was  our 
English  Sen  I  im  en  talis!  and  Power-man  ;  .lljc 
Blrcine«Et  of  his  kinJ  in  Europe;  the  wildest, 
the  irioomiesi,  and  it  may  bt  hoped,  the  lat^t. 
For  what  good  is  it  to  "  whine,  put  linger  i'  tin 
eye,  and  sob,"  in  stjch  a  case!  SiiU  more,  u 
snarl  and  snap  in  mali^ant  wise, "  like  dog 
distract,  or  a  monkey  sickV  Why  should 
we  quarrel  with  our  enistence,  here  as  i'  ' 
before  as.  oar  field  and  inheritance,  to  i 
□r  lo  mar,  for  belter  or  for  worse  ;  in  w 
100,  so  many  noblest  men  have,  ever  Trom  the 
bcgfinning,  warring  with  the  very  evils  w( 
with,  both  made  and  bren  what  will  be  ^ 
rated  'c  bH  liine ! 


wh.1  •! 


"ni  ii 
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Meanwhile,  of  the  philosophy  which  reigns 
in  Wtrttr,  and  which  it  has  been  oar  lot  U 
hear  so  often  repeated  elsewhere,  we  may  here 
produce  a  sbon  specimen.  The  following 
passage  will  serve  our  lam ;  and  be,  if  we 
tnislike  Dot,  new  lo  the  mere  English  reader. 
"Thai  the  life  of  man  is  but  a  dream,  ha^ 
come  iulD  many  a  head ;  and  with  me,  too, 
some  feeling  of  thai  son  is  ever  at  work, 
When  I  look  upon  the  limits  within  which 
man's  powers  of  action  and  inquiry  are  hem- 
med in  \  when  I  see  how  all  effort  issues  sim- 
Ety  in  procuring'  supply  for  wanls,  which  again 
ave  no  object  but  continuing  ihi*  poor  exist- 
ence of  ours;  and  then,  that  all  satisfaction 
on  certain  points  of  inquiry  is  but  a  dreaming 
resignation,  while  you  paint,  with  many-co- 
loured (l|;ures  and  gay  prospects,  the  walls 
you  sil  imprisoned  by, — al)  this,  Wilhelm, 
makes  me  dumb,  t  return  lo  my  own  heart, 
and  find  there  such  a  world  !  Yet  a  world  loo, 
more  in  forecaKt  and  dim  desire,  than  in  vision 
and  living  power.  And  (hen  all  swims  before 
taj  mind's  eye ;  and  so  J  smile,  and  again  go 
dreaming  on  as  oihers  do. 

"  Thai  children  know  not  what  ihey  want,  all 
conscientious  tutors  and  educaiiun-philnsn- 
pher*  have  long  leen  agreed:  but  thn.i  full- 
grown  men,  as  well  as  children,  staeger  to  and 
in  along  this  earth ;  like  these,  not  knowing 
whence  ^ey  come  or  whither  Ihey  go;  aiming, 
jnst  as  Utile,  after  true  objects ;  governed  just 
as  well  by  biseuil,  cakes,  aad  birch-rods:  this  is 
whal  00  one  likes  to  believe ;  and  yet,  ii  seems 
to  rae,  ihe  fact  is  lying  under  our  very  nose. 

"I  will  confess  lo  thee,  for  I  know  what  ihna 
WDaltlsiaaylomeonlhispoinl,ihatlhDseareihe 
happiest,  who,  like  children,  live  from  one  dnyio 
the  other,  carrying  their  dolls  nbout  with  theip. 

B  dress  and  undress;  itlidin^,  also,  with  the 
ghest  respect,  before  the  drawer  where  msm- 
.ma  has  Mcked  the  gingerbread:  and,  when 
they  do  get  the  wished-ibr  morsel,  devotirintr 
ll  willr  puffed-oul  cheeks,  and  crying,  More!— 
These  are  the  forlaaaie  of  the  earth.    Well  is 


it  likewise  with  those  who  can  label  their  nf- 
gaihering  employments,  or  perhaps  their  pas- 
sions, wiih  pompous  titles,  and  represeni  them 
lo  mankind  as  gigantic  underidkings  for  its 
welfare  and  salvalinn.  Happy  Ihe  man  who 
can  live  in  such  wise !  Bill  he  who,  in  his 
humility,  observes  where  all  this  issoen,  who 
sees  how  featly  any  small  thriving  citizen  can 
trim  his  patch  of  garden  into  a  Paradise,  and 
with  what  unbroken  heart  even  Ihe  snbappy 
crawls  along  under  his  burden,  and  all  ait 
alike  ardent  to  see  ihe  light  of  this  mn  bit 
one  minute  longer; — yes,  he  is  silent,  and  ha 
loo  forms  his  world  out  of  himself,  anil  be  leo 
is  happy  because  he  is  a  man.  And  then,  bea- 
med in  as  he  is,  he  ever  keeps  in  his  bean  thi 
sweet  feelingof  freedom,  and  thai  This  dungCM 
— can  be  left  when  he  likes."  • 

Whal  Goelhe's  own  temper  and  habil  ef 
thought  mnsi  have  been,  while  the  matenali 
of  such  a  work  were  rorming  themselves  wilb- 
in  his  heart,  might  be  in  some  degree  eon(M<- 
lured,  and  he  has  himself  informed  us.  Wi 
quote  the  following  passage  from  his  Dut^mt 
vnd  Wakrhril.  The  writing  of  Wtrtcr,  it  WmU 
seem,  vindicating  so  gloomy,  almost  desperatt 
a  state  of  mind  in  the  author,  was  at  Ihe  nnt 
time  a  symptom,  indeed  a  cause,  of  hi* "ni, 
havinc  got  delivered  from  anch  melaneM^ 
Far  from  recommending  suicide  to  olhenii 
ItVr/tr  has  often  been  accused  of  doing,  it  wai 
'^e  first  pr<Mf  that  Goethe  himself  had  abai- 
doned  these  "hypochondriacal  crolchels:"  ibe 
imaginary  "Sorrows"  bad  helped  lo  free  him 
from  many  real  ones. 

"Buch  weariness  of  life,"  he  says,  "hM  tit 
physical  and  spiritual  causes;  ihose  we  ehall 
leave  lo  the  Doctor,  these  to  (he  Moraliiil,  Ar  j 
investigation ;  and  in  ibis  so  (rite  maner,  Igv^  1 
nly  on  ihe  main  poin(,  when  (hat  phenol^ 
on  expresses  itself  most  distinctly.  ■  All  pl» 
are  in  life  is  founded  on  ihe  regular  rciamff  ^ 
xiernal  things.  The  allernalions  of  day  ui 
night,  of  the  seasons,  of  the  blossons  kU 
fruits,  and  whatever  else  meets  us  from  epe^ ' 
to  epoch  with  the  oBer  and  command  M  Ifr 
joymantr^these  are  the  essential  sprinfi  ot 
•arlhly  eiislence.  The  more  open  we  are  l» 
such  eitjoymenU,  Ihe  happier  we  feel  ob> 
but,  should  the  vicissitude  of  ihexe  ap- 
es come  and  go  without  our  labia{ 
in  It,  should  such  benignant  tnvi- 
address  ihem selves  to  us  in  vain, 
then  follows  Ihe  greatest  misery,  the  hearieiil 
malady ;  one  grows  to  view  life  as  a  aielteaias 
burden.  We  have  heard  of  ihe  Eaelishoiia 
who  hanged  himself,  lo  be  no  mare  itoabM 
ith  daily  puiting  off  and  on  his  clothe*,  t 
knew  an  honeei  gardener,  Ihe 


;ally  eielaimcd :  Shall  I  see  these  clouds 

ver  pBs.'iiiig.  then,  from  east  lo  west!    It  i« 

told  of  one  of  onr  most  di.olineuished  men.f 


r 


vliie)i  not  Mldom  isiaes  in  suicide,  and,  at 
l)u»  nmr.  among  men  oT  mrdixuive,  ^pFludiMl 
characler.  was  mure  frequcDt  ihan  mighl  be 
Buppraed. 

•■  NoikiDg,  bawever.  will  sooner  itidace  ihis 
[«eliDg  orsaiietf  ihaa  Ihe  reiuni  of  lore.  The 
firel  love,  ir is  said  justly,  is  the-only  one;  for 
IB  the  lecond,  uid  by  the  second,  the  highest 
lignificance  of  love  is  in  faci  tosl.  That  iilea 
of  infinitode,  of  evertasiing  endurance,  which 
utppnris  and  bears  ii  aloft,  is  destroyed  i  it 
mt»*  Iransienl,  liJce  all  that  relams.  •  •  • 
^liVanher,  a  yonng  man  soon  comes  lo  find, 
Bm  in  himself^  at  least  in  others,  that  moral 
^|Ab  have  iheir  course,  av  tpII  as  the  sea- 
HE  The  f^voar  of  the  great,  the  prolrctioD 
Blk«  powerTal.  ihe  help  of  the  active,  the 
md-will  of  the  many,  the  love  of  the  few,  aJI 
loeniates  up  and  down  -,  so  that  we  cminal 
Md  il  hst,  any  more  than  we  can  hold  suti, 
■aon.  and  stars.     And  yei  these  things  are 

lljaeie  natural  events  :  such  blessingi  flee 

own  blame  or  that  of 

t,  by'aecideni  or  desiiiiy;  but  Ihey  lli 

r,  ttiey  fluctuaie.  and  we  are  never  sure  i 

what  mojt  pains  the  young  man  of  se; 
Is  the  incessant  relarn  of  our  faults: 
I'lr  long  is  It  before  we  leara.  thai 
~C  atir  vinaes,  we   nourish   oor  fiolts 
with  them  I     The  former  rests  o 
Its ;  and   these  ra 
themselves  in  secret  as  strongly  and  as 
as  those  others  in  the  open  UghL     Now,  t 
for  (b«  most   pan   oraetise  oar  virtues  with 
tbnAtonght  and  will,  but  by  our  faults 
ofcmJten   uniupecledly,   Ihe   former  seldom 
much  joy.  the  Inter  are  continually 
•i*ME  OS  sorrow  and  distress.     Indeed,  here 
Uta  ne  snbiiksi  dtOiculiy  in  Self-knowledge, 
ito  MSeuUy  which  almost  renders  it  imposei- 
Vm.    But  figure,  in  addition  lo  all  this,  the  heat 
dFyoinhful  blood,  an  imagination  easily  fasci. 
~  *  aiMl   paralyzed   by  individual   objects: 
r.  ihe  wavenng  commotions  of  the  day, 
•at^cn  will  find  that  an  impatient  striving 
ftw  one'*  »»lf  from  such  a  pressure  was  i 

"However,  these  gloomy  conlemplaiioi 
vtnch,  if  aman  yield  to  them,  will  lead  him 

lengths,  could  not  have  so  decidedly 
themselves  in  our  young  Gerraan 
>,'had  noi  some  outward  cause  excited 
*Bd  fiirwarded  as  in  this  sorrowful  emp 
aax,    Huch  i.  cao'e  existed  for  us  in  the 

ipecially  the  Poetical  Literature,  of 
Eagtanit,  the  great  qualities  of  which  are  »c. 
companied  by  a  certain  earnest  melancholy, 
>liieb  it  imparts  to  every  one  that  oceapiea 
huaulf  with  it. 

In  socti  an  element,  with  surh  an  environ, 
mnti  of  circumslanceSi  with  stndies  and  tastef 
•f  this  sort,  harassed  by  unsaiisSed  desires, 
tlrraallr  nowhere  called  forth  to  imponani 
•li.w:  with  the  sole  prospect  of  dragging  ona 
litieuid,  spirillpus,  mere  civic  life,  we  hod  re- 
forfeit,  in  our  discon folate  pride,  in  the  thnoghi 
;lni  life,  when  tt  no  longer  simed  one,  mighl 
atidc  Bl  pleasure ;  and  had  helped 
*^ — ""r,  nintedly  enough,  over 
II 
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crosses  aad  Mjinins  of  the  time.    These  seo- 

aniversal,  that  Wrner,  on  ihi» 

verylccnuni,  could  produce  the  greatest  cf- 

striking  in  everywhere  with  ihe  dotni- 

hutnour,  nnd  representing  the  interior  of 

kly,  youthful  heart,  in  a  visible  and  pat- 

paMe  shape.     How  accurately   the   English 

have  known  thu  sorrow,  might  be  seen  from 

w  significant  lines,  wrinen  before  the 


ippea 


of  a-tr. 


Self-murder  is  an  occurrence  in  men's  af- 
5,  which,  how  much  soever  it  may  have 
already  been  discussed  and  commented  upon,  ■ 
Fs  an  interest  in  every  mortal;  and,  at 
■  new  era,  must  be  discussed  again.  Mon- 
tesquieu confers  on  his  heroes  and  great  men 
the  right  of  putting  themselves  to  death  whea 
'ley  see  good;  observing,  thai  it  must  stand 
t  the  will  of  every  one  to  conclude  the  PilUi 
LCt  of  hii  Tragedy  whenever  he  Ihtnics  best, 
lere,  however,  our  business  lies  not  with  per- 
□ns  who,  in  activity,  have  led  an  important 
ife,  who  have  spent  their  days  for  some  mighty 
cmpire,urfor  Ihe  cause  of  freedom:  and  whotn 
may  forbear  to  censure,  when,  seeing  the 
high  ideal  purpose  which  had  inspired  them 
vanish  from  the  ewll>-  lliey  meditate  pursuing 
it  lo  that  other  undiscovered  country,  Oor 
bUMoess  hei^  is  with  persons  to  whom,  pro- 
perly for  want  of  activity,  and  in  the  peace- 
fuller!  condition  iaagiuabte,  life  has.  never- 
theless, by  their  exorbitant  requisilions  tm 
ihemselvc!.,  become  a  burden.  As  I  myself 
wa^  in  this  predicamem.  and  know  best  what 
pain  I  anffered  in  il,  what  elforts  il  cost  me  ta 
escape  from  il,  I  shall  not  hide  the  specula^ 
lions,  I  from  lime  to  lime  consideralely  prose- 
cuted, as  to  ih9  various  modes  of  death  one 
had  to  choose  from. 

"  It  is  something  so  unnatural  for  a  man  to 
break  loose  from  himself,  not' only  to  hurt,  bat 
to  annihilaie  himself,  that  he  fur  the  mosi  pan 
catches  at  means  of  a  mechanical  sort  for  pul- 
ling his  purpose  in  execution.  When  Ajax 
falls  on  his  sword,  it  is  ihe  weight  of  his  body 
that  performs  ihis  service  for  him.  When 
the  warrior  adjures  his  armour-bearer  to  slay 
him,  rather  Ihaa  that  he  come  into  the  hand* 
of  the  enemy,  this  is  likewise  an  external  force 
which  he  secures  for  himself;  only  a  moral 
instead  of  a  physical  one.  Women  seek  in 
the  water  a  cooling  for  Iheir  desperation ;  and 
the  highly  mechanical  means  of  pislol-shool- 
ing  insuresaquick  act  with  the  smallest  eSbru 
Hanging  is  a  death  one  mentions  unwillingly, 
because  it  isao  ignoble  one.  In  England  il  may 
happen  more  readily  than  elsewhere,  because 
fVom  youth  upwa^d^  you  there  see  Ihat  punish- 
menifrequenl  without  beingipecially  ignomini- 
ous. By  poisDii,  by  opening  of  veins,  men  aim  ' 
but  at  parting  slowly  from  life;  and  the  moure- 
Aaed  the  speediest,  ihe  moil  painless  death,  by^  . 
Otean.i  of  an  asp,  was  worthy  of  ji  Quaen,  who 
bad  spent  her  life  in  pomp  and  luxurious  plea- 
sare-    All  these,  however,  are  eiiemal  helps  t 
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are  enemies,  with  which  a  man,  that  he  may 
fight  against  himself,  makes  league. 

**  When  I  considered  these  various  methods, 
and,  further,  looked  abroad   over   history,  I 
could  find  among  all  suicides  no  one  thai  had 
gone  about  this  deed  with  such  greatness  and 
freedom  of  spirit  as  the  Emperor  Otho.    This 
man,  beaten  indeed  as  a  general,  yet  nowise 
reduced  to  extremities,  determines  l'(»r  the  good 
of  the  Empire,  which  already  in  some  mea'^ure 
belonged  to  him,  and  lor  the  saving  of  >o  many 
thousands,   to    leave    the   world.      Wiih    his 
friends  he  passes  a  tray,  festive  night,  and 
next  morning  it  is  found  that  with  hi-i  own 
hand  he  has  plunged  a  sharp  dau:s:er  into  his 
heart    This  sole  act  seemed  to  me  worthy  of 
imitation;  and  I  convinced  nly^e]f  that  who- 
ever could  not  proceed  herein  as  Otho  had 
done,  was  not  entitled  to  resolve  oii  renouncing 
life.    By  this  conviction,  I  saved  myself  from 
the  purpose,  or  indeed,  more  properly  speaking, 
from  the  whim,  of  suicide,  which  in  those  fair 
peaceful  times  had  insinuated  itself  into  the 
mind  of  indolent  youth,    .\mong  a  considera- 
ble collection  of  arms,  I  possessed  a  costly 
well-ground  dagger.    This  I  laid  down  nightl}' 
beside  my  bed ;  and  before  extinguishing  the 
light,  I  tried  whether  I  could  succeed  in  send- 
ing the  sharp  point  an  inch  or  two  deep  into 
my  breast    But  as  I  truly  never  could  suc- 
ceed, I  at  last  took  to  laughing  at  myself;  threw 
away  all  these  hypochondriacal  crotchets,  and 
determined  to  live.    To  do  this  with  cheerful- 
ness, however,  I  required  te  have  some  poetical 
task  given  me,  wherein  all  that  I  had  felt, 
thought,  or  dreamed  on  this  weighty  business, 
might  be  spoken  forth.    With   such  view,  I 
endeavoured  to  collect  the  elements  which  for 
a  year  or  two  had  been  floating  about  in  me  ; 
I   represented   to   myself    the   circumstances 
which  had  most  oppressed  and  alflicted  me; 
but  nothing  of  all  this  would  lake  form  ;  there 
was  wanting  an  incident,  a  fable,  in  which  1 
might  imbody  it. 

"All  at  once  I  hear  iidina:s  of  Jerusalem's 
death;  and  directly  following  the  general 
rumour,  came  the  most  precise  and  circum- 
stantial description  of  the  business;  and  in 
this  instant  the  plan  of  IVirttr  was  invented ; 
the  whole  shot  together  from  all  sides,  and  be- 
came a  solid  mass;  as  the  water  in  the  vessel, 
which  already  stood  on  the  point  of  freezing, 
is  by  the  slightest  motion  changed  at  once  into 
firm  ice."* 

A  wide,  and  every  way  most  important,  in- 
terval divides  TfV/cr,  with  its  skeptical  philo- 
sophy, and  "hypochondriacal  crotchets,"  from 
Goethe's  next  novel,  Wilhelm  Mc\Mcr*8  ^ppreti' 
tictihipf  published  some  twenty  years  after- 
wards. This  work  belongs,  in  all  senses,  to 
the  second  and  sounder  period  of  Goethe's 
life,  and  may  indeed  serve  as  the  fullest,  if 
perhaps  not  the  purest,  impress  of  it;  being 
written  with  due  forethought,  at  various  times, 
Buring  a  period  of  no  less  than  ten  years. 
Considered  as  a  piece  of  Art,  there  were  much 
to  be  said  on  Meiiter :  all  which,  however,  lies 
beyond  our  present  purpose.  We  are  here 
looking  at  the  work  chiefly  as  a  document  for 
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the  writer's  history ;  and  in  this  point  of  view, 
it  certainly  seems,  as  contrasted  with  its 
more  popular  precursor,  to  deserve  oar  best 
attention :  for  the  problem  which  had  been 
stated  in  IVerhr,  with  despair  of  its  solation,  is 
here  solved.  The  lofty  enthusiasm,  which, 
wandering  wildly  over  the  universe,  found  no 
resting  place,  has  here  reached  its  appointed 
home ;  and  lives  in  harmony  with  what  loni^ 
appeared  to  threaten  it  with  annihilation. 
Anarchy  has  now  become  Peace;  the  once 
gloomy  and  perturbed  spirit  is  now  serene, 
cheerfully  vigorous,  and  rich  in  good  fiuits. 
Neither,  which  is  most  important  of  all,  has 
this  Peace  been  attained  by  a  surrender  to 
Necessity,  or  any  compact  with  Delusion;  a 
seeming  blessing,  such  as  years  and  dispirit* 
meni  will  of  themselves  bring  to  most  men, 
and  which  is  indeed  no  blessing,  since  even 
continued  battle  is  better  than  destruction  or 
captivity ;  and  peace  of  this  sort  is  like  that  of 
Galgacus*s  Romans,  who  "  called  it  peace  when 
they  had  made  a  desert.*'  Here  the  ardent, 
high  aspiring  youth  has  grown  into  the  calmeft 
man,  yet  with  increase  and  not  loss  of  ardoor, 
and  with  aspirations  higher  as  well  as  clearer. 
For  he  has  conquered  his  unbelief;  the  Ideal 
has  been  built  on  the  actual ;  no  longer  flottt 
vaguely  in  darkness  and  regions  of  dreams, 
but  rests  in  light,  on  the  firm  ground  of  human 
interest  and  business,  as  in  its  true  scene, « 
its  true  basis. 

It  is  wonderful  to  see  with  what  sofhiess  the 
skepticism  of  Jarno,  the  commercial  spirit  of 
Werner,  the  reposing,  polished  manhood  of 
Lothario  and  the  Uncle,  the  unearthly  enthu- 
siasm of  the  Harper,  the  gay,  animal  vivacity 
of  Philina,  the  mystic,  ethereal,  almost  spiritoal 
nature  of  Mignon,  are  blended  together  in  this 
work  ;  how  justice  is  done  to  each,  how  each 
lives  freely  in  his  proper  element,  in  his  proper 
form;    and    how.   as   Wilhelm    himself,  the 
mild-hearted. 'ill-hoping,all-l>€lieving  Wilhelm, 
struggles  forward   towards  his  world  of  Art 
through  these  curiously  comp]e<Tted  influences, 
all   this  unites  itself  into  a  multifarious,  yet 
so  harmonious  Whole,  as  into  a  clear  poetic 
mirror,  where  mati's  life  and  business  in  this 
age,  his  passions  and   purposes,  the  highest 
equally  with  the  lowest,  are  imaged  l>ack  to 
us    in    beautiful    signiticance.      Poetry  anJ 
Prose  are  no  longer  at  variance,  for  the  poet's 
eyes  are  opened  :  he  sees  the  changes  of  many- 
coloured  existence,  and  sees  the  loveliness  and 
deep  purport  which  lies  hidden  under  the  verf 
meanest  of  them  ;  hidden  to  the  vulgar  sigh, 
but  clear   to  the  poet's;   because  the  '•open 
secret,"  is  no  longer  a  secret  to  him,  and  b« 
knows  that  the  Universe  is  fiUl  of  goodness; 
that  whatever  has  being  has  beauty. 

Apart  from  its  literary  merits  or  demerits, 
such  is  the  temper  of  mind  we  trace  in  Goethe's 
Meisler,  and,  more  or  less  expressly  exhibited 
in  all  his  laten  works.  We  reckon  it  a  rare 
phenomenon,  this  temper ;  and  worthy,  in  our 
times,  if  it  do  exist,  of  best  study  from  all  n- 
quiring  men.  How  has  such  a  temper  been 
attained  in  this  so  lofty  and  impetuous  mind, 
once,  too,  dark,  desolate,  and  full  of  doubL 
more  than  any  other?  How  may  we,  each  of 
us  in  his  several  sphere,  attain  it,  or  strengUien 
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,  for  ourselves?  These  are  questions,  this 
St  is  a  question,  in  which  no  one  is  uncon- 
;rned. 

To  answer  these  questions,  to  begin  the 
3swer  of  them,  would  lead  us  very  far  beyond 
ur  present  limits.  It  is  not,  as  we  believe, 
ithout  long,  sedulous  study,  without  learning 
luch,  and  unlearning  much,  that,  for  any  man, 
le  answer  of  such  questions  is  even  to  be 
oped.  Meanwhile,  as  regards  Goethe,  there 
s  one  feature  of  the  business  which,  to  us, 
hrows  considerable  light  on  his  moral  per- 
oasioDS,  and  will  not,  in  investigating  the 
«crct  of  them,  be  overlooked.  We  allude  to 
he  spirit  in  which  he  cultivates  his  Art;  the 
loble,  disinterested,  almost  religious  love  with 
rhicb  he  looks  on  Art  in  general,  and  strives 
Awards  it  as  towards  the  sure,  highest,  nay, 
inly  good.  We  extract  one  passage  from 
WxUulm  Mcister :  it  may  pass  for  a  piece  of  fine 
leclamationt  but  not  in  that  light  do  we  offer 
t  here.  Strange,  unaccountable  as  the  thing 
nay  seem,  we  have  actually  evidence  before 
IV  mind  that  Goethe  believes  in  such  doc- 
fines,  nay,  has,  in  some  sort,  lived  and  en- 
ieavoured  to  direct  his  conduct  by  them. 

***Look  at  men,'  continues  Wilhelm,  *how 
kty  struggle  after  happiness  and  satisfaction ! 
fheir  wishes,  their  toil,  their  gold,  are  ever 
banting  restlessly ;  and  after  what  ?  After  that 
which  the  Poet  has  received  from  nature ;  the 
right  enjoyment  of  the  world:  the  feeling  of 
bimself  in  others ;  the  harmonious  conjunction 
of  many  things  diat  uiU  seldom  go  together. 

"'What  is  it  that  keeps  men  in  continual  dis- 
content and  agitation  ?  It  is  that  they  cannot 
Bake  realities  correspond  with  their  concep- 
tions, that  enjoyment  steals  away  from  among 
their  hands,  that  the  wished-for  comes  too  late, 
lod'nothing  reached  and  acquired  produces  on 
'the  heart  the  effect  which  their  longing  for  it  at 
a  distance  led  them  to  anticipate.  Now  fate 
ihas  exalted  the  Poet  above  all  this,  as  if  he 
vere  a  god.  He  views  the  conflicting  tumult 
tf  the  passions ;  sees  families  and  kingdoms 
r%ing  in  aimless  commotion ;  sees  those  per- 
plexed enigmas  of  misunderstanding,  which 
often  a  single  syllable  would  explain,  occa- 
sioning convulsions  unutterably  baleful.  He 
has  a  fellow-feeling  of  the  mournful  and  the 
jovfol  in  the  fate  of  all  mortals.  When  the  man 
octhe  world  is  devoting  his  days  to  wasting 
melancholy  for  some  deep  disappointment ;  or, 
ti  the  ebullience  of  joy,  is  gomg  out  to  meet 
his  happy  destiny,  the  lightly-moved  and  all- 
cnceiving  spirit  of  the  Poet  steps  forth,  like 
Ihe  Sim  from  night  to  day,  and  with  soA  transi- 
tion tunes  his  harp  to  joy  or  wo.  From  his 
heart,  its  native  soil,  springs  the  fair  flower  of 
Wisdom ;  and  if  others  while  waking  dream, 
and  are  pained  with  fantastic  delusions  from 
fheir  every  sense,  he  passes  the  dream  of  life 
like  one  awake,  and  the  strangest  event  is  to 
liim  nothing,  save  a  part  of  the  past  and  of  the 
future.  And  thus  the  Poet  is  a  teacher,  a  pro- 
phet, a  friend  of  gods  and  men.  How !  Thou 
nrooldst  have  him  descend  from  his  height  to 
>ome  paltry  occupation  ?  He  who  is  fashioned, 
ike  a  bird,  to  hover  round  the  world,  to  nestle  on 
he  lofty  summits,  to  feed  on  flowers  and  fruits, 
exchanging  gaily  one  bough  for  another,  he 


ought  also  to  work  at  the  plough  like  an  oxf 
like  a  dog  to  train  himself  to  the  harness  and 
draught ;  or,  perhaps,  tied  up  in  a  chain,  to 
guard  a  farm-yard  by  his  barking  V 

"  Werner,  it  may  well  be  supposed,  had  list- 
ened with  the  greatest  surprise.  *  All  true,*  he 
rejoined,  *  if  men  were  but  made  like  birds ; 
and,  though  they  neither  spun  nor  weaved, 
could  spend  peaceful  days  in  perpetual  enjoy- 
ment ;  if,  at  the  approach  of  winter,  they  could 
as  easily  betake  themselves  to  distant  regions ; 
could  retire  before  scarcity,  and  fortify  them- 
selves against  frost.' 

**  *  Poets  have  lived  so,'  exclaimed  Wilhelm, 
*  in  times  when  true  nobleness  was  better  re- 
verenced; and  so  should  they  ever  live.  Sufii- 
cienlly  provided  for  within,  they  had  need  of 
little  from  without;  the  gift  of  imparting  lofty 
emotions,  and  glorious  images  to  men,  in  melo- 
dies and  words  that  charmed  the  ear,  and  fixed 
themselves  inseparably  on  whatever  they  might 
touch,  of  old  enraptured  the  world,  and  served 
the  giAed  as  a  rich  inheritance.  At  the  courts 
of  kings,  at  the  tables  of  the  great,  under  the 
windows  of  the  fair,  the  sound  of  them  was 
heard,  while  the  ear  and  the  soul  were  shut  for 
all  beude ;  and  men  felt,  as  we  do  when  de- 
light comes  over  us,  and  we  pause  with  rap- 
ture if,  among  the  dingles  we  are  crossing,  the 
voice  of  the  nightingale  starts  out,  touching 
and  strong.  They  found  a  home  in  every  ha- 
bitation of  the  world,  and  the  lowliness  of  their 
condition  but  exalted  them  the  more.  The 
hero  listened  to  their  songs,  and  the  Conqueror 
of  the  Earth  did  reverence  to  a  Poet ;  for  he 
felt  that,  without  poets,  his  own  wild  and  vast 
existence  would  pass  away  like  a  whirlwind, 
and  be  forgotten  for  ever.  The  lover  wished 
that  he  could  feel  his  longings  and  his  joys  so 
variedly  and  so  harmoniously  as  the  Poet's  in- 
spired lips  had  skill  to  show  them  forth ;  and 
even  the  rich  man  could  not  of  himself  discern 
such  costliness  in  his  idol  grandeurs,  as  when 
they  were  presented  to  him  shining  in  the 
splendour  of  the  Poet's  spirit,  sensible  to  all 
worth,  and  ennobling  all.  Nay,  if  thou  wilt 
have  it,  who  but  the  Poet  was  it  that  first  form- 
ed Gods  for  us ;  that  exalted  us  to  them,  and 
brought  them  down  to  us  V  "* 

For  a  man  of  Goethe's  talent  to  write  many 
such  pieces  of  rhetoric,  setting  forth  the  dignity 
of  poets,  and  their  innate  independence  on  ex- 
ternal circumstances,  could  be  no  very  hard 
task:  accordingly,  we  find  such  sentiments 
again  and  again  expressed,  sometimes  with 
still  more  gracefulness,  still  clearer  emphasis, 
in  his  various  writings.  But  to  adopt  these 
sentiments  into  his  sober  practical  persuasion ; 
in  any  measure  to  feel  and  believe  that  such 
was  still,  and  must  always  be,  the  high  voca- 
tion of  the  poet ;  on  this  ground  of  universal 
humanity,  of  ancient  and  now  almost  forgotten 
nobleness,  to  take  his  stand,  even  in  these  tri- 
vial, jeering,  withered,  unbelieving  days ;  and 
through  all  their  complex,  dispiriting,  mean, 
I -yet  tumultuous  influences,  to  "make  his  light 
shine  before  men,"  that  it  might  beautify  even- 
our  **  rag-gathering  age"  with  some  beams  of 
that  mild,  divine  splendour,  which  had  long 
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left  as — the  very  possibility  of  which  was  de- 
nied; heartily  and  in  earne3t  to  meditate  all 
this,  was  no  common  proceeding;  to  bring  it 
into  practice,  especially  in  such  a  life  as  his 
has  been,  was  among  the  highest  and  hardest 
enterprises,  which  any  man  whatever  could 
engage  in.  We  reckon  this  a  greater  novelty, 
than  all  the  novelties  which  as  a  mere  writer 
he  ever  put  forth,  whether  for  praise  or  cen- 
sure. We  have  taken  it  upon  us  to  say  that  if 
such  w,  in  any  sense,  the  slate  of  the  caso  with 
regard  to  Goethe,  he  deserves  not  mere  approval 
as  a  pleasing  poet  and  sweet  singer;  but  deep, 
grateful  study,  observance,  imitation,  as  a  Mo- 
ralist and  Philosopher.  If  there  be  any  proliri- 
bilUy  that  such  is  the  state  of  the  case,  we  can- 
not but  reckon  it  a  matter  well  worthy  of  being 
inquired  into.  And  it  is  for  this  only  that  we 
are  here  pleading  and  arguing. 

On  the  literary  merit  and  meaning  of  WAhtlm 
Mfitttr  we  have  already  said  that  we  must  not 
enter  at  present.  The  book  has  been  trans- 
lated into  English;  it  underwent  the  usual 
judgment  from  our  Reviews  and  Magazines ; 
was  to  some  a  stone  of  stumbling,  to  others 
ibolishness,  to  most  an  object  of  wonder.  On 
the  whole,  it  passed  smoothly  through  the  criti- 
cal Assaying-house,  for  the  Assayers  have 
Christian  dispositions,  and  very  little  time ;  so 
Meiiter  was  ranked,  without  umbrage,  among  the 
legal  coin  of  the  Minerva  Press ;  and  allowed 
V)  circulate  as  copper  currency  among  the  rest 
That  in  so  quick  a  process,  a  German  Frrid- 
rich  (Cw  might  not  slip  through  unnoticed 
among  new  and  equally  brilliant  British  brass 
Farthings,  there  is  no  warranting.  For  our 
critics  can  now  criticise  irnprumplu,  which, 
though  far  the  readiest,  is  nowise  the  surrst 
plan.  MeUter  is  the  mature  product  of  the  first 
genius  in  our  limes ;  and  niubt,  one  would  think, 
^edifierent,  in  various  respects,  from  the  im- 
mature products  of  geniuses  who  arc  far  from 
the  first,  and  whose  works  spring  from  the 
brain  in  as  many  weeks  as  Goethe's  cost  him 
years. 

Nevertheless,  we  quarrel  with  no  man's  ver- 
dict; for  Time,  which  tries  all  things,  will  try 
this  also,  and  bring  to  light  the  truth,  both  as 
regards  criticism  and  the  thing  criticised  ;  or 
sink  both  into  final  darkness,  which  likewise 
will  be  the  truth  as  regards  them.  But  there 
is  one  censure  which  wc  must  advert  to  for  a 
moment,  so  singular  does  it  seem  to  us.  Mcis- 
ter,  it  appears,  is  a  "vulgar"  work;  no  *' gen- 
tleman," we  hear  in  certain  circles,  could  have 
written  it;  few  real  gentlemen,  it  is  insinuated, 
can  like  to  read  it;  no  real  lady,  unless  pos- 
sessed of  considerable  courage,  should  profess 
having  read  it  at  all.  Of  Goethe's  •*  gentility" 
we  shall  leave  all  men  to  speak  that  have  any, 
even  the  faintest  knowledge  of  him  ;  and  with 
regard  to  the  gentility  of  his  readers,  state  only 
the  following  fact.  Most  of  us  have  heard  of 
the  late  Queen  of  Prussia,  and  know  whether 
or  not  she  was  genteel  enough,  and  of  real 
ladyhood:  nay,  if  we  must  prove  ever}'  thing, 
he  r  character  can  be  read  in  the  Life  of  Napn- 
Iron,  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  who  passes  for  a 
judge  of  those  matters.  And  yet  this  is  what  we 
ftnd  written  in  the  Kunst  undjlterthtm  for  1824.* 

♦  Bind  vfi.  8. 


''Books,  too,  have  their  past  happiness, 
which  no  chance  can  take  away : 

MVr  mir  ^rin  Brnd  mit  Tkrdnrn  ass, 
Wer  nicht  die  kvmmfrrvHcn  JfUcktt 
Amf  ffiMrin  Belte  veinend  scfSf 
Der  kennt  ruck  ntrht^  ikr  ktmmtutehen  Mkhu.* 

*'  These  heart-broken  lines  a  highly  noble- 
minded,  venerated  Queen  repeated  in  the  cruel- 
est  exile,  when  cast  forth  to  boundless  misery. 
•She  made  herself  familiar  with  the  Book  in 
which  these  words,  with  many  other  painful 
experiences,  are  communicated,  and  drew  from 
it  a  melancholy  consolation.  This  inllurnce, 
stretching  of  itself  into  boundless  time,  whati» 
there  that  can  obliif  rale  ?" 

Here  are  strange  diversifies  of  taste;  "na- 
tional discrepancies"  enough,  had  we  time  to 
investigate  them  !   Nevertheless,  wishing  each 
party  to  retain  his  own  special  persuasions,  so 
far  as  they  are  honest,  and  adapted  to  his  in- 
tellectual position,  national  or  individual,  we 
cannot  but  believe  that  there  is  an  inward  and 
essential  Truth  in  Art;   a  Truth  far  deeper 
than  the  dictates  of  mere  Mode,  and  which, 
could  we  pierce  through  these  dictates,  woald 
be  true  for  all  nations  and  all  men.     To  arrive 
at  this  Truth,  distant  from  every  one  at  first, 
approachable    by  most,  attainable   by  soma 
small  number,  is  the  end  and  aim  of  alt  real 
study  of  Poetry.    For  such  a  purpose,  among 
others,  the  comparison  of  English  with  foreign 
judgment,  on  works  that  will   bear  judging, 
forms  no  unprofitable  help.    Some   day,  we 
may  translate  Friedrich  Schlegel's  Essay  on 
Mrister,  by  way  of  contrast  to  our  English  ani- 
madversions on  that  subject.  Schlegel's  praise, 
whatever  ours  might  do,  rises  sulficienily  hiph: 
neither  does  he  seem,  during  twenty  year.*,  lo 
have  repented  of  what  he  said  ;  for  we  obserre 
in  the  edition  of  his  works,  at  present  publish- 
ing, he  repeats  the  whole  ChnrarUr,  and  even 
appends  to  it,  in  a  separate  sketch,  some  new 
assurances  and  elucidations. 

It  may  deserve  to  be  mentioned  here  ihai 
Mciaftr,  Sit  its  first  appearance  in  Gerniauy.  was 
received  very  much  as  it  has  been  in  England 
Goethe's  known  character,  indeed,  preclodcd 
indiflference  there;  but  otherwise  it  was  much 
the  same.  The  whole  guild  of  criticism  was 
thrown  into  perplexity,  into  sorrow  ;  every 
where  was  dissatisfaction  open  or  concealei 
Official  duty  impelling  them  to  speak,  somf 
said  one  thing,  some  another;  all  felt  in  secret 
that  they  knew  not  what  to  say.  Till  the  ap- 
pearance of  Schlegel's  Character,  no  word,  that 
we  have  seen,  of  the  smallest  chance  to  be  d^ 
cisive,  or  indeed  to  last  beyond  the  day,  had 
been  uttered  regarding  it.  8ome  regretted  that 
the  fire  of  11  Vrffr  was  so  wonderfully  abated; 
whisperings  there  might  be  about  *•  lowness," 
"  heaviness ;"  some  spake  forth  boldly  iu  be- 
half of  suffering  "  virtue.'*  Novalis  was  rot 
among  the  speakers,  but  he  censured  the  winlc 
in  secret,  and  this  fi»r  a  reason  which  to  us 
will  seem  the  strangest;  for  its  beinff,  as  ve 
should  sav,  a  Benthamite  work!  Many  aiv 
the  bitter  aphorisms  we  find,  among  his  Frag- 

♦  Who  iievflr  ate  his  hreatl  in  sorrow  ; 

Who  ntfVf  r  spent  the  d:irlii.uiiic  hourt 
Weeping  nnd  watching  for  the  morrow. 

He  knows  voii  not,  >e  unseen  Powers.. 

'  H'Uhrlm  Meitter,  book  ii.  cbap.  IL 


snils,  difefited  tgainst  JHntfcr  for  ils  prosaic, 

mical.    economical,  cold-hearted,    allo- 

_         '   UiiliiBrian    character.      We    English 

[''■gam  call  Goeihe  a  mjsiic :  au  difficult  is  it  to 

Seue  atl  parties!    Bui  the  good,  deep,  nobi 
Dvalii  made  the  faireil  amends ;  Tor  notviih- 
ViUnding  all  ihis,  Tieck  tells  us.  if  we  rfinem- 
I  twr  nghilj,  he  regularly  periised  Stritirr  [wica 
tjear. 

On  a  somewhat  dilTerent  ground,  proceeded 
loile  another  sort  of  asisaull  from  one  Pusi- 
Enebsr  ofQuediinburg.  Herr  Pustkucher  fell 
UBicled,  il  vould  seem,  at  [he  want  of  Palriol- 
isia  and  Religion  loo  manifest  in  Mciittr.-  and 
deMrmined  lo  take  what  vengeance  he  could. 
By  way  of  sequel  lo  the  JppTeniwrthip,  Goeihe 
had  annuUDCed  his  Wilhtlm  Meitltri  Wander 
JBhrw*  as  in  a  slate  of  preparation ;  but  thi 
book  Mill  liogered:  trhereiipon,in  the  inlerim, 
fcnh  eomes  this  Pustkucher  with  a  pseudo- 
WM^tjakri  of  his  own ;  saiirizing,  according 
10  ability,  the  spirit  and  principles  of  the  Jlp- 
■rmfifrtfti/).  We  have  seen  an  epigram  on 
Puslkacker  and  his  WaHihrjahrr,  allrrbuted, 
Tich  what  justice  we  know  not,  lo  Goeihe  him- 
wif ;  Thnhpr  il  is  his  or  not,  it  is  written  in 
Uf  name;  and  seems  lo  express  acenraiely 
enough  forsuch  a  purpose  the  relaliou  between 
Ibe  parties. — ia  language  which  we  hod  rather 
iwt  translate : 

Hal  iiitk  4U  •ful/jbc*  ■>»;  J>u>, 
JAui  <■<*  dii  wuinr  tatrx. 
Bo  niaoh  for  Pastkucher,  and  Ihe  rest.    The 
te JVaiutirjiUin  has  at  letiglh  appeared:  the 
K  Tolnine  has  been  before  ihe  world  since 
n.    This  fNgment,  for  il  still   continues 
ibi  ia  in  oar  »iew  one  of  the  most  perfeci 
xes  of  composition  that  Goeihe  has  ever 
'  produced.     We  have  heard  someihing  of  his 
being  at  preseni  engaged  in  extending  or  com- 
pleting it :  what  the  whole  may  in  his  hands 
bwrme.   we   are   aniions    lo    see;    hut    ihe 
I   actual   slate,  can 
dip  be   called   unjnished,  as   a  piece   of 
Wng:    it  coheres  so  beaulifully  within  it- 
If;  and  yet  we  see  nnt  whence  the  wonder- 
'r  landioape  came,  or  whither  it  is  stretch- 
■[  b*il  it  hangs  before  us  as  a  fairy  region, 
~-  its  borders  on  this  side  in  light  sunny 
>,  fading  away  on  thai  into  the  iniinite 
J  already,  we  mighi  almosi  say,  it  gives 
I  Ik*  notion   of  a  rvti^lrlrd  /ru^nifnt.  or  llle 
c  io  which  a  fragnieni,  not  meant  for  com- 
Klon,  mtitht  be  UA, 

~  I  apart  ft'om  its  environment,  and  con- 

■  merely  in  itself,  this  Witidtrjaim  seems 

moit  estimable  work.'    There  is,  in 


•"Ifiirffrjolrn  d(i.ni*t  ih«  ptTtoS  wblcti  a  Germsn 
•rtlan  b.  by  lnw  "r  uufs.  otiHnd  lapaM  iBlnvillIni, 
U  Hlftcl  liiBiHll'ln  Ilia  rnn,  altar  III*  cmeluluB  nfr ' 
lAkuitt-- -■■■    --■■■-'—---    ■      . 


esl;  so  calm,  so  gay,  yet  so  strong  and  deepi 
for  the  purest  spirit  of  all  Art  rests  over  it  and 
breathes  through  it;  "mild  Wisdom  is  wedded 
in  living  union  lo  Harmony  divine;"  thM 
Thought  of  the  Sage  is  melted,  ve  migbt  say, 
and  incorporated  in  the  Itqitid  music  of  Ihe  ■ 
Poei.  "ft  is  called  a  Romance,"  observes  Ihd 
English  Translator:  "hut  il  treats  not  nf  ro' 
maace  characters  or  subjects ;  it  has  lest  re- 
lation ID  Fielding's  Tom  Jonn,  than  lo  Spenser's 
yaery  Quan."  We  hive  not  forgotten  what  is 
due  to  Spenser;  y el,  perhaps,  beside  his  im- 
mortal allegory  this  IVaa/lfrJalin  may.  in  fact, 
not  unfairly  be  named;  and  with  this  advan-* 
lage.  that  it  is  an  allegory,  not  of  the  Seven- 
leentli  century,  but  of  the  Nineteenth ;  a  pic- 
ture full  of  eipressiveness,  of  what  men  are 
striving  for,  and  ought  lo  strive  for  in  these 
SclDal  days.  "The  scene,"  we  are  further 
told,  "  is  not  laid  on  this  firm  earih ;  but  in  a 
fair  Utopia  of  A  n  and  Science  and  free  Activity  g 
Ihe  figures,  light  and  aeriform,  come  unlooked 
for,  and  melt  away  abruptly,  like  the  pngcaDia 
of  Prospero,  in  his  Enchanted  Island."  We 
venture  lo  add,  that,  like  Frospero's  Island, 
this  too  is  drawn  from  the  inward  depths,  the 
purest  sphere  of  poetic  iiispiratioo:  ever,  as 
we  read  it,  the  imageK  of  old  Italian  Art  flit 
before  us;  the  gay  tints  of  Titian  ;  Ihe  quaint 
grace  of  Domenichtno;  nomelimes  the  cleari 
yet  unfaihomable  depth  of  Rafaelle ;  and  what- 
ever else  we  have  known  or  dreamed  of  in 
that  rich  old  genial  worid. 

As  ii  is  Goothe's  moral  sentiments,  and  cnl' 
ture  a«  a  man,  that  we  have  made  oar  chief 
object  in  this  survey,  we  would  fain  give  sumd 
adcqiiBte  specimen  of  the  Waniinjahre,  wheret 
as  appears  to  us,  these  are  to  be  traced  in  theif' ' 
last  degree  of  clearness  and  completeness.  - 
But  to  do  this,  to  find  a  specimen  that  should 
be  ader]uaie,  were  difficult, or  mther  impossible^ 
How  shall  we  divide  what  is  in  itself  one  and 
inijivisiblet  How  shall  the  fraction  of  acom- 
plex  picture  give  us  any  idea  of  the  so  beauti- 
ful whole!  Nevertheless,  we  shall  refer  our 
readers  lo  the  Tenth  and  Eleventh  Chapters  of  , 
the  WmJerjakrti  where  in  poetic  and  symbolio  , 
style,  they  will  find  a  sketch  of  the  nature, 
objects,  and  present  ground  of  Religious  Belief, 
which,  if  they  have  ever  reflected  duly  on  that 
mailer,  will  hardly  fail  lo  interest  them.  They 
will  find  these  chapters,  if  we  mislake  not. 
worthy  of  deep  consideraiion ;  for  this  is  lie 
merit  of  Goeihe:  his  raaiims  ivill  bear  study. 
nay,  Ihey  reijuire  it,  and  improve  by  it  more 

'  nore.  They  come  from  the  depths  of  hia  i 
,  and  are  not  in  their  place  till  they  hfcvfl  , 
reached  the  depths  of  ours.  The  wisest  «i*tt,  1 
we  believe,  may  see  in  ihcm  a  refle*  of  hia  uw^ 
wisdom:  but  to  him  who  issliU  leamti^lWyl 
become  as  seeds  of  knowledge  j  they  Mk*^KKN|^ 

the  mind,  and  ramify,  as  I   

1  a  whole  garden  of  tli"" 

mentioned  is  far  too  lon^  -■ 
here ;  however,  we  give  »oim 
which  the  veiiderw- 
allowa.nce.  As  the  wild""" 
of  Wiiiti-  formed  our  or>i  ■ 
ounierpart  mnjf  ••  '' 
fancv  Wilhelm  in  "*•"*■ 
proceeding  towanta  w' 


s  tWt^, 
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with  intent  to  place  his  son  under  their  charcre, 
in  that  wonderful  region,  *•  where  he  was  to  see 
so  many  singularities/* 

"  Wilhelm  had  alreaily  notired  ihat  in  the 
cut  and  colour  of  the  younsj  people's  clothes,  a 
variety  prevailed,  which  pave  the  whole  tiny 
population  a  peculiar  aspect:  he  was  abo\it  to 
question  his  attendant  on  this  point,  when  a 
still  stranpfcr  ob«ervation  forced  itself  upon 
him;  all  the  children,  how  employed  sorver, 
laid  down  their  work,  and  turned,  with  .>::ni;ular 
yet  diverse  p:«.*stures,  towards  the  party  ridincf 
past  ihem ;  or  rather,  as  it  was  ea^sy  to  infer, 
towards  the  Overseer,  who  was  in  it.  The 
youngest  laid  their  arms  crosswise  over  their 
breasts  and  looked  cheerfully  up  to  the  sky ; 
those  of  middle  size  held  their  hands  on  their 
backs,  and  looked  smiling  on  the  ground;  the 
eldest  stood  with  a  frank  and  spirited  air;  their 
arms  stretched  down,  they  turned  their  heads 
to  the  right,  and  formed  themselves  into  a  line; 
whereas  the  others  kept  separate,  each  where 
he  chanced  to  be. 

"The  riders  having  stopped  and  dismounted 
here,  as  several  children,  in  their  various 
modes,  were  standing  forth  to  be  inspected  by 
the  Overseer,  Wilhelm  asked  the  meaning  of 
these  gestures;  but  Felix  struck  in  and  cried 
gaily:  'What  posture  am  I  to  take  then?* 
•  Without  doubt,'  said  the  Overseer,  *  the  first 
posture;  the  arms  over  the  breast,  the  face 
earnest  and  cheerful  towards  the  sky.*  Felix 
obeyed,  but  soon  cried:  *This  is  not  much  to 
my  taste;  I  see  nothing  up  there:  does  it  last 
long  1  But  yes !'  exclaimed  he  jo3'fully,  *  yon- 
der are  a  pair  of  falcons  ilying  from  the  west 
to  the  cast;  that  is  a  good  sign  too?* — ^*As 
thou  takest  it,  as  thou  behavest,'  said  the  other : 
'Now  mingle  among  them  as  ihey  mingle.' 
He  gave  a  signal,  and  the  children  left  their 
postures,  and  again  betook  them  to  work  or 
sport  as  before." 

Wilhelm  a  second  time  "asks  thn  meaning 
of  these  gestures ;"  but  the  Overseer  is  not  at 
liberty  to  throw  much  light  on  the  matter; 
mentions  only  that  they  are  symbolical,  "  no- 
wise mere  grimaces,  but  have  a  moral  purport, 
which  perhaps  the  Chief  or  the  Tiiiikk  may 
further  explain  to  him.'*  The  children  them- 
selves, it  would  seem,  only  know  it  in  part; 
"secrecy  having  many  advantages;  for  when 
you  tell  a  man  at  once  and  straight  forward 
the  purpose  of  any  object,  he  fancies  there  is 
nothing  in  it.'*  By  and  by.  however,  having 
left  Felix  by  the  way,  and  parted  with  the 
Overseer,  Wilhelm  arrives  at  the  abode  of  the 
Three  "who  preside  over  sacred  things,**  and 
from  whom  further  satisfaction  is  to  be  looked 
for. 

"Wilhelm  had  now  reached  the  gate  of  a 
wooded  vale,  surrounded  with  high  walls:  on 
a  certain  sign,  the  little  door  opened  and  a 
man  of  earnest,  imposing  look  received  our 
traveller.  The  latter  found  himself  in  a  large 
beautifully  umbrageous  space,  decked  with  the 
rich**st  foliage,  shaded  with  trees  and  bushes 
of  all  sorts  ;  while  stately  walls  and  magnificeiit 
buildings  were  discerned  only  in  glimp**es 
through  this  thick  natural  boscage.  A  friendly 
rec»'i)tion  from  the  Three,  who  by  and  by  ap- 
peared, at  last  turned  into  a  general  conversa- 


tion, the  substance  of  which  we  now  preseot 
in  an  abbreviated  shape. 

"'Since  you  intrust  your  son  to  us,*  said 
they,  *it  is  fair  that  we  admit  you  to  a  closer 
view  of  onr  procedure.  Of  what  is  external 
you  have  seen  much  that  does  not  bear  its 
meaning  on  its  front.  What  part  of  this  do 
you  wish  to  have  explained  V 

"'Dignifieil  yet  singular  gestures  of  saluta- 
tion I  liave  noticed;  the  import  of  which  I 
would  ?ladlv  learn  :  with  vou,  doubtless,  the 
exterior  ha^  a  reference  to  the  interior,  and 
inversely  :  let  me  know  what  this  reference  is.' 

"'Well-formed  healthy  children,'  replied  the 
Three,  •  bring  much  into  the  world  along  vith 
them ;  nature  has  given  to  each  whatever  he 
requires  for  time  and  duration  ;  to  unfold  this 
is  our  duly;  ot\en  it  unfolds  itself  better  of  its 
own  accord.  One  thing  there  is,  however, 
which  no  child  brings  into  the  world  with  bim; 
and  yet  it  is  on  this  one  thing  that  all  depeads 
for  making  man  in  every  point  a  man.  If  roa 
can  discover  it  yourself,  speak  it  out.*  Wil- 
helm thought  a  little  while,  then  shook  his 
head. 

"The  Three,  af^er  a  suitable  panse,  ex- 
claimed, *  Reverence  !*  Withelm  seemed  to 
hesitate.  *  Reverence !'  cried  they,  a  seeoid 
time.    '  All  want  it,  perhaps  yourselC 

"'Three  kinds  of  gestures  you  have  leen; 
and  we  inculcate  a  threefold  reverence,  which 
when  commingled  and  formed  into  one  whole, 
.attains  its  full  force  and  effect.     The  first  is 
Reverence  for  what  is  Above  us.    That  pos- 
ture, the  arms  crossed  over  the  breast,  the  look 
turned  joyfully  towards  heaven  ;  that  is  what 
we  have  enjoined  on  young  children  ;  requiring 
from  them  thereby  a  testimony  that  there  isa 
(fod  above,  who  images  and  reveals  himselfin 
parents,  teachers,  superiors.     Then  comes  the 
second;   Reverence    for   what    is   Under   ni 
Those  hands  folded  over  the  back,  and  as  it 
were  tied  together,  that  down-turned  smilios 
look,  announce  tliat  we  are  to  regard  the  earth 
with    attention    and    cheerfulness:   from  the 
bouniv  of  the  eanh  we  are  nourished :  the  euth 
allurds  unutterable  joys;  but  disproportionate 
sorrows  she  also  brings  us.     Should  one  rf 
our  children  do  himself  external  hurt,  blamablf 
or  blamelessly;  should  others  hurt  him  acci- 
dentally or  purposely ;  should  dead  involuntaiy 
matter  do  him  hurt;  then   let  him  well  coo* 
.sider  it;  for  such  <langers  will  attend  him  all 
his  days.     But  from  this  posture  we  delay  not 
to  free  our  pupil,  the  instant  we  become  «•• 
vinced  that  the  instruction  connected  with  it 
has    produced    sutKcient  influence    on  hiffl* 
Then,  on  the  contrary,  we   bid   him  gather 
ccmrage,  and,  turning  to  his  comrades,  ran?< 
himself  along  with   them.    Now,  at  last,  h« 
stands   forth,  frank  and   bold;    not  selfishly 
isolated;  only  in  combination  with  his  equal? 
does   he  front  the  world.    Further  we  have 
nothing  to  add.* 

" '  I  see  a  glimpse  of  it !'  said  Wilhelm.  'Are 
not  the  mass  of  men  so  marred  and  siinte-i 
because  they  take  pleasure  only  in  the  element 
of  evil-wishing  and  cvil->peaking  ?  Whoever 
gives  himself  to  this,  soon  comes  to  be  indii* 
ferent  towai"ds  God.  contemptuous  toward^  the 
world,  spiteful  towards  his  equals ;  and  the  ime. 
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genDine,  indispeDsable  sentiment  of  self-esti- 
mation corrupts  into  self-conceit  and  presump- 
tion. Allow  me,  however,*  continued  he,  *  to 
state  one  difficulty.  You  say  that  reverence  is 
not  natural  to  man  :  now  has  not  the  reverence 
or  fear  of  rude  people  for  violent  convulsions 
of  nature,  or  other  inexplicable  mysteriously 
foreboding  occurrences,  been  heretofore  re- 
garded as  the  £;erm  out  of  which  a  higher  feel- 
ing, a  purer  sentiment,  was  by  degrees  to  be 
developed  ?* 

"'Nature  is  indeed  adequate  to  fear,'  replied 
they,  *  but  to  reverence  not  adequate.  Men  fear 
a  known  or  unknown  powerful  being;  the 
strong  seeks  to  conquer  it,  the  weak  to  avoid 
It:  both  endeavour  to  get  quit  of  it,  and  feel 
themselves  happy  when  for  a  short  season 
they  have  put  it  aside,  and  their  nature  has  in 
some  degree  restored  itself  to  freedom  and  in- 
dependence. The  natural  man  repeats  this 
operation  millions  of  times  in  the  course  of 
his  life ;  from  fear  he  struggles  to  freedom ; 
from  freedom  he  is  driven  back  to  fear,  and  so 
makes  no  advancement.  To  fear  is  easy,  but 
grievous ;  to  reverence  is  difficult,  but  satis- 
factory. Man  does  not  willingly  submit  himself 
to  reverence,  or  rather  he  never  so  submits  him- 
Klf :  it  is  a  higher  sense  which  must  be  com- 
municated to  his  nature  ;  which  only  in  some 
iavoored  individuals  unfolds  itself  spontane- 
ously, who  on  this  account  too  have  of  old  been 
looked  upon  as  Saints  and  Gods.  Here  lies 
the  -worth,  here  lies  the  business  of  all  true 
Religions,  whereof  there  are  likewise  only 
three,  according  to  the  objects  towards  which 
tbey  direct  our  devotion.' 

"The  men  paused;  Wilhelm  reflected  for  a 
lime  in  silence ;  but  feeling;  in  himself  no  pre- 
tensions to  unfold  these  strange  words,  he  re- 
quested the  Sages  to  proceed  with  their  expo- 
sition. They  immediately  complied.  *  No 
Religion  that  grounds  itself  on  fear,'  said  they, 
'is  regarded  among  us.  With  the  reverence 
to  which  a  man  should  ^rive  dominion  in  his 
mind,  he  can,  in  paying  honour,  keep  his  own 
boooar;  he  is  not  disunited  with  himself  as  in 
tlie  former  case.  The  Relisrion,  which  depends 
on  Reverence  for  what  is  Above  us,  we  deno- 
minate the  Ethnic;  it  is  the  Religion  of  the 
Kations,  and  the  first  happy  deliverance  from 
a  degrading  fear;  all  Heathen  religions,  as  we 
call  them,  are  of  this  sort,  what^(>over  names 
they  may  bear.  The  Second  Religion,  whicli 
firands  itself  on  Reverence  for  what  is  Around 
vs,  we  denominate  the  Philosophical ;  for  thr 
Philosopher  stations  himself  in  the  middle, 
and  must  draw  down  to  him  all  that  is  hij^hiT, 
and  up  to  him  all  that  is  lower,  and  only  in  this 
medium  condition  does  he  merit  the  title  of 
Wise.  Here,  as  he  surveys  with  clear  si'fiht 
his  relation  to  hi:;  equals,  and  therefore  to  the 
whole  human  race,  his  relation  likewise  to  all 
other  earthly  circumstances  and  arrangements 
necessary  or  accidental,  he  alone,  in  a  cosmic 
sense,  lives  in  Truth.  But  now  we  have  lo 
speak  of  the  Third  Reliu^ion,  grounded  on  Re- 
verence for  what  is  rn<kT  ns;  this  m-c  name 
the  Christian;  as  in  the  Christian  Religion 
such  a  temper  is  the  mi^st  diMinctly  manifot- 
ed;  it  is  a  last  step  to  which  mankind  were 
fitted  and  destined  to  attain.    But  what  a  tusk 


was  it  not  only  to  be  patient  with  the  Earth, 
and  let  it  lie  beneath  us,  wc  appealing  to  a 
higher  birthplace;  but  also  to  recognise  hu- 
mility and  poverty,  motikery  and  despite,  dis- 
grace and  wretchedness,  suffering  and  death, 
to  recojjnise  those  things  as  divine ;  nay,  even 
on  sin  and  rriine  to  look  not  as  hindrances, 
but  to  honour  and  love  them  as  furtherances, 
of  what  is  holv.  Of  this,  indeed,  we  find  some 
traces  in  all  ages ;  but  the  trace  is  not  the  goal ; 
and  this  being  now  attained,  the  human  spe- 
cies cannot  retrograde ;  and  wc  may  say  that 
the  Christian  Religion,  having  once  appeared, 
cannot  again  vanish  ;  having  once  assumed  its 
divine  shape,  can  be  subject  to  no  dissolution.' 

'**To  which  of  these  Religions  do  you  spe- 
ciiilly  adhere  V  inquired  Wilhelm. 

"  *  To  all  the  three,*  replied  they,  *  for  in  their 
union  they  produce  what  may  properly  be 
called  the  true  Religion.  Out  of  those  three 
Reverences  springs  the  highest  Reverence,  Re- 
verence for  One's  self,  and  these  again  unfold 
themselves  from  this  ;  so  that  man  attains  the 
highest  elevation  of  which  he  is  capable,  that 
of  being  justified  in  reckoning  himself  the  Best 
that  God  and  Nature  have  produced ;  nay,  of 
being  able  to  continue  on  this  lofty  eminence, 
without  being  again  by  self-conoeil  and  pre- 
sumption drawn  down  from  it  into  the  vulgar 
level.' " 

The  Three  undertake  to  admit  him  into  the 
interior  of  their  Sanctuary ;  whither,  accord- 
ingly, he,  •*  at  the  hand  of  the  Eldest,"  proceeds 
on  the  morrow.  Sorry  are  we  that  we  cannot 
fiillow  them  into  the  "octagonal  hall,"  so  full 
of  paintings,  and  the  "gallery  open  on  one 
side,  and  stretching  round  a  spacious,  gay, 
flowery  garden."  It  is  a  beautiful  figurative  re- 
presentation, by  pictures  and  symbols  of  An, 
of  the  First  and  the  Second  Religions,  the  Ethnic 
and  the  Philosophical ;  for  the  former  of  which 
the  pictures  have  been  composed  from  the  Old 
Testament ;  for  the  latter  from  the  New.  We 
can  only  make  room  for  some  small  portions. 

"•I  observe,'  said  Wilhelm,  'you  have  done 
the  Israelites  the  hcmour  to  select  their  history 
as  the  groundwork  of  this  delineation,  or  ra- 
ther you  have  made  it  the  leading  object  there.' 

••'As  you  sec,' replied  the  Eldest;  'for  you  will 
remark!  that  on  the  socles  and  friezes  we  have 
introduced  another  series  of  transactions  and 
occurrences,  ni»t  so  much  of  a  synchronistic  as 
of  a  >yinphronistic  kind;  since,  among  all  na- 
tions, we  «lisrovcr  records  tif  a  similar  import, 
and  gronndt'd  on  the  saiiio  facts.  Thus  you 
perceive  here,  while,  in  the  main  field  of  the 
picture,  Abraham  rereives  a  visit  from  his 
jjikIs  in  the  form  of  fair  youths,  Apollo  among 
iho  herdsman  oi'  Adinetus  is  painied  above  on 
ihf  iViezp.  From  which  we  may  learn,  that 
iht?  gods,  when  they  apjioar  to  men.  are  com- 
monlv  unrccounisetl  of  thoin.* 

"  The  friends  walked  on.  Wilhelm,  for  the 
most  pan.  met  with  well-known  objects;  but 
they  were  here  exliibui'd  in  a  livelier,  more 
exprc»jsive  manner,  than  he  had  been  used  to 
see  tlieni.  On  some  few  mailers,  he  retjuested 
exjilrinaliim,  and  ai  last  eniihl  not  help  return- 
ing i(»  his  fmnuM*  'HH'sti«»n  :  *  Why  the  Isra- 
eliii'^h  history  had  been  ch(»sen  in  preference 
to  all  <nher«<  V 
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*  The  Eldflkt  answered:  'Among  all  Heathen 
rtUgiont,  ibr  such  also  is  the  Israelitish*  this 
has  the  most  distinguished  advantages;  of 
which  I  shall  mention  only  a  few.  At  the  Eth- 
nic jodgment-seat,  at  the  j\idgment*seat  of  the 
God  ofNations,  it  is  not  asked  whether  this  is 
hesti  the  most  excellent  nation ;  but  whether  it 
lasts,  whether  it  has  continued.  The  Isra- 
fHitith  people  never  was  good  for  much,  as  its 
own  leaders,  judges,  rulers,  prophets,  hate  a 
ttonsand  times  reproachfblly  declared ;  it  pos- 
•esses  few  virtues,  and  most  of  the  faults  of 
other  nations :  but  in  cohesion,  steadfastness, 
*  valour,  and,  when  all  this  would  not  senrci  in 
obttinate  toughness,  it  has  no  match.  It  is  the 
moat  perse verant  nation  in  the  world ;  it  is,  it 
was,  and  it  will  be,  to  glorify  the  name  of  Je- 
hovah throngh  aU  ages.  We  have  set  it  up, 
th0reibre,  as  the  pattern  figure ;  as  the  mam 
flfnf4  to  which  the  others  only  serve  as  9sr 

M^nieeoBies  not  me  to  dispute  with  yon,* 
laid  Wilhdm,  'since  you  have  instruction  to 


*A  door  went  back,.  an4  Afly  enlerad  a 
similar  gallery;  where  Wilkelai  soon  lecog* 
nised  a  corresponding  series  of  Pictures  fraia 
the  New  Testament.  They  seemed  as  if  bf 
another  hand  than  the  first:  sU  was  softer; 
forms,  movements,  accompaninientfly  ligh^asd 
colouring." 

Into  this  second  gallery,  with  its  strsafes 
doctrine  about  "Miracles  and  FaraUes," the 
characteristic  of  the  Philosophical  BriigioB, 
we  cannot  enter  for  the  present,  yet  must  pm 
one  hurried  glance.  Withelm  ezpreaaes  smae 
surprise  that  these  delineations  tenuaale 
"with  the  Bupper,  with  -the  scene  whwe  the 
Master  and  his  Disciples  part."  He  « 
lor  the  remaining  portion  of  the  histai7._ 
.  "'In  all  sorts  of  instruc^n,^  said 
'  in  all  sorts  of  communication,  we  are  fal 
of  separating  whatever  it  is  poaaible  Id 
rate ;  for  by  this  means  akme  can  the 
of  importance  and  peculiar  irigittficaaca  anc 
in  the  young  mind.  Actual  enperieaeea^il*  ' 
Self  mingles  and  mixes  dl  thinga  tagatarc 
here,  accordinfriyt  we  have  entirriy  -  diajeiMd  .< 
that  sublime  Man's  life  flpom  its  termfnltei  i 
In  lifie,  he  appears  as  a  troe  PIriloaopliyi  lit-  i 
not  the  expression  stagger  ypn^— as  a  lVi»  J 


l^pp^A  4  Open  to  me,  therefore,  the  other  ad^ 
vaalpjea  or  this  people,  or  rather  of  its  history, 
of  its  religion.' 

!"  One  chief  advantage,'  said  the  other,  'Im 
its  excellent  collectioiM»f  Sacred  Books.  These :  Man  in  the  highest  sense.    9e  atanda  inatl^^ 
atand  so  happily  combined  together,  that  even ',  this  point:  he  goes  on  his  wa^  inflexibly«  mi 
—  _*  ... *.. -. .!__  ^—•"-' while  he  exalts  the  tower  to  himself  iH&  ht 

makes  the  ignorant^  the  poor*  the  aiafc^  pai^ 
takers  of  his  wisdom,  of  his  ridiear  of  Ui 
strength,  he,  on  the  other  hand,  in  aowiae  eia* 
eeals  his  divine  origif ;  h^  darea  lb  c 
himself  with  God,  nay,  to  deelara  that  he  i 
self  is  God.    In  this  manner  is  he  wool, 


out  of  tlM  most  diverse  elements,  the  fbeliog 
of  a  wrabttili  rises  before  us.  They  are  com- 
plete epfMsrh  to  satisfy;  fragmentary  enough 
to  eaciteTyftrbarons  enough  to  rouse ;  tender 
enoagb  )mappease ;  and  for  manv  other  con- 
tradiedtf  merits  might  not  these  Books,  might 
not  this  one  Book,  be  praised  V 

•  •  •  •  •  youth  upwards,  to  astound  his  familiar  fiieodit 

"  Thus  wandering  on,  they  had  now  reached  of  these  he  gains  a  part  to  his  own  casae; 

the  gloomy  and  perplexed  periods  of  the  His-   irritates  the  rest  against  him;  and  shows  n 

tocy,  the  destruction  of  the  City  and  the  Temple,  i  all  men,  who  are  aiming  at  a  certain  elevatisi 


the  murder,  exile,  slavery  of  whole  masses  of 
this  stiff-necked  people.  Its  subsequent  for- 
tunes were  deliDeated  in  a  cunning  allegorical 


in  doctrine  and  life,  what  they  have  tolookfg^j 
from  the  world.    And  thus,  for  the  noble 
tion  of  mankind,  his  walk  and  convei 


way;   a  real  historical  delineation  of  them  ^  are  even  more  instructive  and  profitable  ll 
would  have  lain  without  the  limits  of  true  Art ;  his  death :  for  to  those  trials  every  one  is  eaM 
"At  this  point,  the  gallery  abruptly  termi-j  to  this  trial  but  a  few.    Now,  omitting  all  AH 
nated  in  a  closed  door,  and  Wiihelm  was  sur-   results  from  this  consideration,  do  but  looklt 


prised  to  see  himself  already  at  the  end.  *  In 
your  historical  series,'  said  be,  *  I  find  a  chasm, 
xou  have  destroyed  the  Temple  of  Jerusalem, 
and  dispersed  the  people ;  yet  you  have  not  in- 
troduced the  divine  Man  who  taught  there 
shortly  before ;  to  whom,  shortly  before,  they 
would  give  no  ear.' 
"'To  have  done   this,  as  you  require  it. 


the  touching  scene  of  the  Last  Supper.  Btm 
the  Wise  Man,  as  it  ever  is,  leaves  those,  dM 
are  his  own,  utteriy  orphaned  behind  hta; 
aad  while  he  is  careful  for  the  Good,  he  fetii 
along  with  them  a  traitor,  by  whom  he  ad'] 
the  Better  are  to  be  destroyed.' " 

This  seems  to  us  to  have  "  a  deep,  Ml 
meaning;"  and  the  longer  and  closer  we J^ 


would  have  been  an  error.  The  life  of  that  i  amine  it,  the  more  it  pleases  us.  WilheUfil 
divine  Man,  whom  you  allude  to,  stands  in  no  not  admitted  into  the  shrine  of*  the  Thirdly 
connection  with  the  general  history  of  the  ligion,  the  Christian,  or  that  of  which  ChmA 
world  in  his  time.  It  was  a  private  life ;  his  |  sufferings  and  death  were  the  symbols,  u  kii 
teaching  was  a  teachin^for  individuals.  What   walk  and  conversation  had  been  the  fjabd 


has  publicly  befallen  vast  masses  of  people, 
and  the  min  >r  parts  which  compose  them,  be- 
longs to  the  general  History  of  the  World,  to 


of   the  Second,  or    Philosophical    Religioi>j 
**That  last  Reli;;ion,"  it  is  said,— 

That  last  Religion  which  arises  from  thtj 


« < 


the  general  Religion  of  the  World;  the  Reli-' Reverence  of  what  is  Beneath  us;  that  venci^ 
gion  we  have  named  the  First.  What  inwardly  |  tion  of  the  contradictory,  the  hated,  the  avoiM 
befalls  individuals  belongs  to  the  Second  Re-  we  give  to  eaca  of  our  pupilsj  in  small  ^ 
ligion,  the  Philosophical :  such  a  Religion  :  tions,  by  way  of  outfit,  along  with  him  n* 
was  it  that  Christ  taught  and  practised,  so  long  I  the  worid,  merely  that  he  may  know  wbfli 
as  he  went  about  on  earth.    For  this  reason,   more  is  to  be  had,  should  such  a  want  sptsi| 


the  external  here  closes,  and  I  now  open 
you  the  internal.' 


to 


up  within  him.    I  invite  you  to  rerara  hite 
at  the  end  of  a  year,  to  attoid  our  gencnl 


Fesri'nl.and  see  bow  far  your  son  is  advanced: 
Ihfn  ahdll  foQ  be  Bdmilled  into  Ihr  Sanctuary 
of  Sorrow.' 

~'  Permit  me  one  que^linn.'  said  Wilhelm  : 
'&5  ;du  have  lel  up  (he  life  of  ibis  ilivioe 
Man  for  a  pattern  and  cumple,  have  you  like- 
vise  selecied  his  sudennxs,  hii  death,  as  a 
model  ofeialted  palirncel' 

"■Undoubtedly  wr  have," replied  llie  Eldest. 
'Of  (his  we  mab?  no  secret;  bu(  we  draw  a 
>eil  over  these  siiflerings,  even  because  we 
rrrercnce  them  jo  hiehly-  We  hold  it  a  damna- 
Ue  atidaciiy  (o  bring  fonh  thai  lorloring 
Cross,  and  (he  Holy  (3ne  who  suHeri  od  it.  or 
10  eipose  them  to  the  lichi  of  the  San,  which 
hid  Its  fa£t  when  a  reckless  world  forced  such 
a  MRht  OD  11;  to  lahe  ihese  myMeriaus  secrets, 
is  wbich  Ihe  divine  deplh  of  Sorrow  lies  hid, 
tad  play  with  (bem,  fondle  them,  trick  them 
ont.  and  rest  not  till  the  mnsi  revei^end  of  all 
totemniliet  appears  vutear  and  paltry.  Let 
10  much  for  the  present  suffice—'  •  •  The 
nn  we  most  still  oue  you  for  a  twelvemonih. 
ne  inMruciion,  which  in  the  in(erini  we  ^ve 
Ike  children,  no  stranger  is  allowed  to  witness  : 
Am,  however,  come  to  us.  and  yoti  will  hear 
^tft  cor  best  Speakers  tbink  it  serviccahte  to 
Hm« public  OD  those  mallerE.'" 
^^MbU  we  hope  that,  lu  its  present  ditjoinled 
^^fc  this  embtemsiio  -sketch  would  rise  before 
^MB-nds  of  oor  reader^.  in  any  measure  as  it 
Mood  before  Ibe  mind  of  (he  writer;  (hat.  in 
coDsidcring  it,  they  might  seize  only  an  ont- 
liar  of  those  many  meanings  which,  at  less  or 
greater  depih,  lie  hidden  under  it,  we  should 
uiKipate  thi'ir  (hanks  for  having,  a  first  or  a 

lerond  lime,  broughl  tt  before  them.  As  it  is, 
IwlievinK  lha(  to  open-minded,  truth-seeking 
men.  the  deliberate  words  of  an  open-minded, 
irulh-«eel>inR  man  can  in  no  case  be  wholly 
untnteUi^llile,  nor  the  words  of  such  a  man  as 
(n>?1he  !  nil  life  rent,  we  have  transcribed  it  for 
(heir  (■eTiisal.  If  we  induce  (hem  to  torn  lo 
(he  on;:inil,  and  study  this  in  its  completeness. 
Kith  'o  ■iiiieh  else  tha(  environs  it.  and  bears 
nn  ii.  ihr'v  w.ll  Lbank  us  still  more.  To  our 
ex-n  jnil^-mcnl,  at  leail,  there  is  a  tine  and  pure 
lutiutioan' e  in  this  whole  delineation:  such 
phraT"  rien  as  "  the  Sanctuary  of  Sorrow." 
'Ihe  dn-ine  depth  of  Sjfrow,"  have  of  them- 
xtves  pathetic  Wisdom  for  us;  as  indeed  a 
inae  irf  devoutaess,  of  calm,  mild,  prieadike 
dignity  pervades  the  whole.  In  a  lime  like 
oara,  ii  is  rare  to  see,  in  the  writings  of  culii- 
raud  men,  any  opinion  whatever,  bearing  any 
owrk  uf  sincerity,  on  such  n  stibjeci  as  this: 
^  U  M  and  coolinnes  the  liighesi  sDhjecUand 
(hey  (hat  are  highest  are  most  &l  for  slndying 
U,  and  helpine  olhert  to  study  it. 

Qoethe'i  Wandrrjaliri  was  published  in  his 
•rrvnty-second year;  KVirrin  his  twenty-fifth: 
Ibos  m  passing  between  ihese  two  works, and 
«r«r  Mimtn  lflirj.ikrr,  which  Hands  nearlv 
nidway.  «e  have  gl.niccd  over  a  space  of 
■hnosi  fifty  years,  including  within  them,  of 
eoatse.  whatever  »=*  most  imponanl  in  his 
fobllc  or  private  his(ory.  By  means  of  ihe-ie 
^uo(aiions,  BO  diverse  in  iheir  tone,  we  meant 
ui  make  ii  visible  that  a  Eri?a(  change  bad 
itben  place  in  ihe  moral  disposition  of  the 
■Ui  ■  change  from  inward  imprisonmen(, 
13 


doubt,  and  discontent,  into  freedom,  MieT,  and 
clear  activity:  sncb  a  change  as,  inourDpinien. 
must  take  place,  more  or  less  consciously, 
in  every  character  that,  especially  in  these 
times,  attains  to  spiritual  manhood;  and  in 
characters  possessing  any  ihoughtfalnMa  and 
aensibiluy,  will  seldom  take  place  without  a 
too  painful  consciousness,  without  bitter  oon- 
nicls,  in  which  the  character  itself  is  loo  often 
m.iimed  and  impoverished,  and  which  end  too 
ollen  not  in  victory,  but  in  defeat,  or  fttal 
comprnraise  with  the  eaemy.  Too  often,  w* 
may  well  say;  for  lbou)ch  many  gird  on  the 
harness,  few  bear  it  warnor-like;  still  fewer 
put  it  olT  wilh  triumph.  Among  our  own  poais, 
Byron  was  almost  the  only  man  we  saw  faith- 
fally  and  manftilly  struggling,  to  the  end,  in 
this  cause;  and  he  died  while  ihe  victory  wa« 
still  duubiful,  or  al  be«(.  only  beEinning  to  be 
gained.  We  have  already  s(ate^pur  opinion, 
(hat  Goe(be's  success  in  this  mai(er  h^Ven 
raai-e  complete  than  Ibat  of  any  other  nuui  in 
his  age;  nay,  ihit,  in  the  strictest  sense,  he 
may  also  be  called  the  only  one  that  baa  so 
succeeded.  On  (his  ground,  were  i(  on  no 
other,  w*  have  venlnred  (o  say,  that  his  spiritual 
history  and  procedure  must  deserve  attenlion; 
Ibat  his  opinions,  his  creations,  his  mode  of 
thouehl.  his  whole  picture  of  the  world  as  it 
dwells  within  him,  must  lo  his  contemporaries 
be  an  inquiry  of  no  common  interest;  of  an 
interest  aliogether  peculiar,  and  uot  in  tbia 
degree  exampled  in  existing  literature.  These 
things  can  be  but  imperfectly  staled  here,  ud 
must  be  left,  not  in  a  state  of  demonstration, 
hui.  at  the  utmnsi.  of  loose  fluctuating  proba- 
bility;  nevertheless,  if  inquired  inio,  (hey  will 
be  found  (0  have  n  precise  enough  meaning, 
and,  as  we  believe,  a  highly  important  one. 

For  the  rest,  whai  son  of  mind  it  is  that  has 
passed  ihrontth  this  change,  that  has  gained 
this  victory ;  how  rich  and  high  a  mind ;  how 
learned  by  study  in  all  that  is  wisest,  by  expe- 
rience in  all  that  is  most  complex,  the  bngbt- 
eM  as  well  as  the  blackest, in  man's  existence; 
gif\ed  with  what  insight,  wilh  what  grace 
and  power  of  utterance,  we  shall  not  for 
the  present  attempt  discussing.  All  these  the 
reader  will  learn,  who  studies  his  writings  with 
such  attention  as  they  merit :  and  by  uo  other 
means.  Of  Goethe's  dramatic,  lyrical,  didac- 
tic poems,  in  their  thousandfold  expressiveness, 
for  they  are  full  of  expre*siveness,  we  can 
here  say  nothing.  But  in  every  department 
of  Literature,  of  Ar(  ancient  and  modem,  in 
many  provinces  of  Science,  we  shall  often 
meet  him;  and  hope  (o  have  other  occasions 
of  estimating  what,  in  (heso  respects,  we  and 
all  men  owe  him. 

Two  circumstances,  meanwhile  we  have  re- 
marked, which  to  us  throw  light  on  the  nature 
of  his  original  faculty  for  Poetry,  and  go  far 
lo  convince  us  of  the  Masiery  be  has  attained 
in  that  art;  these  wr  may  here  Niate  briefly, 
for  the  judgment  of  such  as  already  know  his 
wri(ingi<,  or  the  help  of  such  as  are  beginning 
tu  know  them.  The  lirst  is  his  singnlarly  em- 
blematic inlellect;  his  perpetual  nevevJaillng 
tendency  to  transform  inl»  ikupt,  into  b/(,  the 
opinion,  the  feeling  thai  may  dwell  in  him 
wbiclb  (0  its  widest  a 
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tsMOtSa  )y  fte  grand  problem  of  the  Poet. 
We  do  nol  mean  mere  metaphor  and  rheio- 
rtcttl  trope :  these  nre  but  the  eiterior  concern, 
often  bnt  the  scaffolding  of  the  edifice,  which 
is  to  be  bnilt  up  (within  our  ihoug:hi5)  by 
means  or  ibem.  In  allusions,  in  similiiudei, 
though  no  one  known  lo  us  is  happier,  many 
are  more  <M>piouK,  than  Goeibe.  But  we  find 
this  faculty  of  his  in  ibe  very  essence  of  his 
iniellect;  and  trace  it  alike  in  the  quiet,  cun- 
ning epigram,  the  allegory,  the  quaint  device, 
Teminding  iis  of  some  Quarles  or  Biinyan; 
and  in  the  Fatuli,  the  Taonr,  the  Afi>>umi,  which, 
in  iheir  pure  and  genuine  personality,  may  al- 
most remind  us  of  the  ^ritU  and  Hamlttt  of 
Shakspeare.  Every  thing  has  form,  every  Ihing 
has  visual  Miistenee :  the  poel's  imoginalion 
bodiafinh  the  forms  of  ihiogs  unseen,  bis  pen 
turns  Iheni  to  ihapt.  This,  as  a  natural  endoT- 
roeni,  exists  in  Ooeihe, 


'Ihte  tHhta  charade  fistic  of  his  mind,  which 
proves  10  us  his  acquired  mastery  in  art,  as 
Aa  thovs  ns  the  eiient  of  his  original  capa- 
city for  it,  is  his  wonderful  variety,  nay,  uni- 
versality; his  entire  freedom  from  Mannerism. 
We  resd  Goethe  for  years  before  we  come  to 
see  wherein  the  dislinguUhing  peculiarity  of 
his  under^ilanding,  of  his  disposition,  even  of 
his  way  of  writing,  consists.  It  seems  quite  a 
simple  style — that  of  his ;  remarkable  chiefly 
for  its  calmness,  its  perspicuity,  in  short,  its 
commonness ;  atid  yet  it  is  the  most  uncom- 
mon of  all  styles:  we  feel  an  if  every  one 
might  imitate  it,  and  yet  it  is  inimitable.  As 
hard  is  it  to  discover  in  his  wrilings, — Ibongh 
there  also,  as  in  every  man's  writings,  the 
eharacler  of  the  writer  must  lie  recorded, — 
what  sort  of  spiritual  construction  he  has, 
what  are  his  temper,  his  affections,  bis  indivi- 
dual specialities.  For  all  lives  freely  within 
him ;  Philina  end  Cl&rchen,  Mephistopheles 
and  MignoR,  are  alike  indifferent,  or  alike  dear 
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reckntt  ibis  to  be  the  eharaclerislic  of  a  Mas- 
ter in  Art  of  any  sort ;  and  true  especially  of 
all  great  Poets.  How  true  is  it  of  Bhakspenre 
and  Homer!  Who  knows,  or  can  figure  what 
the  Man  Shakspeare  was,  by  the  first,  by  ihe 
iwenlielh  perusal  of  his  works  I  He  is  a 
Voic«  coming  lo  us  from  the  Land  of  Melody ; 
his  old,  brick  dwelling-place,  In  the  mere 
earthly  btirgh  of  SirBlford-on-Avon.  offers  us 
Ihe  most  inexplicable  enigma.  And  what  is 
Homer  in  ibe  Ilinif  He  ib  rar  witkkks  ;  he 
haa  seen,  and  he  reveals  il ;  we  hear  and  be- 
lieve, but  do  not  behold  him.  Now  compare, 
with  these  two  poets,  any  other  two ;  not  of 
equal  genius,  for  there  are  none  such,  but  of 
equal  sincerity,  who  wrote  as  earnestly,  and 
fiom  (be  heart,  like  Ihem.  Take,  for  instance, 
Jean  Paul  and  Lord  Byron.  The  good  Richler 
begins  lo  show  himself,  in  his  broad,  massii-e, 
kindly,  quaint  significance,  before  we  have 
read  many  pages  of  even  his  ^lighiesi  work ; 
and  10  the  lasL  he  paints  himself  much  better 
than  his  subject.  Byron  may  almost  be  said 
lo  have  painied  nothing  else  thnn  himself,  be 
hit  inbfcct  what  it  might.  Yet  as  a  test  for 
Ihe  culture  of  a  Poet,  in  his  poetical  capacity. 


for  his  pretensions  to  mastery  and  complete, 
ness  in  his  heart,  we  can  bat  ret^on  diii 
among  the  surest.  Tried  by  this,  there  is  m 
iiving  writer  that  approaches  within  many 
degrees  of  Goethe. 

Thof ,  it  would  seem,  we  considet  Goethe  to 
be  a  richly  educated  Poet,  no  less  than  a  lichly 
educated  Man :  a  master  both  of  Haataniiy, 
and  of  Poetry;  one  to  whom  ExperiaBce  has 
given  true  wisdom,  and  the"  Melodies  Btenia]' 
a  perfect  utterance  for  his  wisdom.  Of  Ibe 
particular  form  which  ibis  humanity,  this 
wisdom  has  assumed;  of  his  opinians,  cha- 
racter, personality, — for  these,  with  whalevet 
difhculty,  are  aud  must  be  deciphenUe  in  hu 
writings. — we  had  much  to  say  :  bnt  this  also 
we  must  decline.  In  the  present  stale  of  mU- 
ters.  to  speak  adequately  would  be  a  nAlM 
bard  for  as,  and  one  in  which  our  mdm 
could  afford  little  help,  nay,  in  which  many«( 
Ihem  might  take  litile  inleresL  Measimle, 
we  have  fooDd  a  brief  cnrsory  Kketch  on  Uu) 

I bject.  already  wriiten  in  our  language:  anne 


here  iranncril 

admirer  of  Goeihi 

by  a  grateful  learner,  whom  he  taught,  wbDB 

he  had  helped  to  lead  out  of  spirilual  obsire*' 

lion,  into  peace  and  light.    Making  due  aUow- 

ance  for  all  this,  there  is  little  in  the  jmpti 

that  we  object  to, 

"In  Goethe's  mind,"  observes  he, "ibe  Ant 
aspect  that  ilriltes  us  is  its  calmness,  then  in 
beauty  ;  a  deeper  inspection  reveals  lo  u  itt 
Tastness  and  unmeasured  strength.  Thisowa 
rules,  and  is  not  ruled.  The  stem  and  Saj 
energies  of  a  most  passionate   soul  lie  liint 

bility  has  been  enured  lo  sOnd.  without  flctteb- 
ing  or  murmur,  Ihe  sharpest  trials.  Nothbi 
outward,  nolbing  inward,  shall  agitate  se  Ma- 
Irol  him.  The  brightest  and  most  captMfOt 
fancy,  the  mo^t  piercing  and  inquisitiee  iliW- 
lecl.  the  wildest  and  deepest  imatrinaliOB;  Iks 
highest  thrills  of  joy,  Ihe  bilieresl  p*BRS  «( 
sorrow :  all  these  are  his,  he  is  not  Oeirs, 
While  he  moves  every  heart  from  iB  «Ui^ 
fasiness.  his  own  is  firm  and  still :  Ihe  wprdi 
that  search  into  the  inmost  recesses  of  «gl 
nature,  he  pronounces  with  a  tone  of  coldBe* 
and  equanimity :  in  the  deepest  pathos  bt 
weeps  not. or  his  tears  are  like  waier  trichliiK 
from  a  rock  uf  adamani.  He  is  a  king  of 
himself  and  of  this  world;  nor  does  he  nit 
it  like  a  vulgar  great  man.  like  Napoleon  «( 
Charles  the  Twelflh,  by  the  mere  bniie  tMt- 
lion  of  his  will,  grounded  on  no  principle,  SC 
on  a  false  one:  his  faculties  and  feelioga  ■!■ 
not  fetlered  or  proslraied  under  the  iron  amj 
of  Passion,  but  led  and  guided  in  kindly  nnlok 
under  the  mild  sway  of  Reason  ;  as  Ihe  teat  | 
primeval  elements  of  Chaos  were  sliUed  artte 
coming  of  Light,  and  bound  together,  VttA, 
iis  soft  vesture,  into  a  gloiious  and  benefleeU 
Crealion. 

"This  is  ihe  ime  rest  of  man  ;  the  dim  iim 
of  every  human  soul,  the  full  Bltainmeni  of 
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few. 


;  but  the  wise  are  wise  because  ib^  ibttll 
no  price  loo  high  for  iL  Goclhe's  iBwaid 
home  has  been  reared  by  slow  and  laboiioui 
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t  stands  on  no  hollow  or  deceitful 
s  peace  is  not  from  blindness,  but 
nsion;  not  from  uncertain  hope 
.  but  from  sure  insight  into  what 
.  His  world  seems  once  to  have 
e  and  baleful  as  that  of  the  dark- 

but  he  has  covered  it  anew  with 

solemnity,  derived  from  deeper 
r  which  Doubt  can  have  no  sway, 
quired  fearlessly,  and  fearlessly 
I  and  denied  the  False;  but  he  has 
1,  what  is  equally  essential  and  in- 
ier,  to  search  out  and  admit  the 
heart  is  still  full  of  warmth,  though 
;lear  and  cold ;  the  world  for  him 
of  grandeur,  though  he  clothes  it 
^  colours ;  his  fellow-creatures  are 
of  reverence  and  love,  though  their 
are  plainer  to  no  eye  than  to  his. 
e  these  contradictions  is  the  task 
men,  each  for  himself,  in  his  own 
inner;  a  task  which,  in  our  age, 
ssed  with  ditficulties  peculiar  to 
id  which  Goethe  seems  to  have  ac- 
with  a  success  that  few  can  rival, 
n  unity  with  itself,  even  though  it 

and  small  one,  would  arrest  our 
d  win  some  kind  regard  from  us; 
lis  mind  ranks  among  the  strong* 
St  complicated  of  the  species,  it 
ight  full  of  interest,  a  study  full  of 
tion. 

mind  as  Goethe's  is  the  fruit  not 
yral  endowment  by  nature,  but  also 
:  proportionate  to  her  bounty.  In 
ginal  form  of  spirit,  we  discern  the 
$  of  manhood,  without  any  defi- 
>  lower:  he  has  an  eye  and  a  heart 
ihe  sublime,  the  common,  and  the 
the  elements  at  once  of  a  poet,  a 
I  a  wit.  Of  his  culture  we  have 
1  already;  and  it  deserves  again  to 
o  praise  and  imitation.    This,  as 

unostentatiously  confesses,  has 
*ul  of  all  his  conduct,  the  great 
f  his  life ;  and  few  that  understand 
apt  to  deny  that  he  has  prospered. 

his  resources  have  been  accumu- 
early  all  the  provinces  of  human 

activity ;  and  he  has  trained  him- 
iiese  complicated  instruments,  with 
irtness  which  we  might  have  ad- 
le  professor  of  a  solitary  depart- 
edom,    and    grace,    and    smiling 

are    the    characteristics    of   his 

matter  of  them  flows  along  in 

dance,  in  the  soAest  combination ; 

i\e  is  referred  to  by  native  critics 

si  specimen  of  the  German  tongue. 
•  •  •  • 

the's  culture  as  a  writer  is  perhaps 
rable  than  his  culture  as  a  man. 
aed  not  in  head  only,  but  also  in 
from  Art  and  Literature,  but  also 
id  passion,  in  the  rugged  school  of 
If  asked  what  was  the  grand 
ic  of  his  writings,  we  should  not 
Ige,  but  wisdom.  A  mind  that  has 
ifiered,  and  done,  speaks  to  us  of 
tried  and  conquered.  A  gay  de- 
ll give  us  notice  of  dark  and  toil- 


some experiences,  of  business  ^ne  in  the 
great  deep  of  the  spirit ;  a  maxim,  trivial  to  the 
careless  eye,  will  rise  with  light  and  solution 
over  long  perplexed  periods  of  our  own  history. 
It  is  thus  that  heart  speaks  to  heart,  that  the 
life  of  one  man  becomes  a  possession  to  all. 
Here  is  a  mind  of  the  most  subtile  and  tumultu- 
ous elements;  but  it  is  governed  in  peaceful 
diligence,  and  its  impetuous  and  ethereal  fa- 
culties work  soAly  together  for  good  and  noble 
ends.    Goethe  may  be  called  a  Philosopher; 
for  he  loves  and  has  practised  as  a  man  the 
wisdom  which,  as  a  poet,  he  inculcates.  Com- 
posure   and    cheerful    seriousness    seem    to 
breathe  over  all  his  character.    There  is  no 
whining  over  human  woes :  it  is  understood 
that  we  must  simply  all  strive  to  alleviate  or 
remove  them.    There  is  no  noisy  battling  for 
opinions;   but  a  persevering  effort  to  make 
Truth  lovely,  and  recommend  her,  by  a  thou- 
sand avenues,  to  the  hearts  of  all  men.    Qfjiis 
personal  manners  we  can  easily,  beliert'  the 
universal  report,  as  oAen  given  in  the  way  of 
censure  as  of  praise,  that  he  is  a  man  of  con- 
summate breeding  and  the  stateliest  presence : 
for  an  air  of  polished  tolerance,  of  courtly,  we 
might  almost  say,  majestic  repose,  and  serene 
humanity,  is  visible  throughout  his  works.   In 
no  line  of  them  does  he  speak  with  asperity  of 
any  man :  scarcely  ever  even  uf  a  thing.    He 
knows  the  good,  and  loves  it;  he  knows  the 
bad  and  hateful,  and  vejects  it ;  but  in  neither 
case  with  violence:    bis   love   is  calm  and 
active;  his  rejection  is  implied,  rather  than 
pronounced ;  meek  and  gentle,  though  we  see 
that  it  is  thorough,  and  never  to  be  revoked. 
The  noblest  and  the  basest  he  not  only  seems 
to  comprehend,  but  to  personate   and  body 
forth  in  their  most  secret  lineaments:  hence 
actions  and  opinions  appear  to  him  as  they 
are,  with  all  the  circumstances  which  extenu- 
ate or  endear  them  to  the  hearts  where  they 
originated  and  are  entertained.    This  also  is 
the  spirit  of  our  Shakspeare,  and  perhaps  of 
every  great  dramatic  poet.    Shakspeare  is  no 
sectarian;   to  all  he  deals  with  equity  and 
mercy ;  because  he  knows  all,  and  his  heart 
is  wide  enough  for  all.    In  his  mind  the  world 
is  a  whole;   he  figures  it  as  Providence  go- 
verns it ;  and  to  him  it  is  not  strange.that  the 
sun  should  be  caused  to  shine  on  the  evil  and 
the  good,  and  the  rain  to  fall  on  the  just  and 
the  unjust." 

Considered  as  a  transient,  far-off  view  of 
Goethe  in  his  personal  character,  all  this,  from 
the  writer's  peculiar  point  of  vision,  may  have 
its  true  grounds,  and  wears  at  least  the  aspect 
of  sincerity.  We  may  also  quote  something 
of  what  follows  on  Goethe's  character  as  a  poet 
and  thinker,  and  the  contrast  he  exhibits  in 
this  respect  with  another  celebrated,  and  now 
altogether  European  author. 

"Goethe,"  obser\'es  this  critic,  "has  been 
called  the  *  German  Voltaire,'  but  it  is  a 
name  which  does  him  wrong  and  describes 
him  ill.  Except  in  the  corresponding  variety 
of  their  pursuits  and  knowledge,  in  which,  per- 
haps, it  does  Voltaire  wrong,  the  two  cannot 
be  compared.  Goethe  is  all,  or  the  best  of  all, 
that  Voltaire  was,  and  he  is  much  that  Voltaire 
did  not  dream  of.    To  say  nothing  of  his  dig- 
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Billed  9ni  trntliflil  eluuraeter  an  a  man,  be  be- 
loagt,  as  a  thinker  and  a  writer,  to  a  ikr  higher 
elaat  than  this  mfimt  gAti  dm  motuk  qt^U  gAta. 
He  ia  not  a  questioner  and  a  despiser,  hot  a 
teaeher  and  a  reyerencer ;  not  a  destroyer,  bnt 
a  builder  up;  not  a  wit  only,  bnt  a  wise  man. 
Of  him  Montesquieu  could  not  have  said,  with 
eren  epigrammalie  truth :  Jl  a  pkm  que  penomu 
Vufrii  owe  timt  U  fHonde  a.  Voltaire  is  the  Wc- 
mnd  of  all  past  and  present  men ;  bnt  a  great 
man  is  something  more,  and  this  he  surely 
was  not." 

Whether  this  epigram,  which  we  have  seen 
in  some  Biographical  Dictionary,  really  be^ 
longs  to  Montesquieu,  we  know  not;  bnt  it 
does  seem  to  us  not  wholly  inapplicable  to 
Yolture,  and  at  all  events,  highly  expressive 
of  an  important  distinction  among  men  of 
takni  generally.  In  ihct,  the  popular  man, 
a^  die  man  of  true,  at  least  or  great  origin- 
mmt  aitf  seldom  one  and  the  same;  we  sus- 
jfSt  thyal^4ill  after  a  long  struggle  on  the  part 
jof  die  latter,  they  are  never  so. '  Reasons  are 
ol|[rioQS  enough.  The  poptilar  man  stands  on 
our  own  level,  or  a  hair^s  breadth  higher ;  he 
ahows  us  a  truth  which  we  can  see  without 
shilling  our  present  intellectual  position.  This 
is  a  highly  convenient  arrangem^t  The 
original  man,  again,  stands  above  us;  he 
viihes  to  wrench  us  flrom  our  old  fixtures,  and 
derate  us  to  a  higher  and  clearer  level :  but 
to  quit  our  old  fixture,  especis^lhr  if  we  Jiave 
eat  in  them  with  moderate  commrt  for  some 
aeon  or  two  of  years,  is  no  such  easy  business ; 
aocordingly  we  demur,  we  resist,  we  even  give 
batde ;  we  still  suspect  that  he  is  above  us, 
but  try  to  persuade  ourselves  (Laziness  and 
Vanity  earnestly  assentinfr)  that  he  is  below. 
For  is  it  not  the  very  essence  of  such  a  roan 
diat  be  be  new?  And  who  will  warrant  us 
that,  at  the  same  time,  he  shall  only  be  an  in- 
tensation  and  continuation  of  the  oldj  which,  in 
general,  is  what  we  long  and  look  fori  No 
one  can  warrant  us.  And,  granting  him  to  be 
a  man  of  real  genius,  real  depth,  and  that 
speaks  not  till  aller  earnest  meditation,  what 

(ort  of  a  philosophy  were  his,  could  wt  esti- 
nate  the  length,  breadth,  and  thickness  of  it  at 
a  single  glance  t  And  when  did  Criticism 
give  two  glances  ?  Criticism,  therefore,  opens 
on  such  a  man  its  greater  and  its  lesser  bat- 
teries, on  every  side :  he  has  no  security  but 
to  go  on  disregarding  it;  and  *'in  the  end,** 
says  Goethe,  "  Criticism  itself  comes  to  relish 
that  method."  But  now  let  a  speaker  of  the 
other  class  come  forward;  one  of  those  men 
that  "have  more  than  any  one,  the  opinion 
which  all  men  have  V*  No  sooner  does  he 
speak,  than  all  and  sundry  of  ns  feel  as  if  we 
had  been  wishing  to  speak  that  very  thing,  as 
if  we  ourselves  might  have  spoken  it;  and 
forthwith  resounds  from  the  united  universe  a 
celebration  of  that  surprising  feat.  What  clear- 
ness, brilliancy,  justness,  penetration  !  Who 
can  doubt  that  this  man  is  right,  when  so 
many  thousand  votes  are  ready  to  back  him  ? 
Doubtless,  he  is  right;  doubtless,  he  is  a  clever 
man;  and  his  praise  will  long  be  in  all  the 
Magazines. 

Clever  men  are  good,  but  they  are  not  the 
dest    "The  instruction  they  can  give  us  is 
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like  baked  bread,  sarouiy  and  satisiyiBf  Ar 
single  day  f*  but,  unhi^ppilf,  *  flour  caisiil 
sown,  and  seed-corn  ouglit  not  to  begraoii 
We  proceed  with  our  Cntic  hn  his  eoslmlil 
Goeihe  widi  VolUire. 

**  As  poets,"  continues  he,  *  the  two  Krei 
the  same  hemisphere,  not  in  the 
Of  Voltaire's  poetry,  it  were  blindneif  loi 
the  polished^  intetlectual  vigoir,  the 
symmetry,  the  flashes  that  ihmi  liw  i»l 
^ve  it  the  colour,  if  not  the  warmth,  of  fre:1 
it  is  in  a  far  other  sense  than  this  dkit 
is  a  poet;  in  a  sense  of  which  Ae 
literature  has  never  aflbrded  any  < 
may  venture  to  say  <^  him,  that  his] 
high  and.  peculiar;  higher  than  « 
himself^  for  several  generaiioiis,  fai  »1 
succeeded  in,  perhaps  even  has 
tempted.    In  reading  Ooedie's  poedy;^ 
petually  strikes  us  that  we  are 
poetry  of  our  own  day  and  geneMirfa 
denmnds  are  made  on  our  credalliy;  ill 
the  science,  the  skepticism  of  our 
hid  from  ua.    He  does  not  dbeal  is 
mythok>gies,  or  ring  changes  m 
poetic  forms ;  there  are  no  8vpenisl,iei 
influences,  for  Fomtt  is  an  appares^ 
than  a  real  exception ;  but  there  is  tkl 
prose  of  the  nineteendi  century,  die 
which  we  are  all  leading,  and  it  Hut' 
strange  beauty  in  his  hands,  andvf  * 
delighted  wonder  .to  bdiold  the  ~ 
poesy  blooming  in  that  pardied  sad 
soil.    This  is  the  end  of  his  IGgM 
Harpers,  of  his  Htvmmim  and  MAUru 
as  he  views  it,  exists  not  in  time  or  pMJ 
in  the  spirit  of  man;  and  Art  with  NM 
now  to  perform  for  the  poet  what  Nstorei* 
performed  of  old.    The  divinities  and  ' 
the  witches,  spectres,  and  fluries,  are 
from  the  world,  never  again  to  be  reesDedi 
the  Imagination,  which  created  these,8tiflr 
and  will  for  ever  live,  in  man's  soolsvll 
again  poor  its  wizard  light  over  the  Unii 
and  summon  forth  enchantments  as 
impressive,  and  which  its  sister  facnllies^ 
not  contradict    To  say  that  fioethe  ku  < 
complished  all  this,  would  be  to  sayilMl) 
genius  is  greater  than  was  ever  gives  to  j 
man :  for  if  it  was  a  high  and  glorious: 
or  rather  series  of  minds,  that  peopled  tkl 
ages  with  their  peculiar  forms  of  poetry,  iti 
be  a  series  of  minds  much  higher  aid  i 
glorious  that  shall  so  people  the  present 
angels  and  demons,  that  can  lay  prostntt' 
hearts  in  the  nineteenth  century  must  be  of  i 
ther,  and  more  cunning  fashion,  than  tboiti 
subdued  us  in  the  ninth.    To  have 
to  have  begun  this  enterprise,  may  be; 
ed  the  greatest  praise.    That  Goethe  ever 
ditated  it,  in  the  form  here  set  forth,  we  I 
direct  evidence :  but,  indeed,  such  is  the  i 
aim  of  high  poetry  at  atl  times  and 
for  the  fiction  of  the  poet  is  not  falsehooij 
the  purest  truth ;  and,  if  he  wonld  lead< 
our  whole  being,  not  rest  satisfied  with  a 
of  it,  he  must  address  us  on  interestB  tbit 
not  that  irerc,  ours ;  and  in  a  dialect  which f, 
a  response,  and  not  a  contradiction,  withiitf 

bosoms."* _^ 

*  G«nnaa  BoMaBce,  vol.  tr.  9. 17-A 
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"e,  however,  we  most  terminate  our  pil- 
ls, or  open  robberies,  and  bring  these 
^ling  lacabrations  to  a  close.  In  the  ex- 
we  hare  given,  in  the  remarks  made  on 
and  on  the  subject  of  them,  we  are  aware 
re  have  held  the  attitude  of  admirers  and 
crs :  neither  is  it  unknown  to  us  that  the 
is,  in  virtue  of  his  office,  a  jud^e,  and  not 
Ivocate ;  sits  there,  not  to  do  fkvour,  but 
spense  justice,  which  in  most  cases  will 
re  blame  as  well  as  praise.  But  we  are 
believers  in  the  maxim  that,  for  all  right 
nent  of  any  man  or  thing,  it  is  useful,  nay, 
ilial,  to  see  his  good  qualities  before  pro- 
«iDg  on  his  bad.  This  maxim  is  so  clear 
LrseWes,  that,  in  respect  of  poetry  at  least, 
Inost  think  we  could  make  it  clear  to  other 
.  Iq  the  first  place,  at  all  events,  it  is  a 
h  shallower  and  more  ignoble  occupation 
ttect  faults  than  to  discover  beauties.  The 
be  fly,"  if  it  do  but  alight  on  any  plinth  or 
le  cornice  of  a  brave,  stately  building,  shall 
Me  to  declare,  with  its  half-inch  vision,  that 
is  a  speck,  and  there  an  inequality ;  that, 
^Ifthis  and  the  other  individual  stone  are 
iae  as  they  should  be;  for  all  this  the 
fie  fly'*  will  be  sufficient :  but  to  take  in 
^relations  of  the  Whole,  to  see  the  build- 
M  one  object,  to  estimate  its  purpose,  the 
Mment  of  its  parts,  and  their  harmonious 
deration  towards  that  purpose,  will  require 
3re  and  the  mind  of  a  Yitruvius,  or  a  Pal- 
»  But  further,  the  faults  of  a  poem,  or 
'  piece  of  art,  as  we  view  them  at  first,  will 
t  means  continue  unaltered  when  we  view 
after  due  and  final  investigation.  Let  us 
ider  what  we  mean  by  a  fault  By  the  word 
.we  designate  something  that  displeases  us, 
toBtradicts  us.  Bat  here  the  question  might 
.  Who  are  ire/  This  fault  displeases, 
idiots  u«v  so  far  is  clear;  and  had  wtf  had 
iii^  pleasure  and  confirmation,  been  the 
enid  of  the  poet,  then  doubtless  he  has 
.  in  that  end,  and  his  fault  remains  a  fault  ir- 
iiably,  and  without  defence.  But  who  shall 
tether  such  really  was  his  object,  whether 
ought  to  have  been  his  object  1  And 
ras  not.  and  ought  not  to  have  been,  what 
aes  of  the  fault  ?  It  must  hang  altogether 
uded ;  we  as  yet  know  nothing  of  it ;  per- 
il may  not  be  the  poet's  but  our  own  fault ; 
ps  it  may  be  no  fault  whatever.  To  see 
f  into  this  matter,  to  determine  with  any 
ibility,  whether  what  we  call  a  fault  u  in 
ked  a  fault,  we  must  previously  have  set- 
wo  points,  neither  of  which  may  be  so 
!y  settled.  First,  we  must  have  made 
to  ourselves  what  the  poet*s  aim  really 
roly  was,  how  the  task  he  had  to  do  stood 
!  his  own  eye,  and  how  far,  with  such 
s  a<t  it  afibrded  him,  he  has  fulfilled  it. 
idly,  we  must  have  decided  whether  and 
Ear  this  aim,  this  task  of  his,  accorded, — 
^ilh  u«,  and  our  individual  crotchets,  and 
oichets  of  our  little  senate  where  we  p;ive 
e  the  law, — but  with  human  nature,  and 
iture  of  thing?  at  large ;  with  the  univer- 
inciples  of  poetic  beauty,  not  as  they  stand 
n  in  our  text-books,  but  in  the  hearts  and 
nations  of  all  men.  Does  the  answer  in 
case  come  out  unfavourable ;  was  there 


an  inconsistency  between  the  means  and  the 
end ;  a  discordance  between  the  end  and  truth, 
there  is  a  fault :  was  there  not,  there  is  no  fault. 

Thus  it  would  appear  that  the  detection  of 
faults,  provided  they  be  faults  of  any  depth  and 
consequence,  leads  us  of  itself  into  that  region 
where  also  the  higher  beauties  of  the  piece,  if 
it  have  any  true  beauties,  essentially  reside.  In 
fact,  according  to  our  view,  no  man  can  pro- 
nounce dogmatically,  with  even  a  chance  of 
being  right,  on  the  faults  of  a  poem,  till  he  has 
seen  its  very  last  and  highest  beauty ;  the  last 
in  becoming  visible  to  any  one,  which  few  ever 
look  after,  which  indeed  in  most  pieces  it  were 
very  vain  to  look  after ;  the  beauty  of  the  poem 
as  a  Whole,  in  the  strict  sense ;  the  clear  view 
of  it  as  an  indivisible  Unity ;  and  whether  it 
has  grown  up  naturally  from  the  general  soil 
of  Thought,  and  stands  there  like  a  thomiand- 
years  Oak,  no  leaf,  no  bough  superfluous ;  or 
is  nothing  but  a  pasteboard  Tree,  cobbled  to- 
gether out  of  size  and  waste-paper  and  water- 
colours  ;  altogether  unconnected  with  the  soil 
of  Thought,  except  by  mere  juxtaposition,  or 
at  best  united  with  it  by  some  decayed  tlump 
and  drnd  bough*,  which  the  more  cunning  De- 
corationist  (as  in  your  Historic  Novel)  may 
have  selected  for  the  basis  and  support  of  his 
agglutinations.  It  is  true,  most  readers  judge 
of  a  poem  by  pieces,  they  praise  and  blame  by 
pieces :  it  is  a  common  pi^ctice,  and  for  most 
poems  and  most  readers  may  be  perfectly 
sufficient ;  yet  we  would  advise  no  man  to  fol- 
low this  practice,  who  traces  in  himself  even 
the  slightest  capability  of  following  a  better  one; 
and  if  possible,  we  would  advise  him  to  prac- 
tise only  on  worthy  subjects  ;  to  read  few  poems 
that  will  not  bear  being  studied  as  well  as  read. 

That  Goethe  has  his  faults  cannot  he  doubt- 
ful ;  for  we  believe  it  was  ascertained  long  ago 
that  there  is  no  man  free  from  them.  Neither 
are  we  ourselves  without  some  glimmering  of 
certain  actual  limitations  and  inconsistencies 
by  which  he  too,  as  he  really  liVes,  and  writes, 
and  is,  may  be  hemmed  in ;  which  beset  him 
too,  as  they  do  meaner  men ;  which  show  us 
that  he  too  is  a  son  of  Eve.  But  to  exhibit 
these  before  our  readers,  in  the  present  statea 
of  matters,  we  should  reckon  no  easy  labour, 
were  it  to  be  adequately,  to  be  justly  done; 
and  done  any  how,  no  profitable  one.  Better 
is  it  we  should  first  study  him ;  better  **U)  $ee 
the  great  roan  before  attempting  to  oversee  him." 
We  are  not  ignorant  that  certain  objections 
against  Goethe  already  float  vaguely  in  the 
English  mind,  and  here  and  there,  according  to 
occasion,  have  even  come  to  utterance :  these, 
as  the  study  of  him  proceeds,  wc  shall  hold  our- 
selves ready,  in  due  season,  to  discuss;  but 
for  the  present  we  must  beg  the  reader  to  be- 
lieve, on  our  word,  that  we  do  not  reckon 
them  unanswerable,  nay,  that  we  reckon  them 
in  general  the  most  answerable  things  in  the 
world ;  and  things  which  even  a  little  increase 
of  knowledge  will  not  fail  to  answer  without 
other  help. 

For  furthering  such  increase  of  knowledge 
on  this  mauer,  may  we  beg  tlie  reader  to  ac- 
cept two  small  pieces  of  advice,  which  we 
ourselves  have  found  to  be  of  use  in  studying 
Goethe.    They  seem  applicable  to  the  studj 
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oTPOreign  Tiiteralnre  geneTallji  indeed  to  the 
stadf  oral!  Literature  that  deserves  the  Dame. 
The  first  is,  nowise  to  suppose  that  Poetry 
is  a  sQperlicial.  cursory  biisiuess.  which  may 
be  seen  through  to  the  very  bottom,  so  soon 
as  one  inclines  tn  cast  his  eye  on  it.  We 
reckon  it  the  falsest  of  all  maxims  that  a  true 
Poem  can  be  adequately  (iui«f :  can  be  judged 
of  "as  men  jodge  of  a  dinoer,"  by  dome  inter- 
nal Kifui,  that  shall  iJecide  on  the  matter  at 
once  and  irrevocably.  Of  the  poetry  which 
^appt^s  spnuting-clobs,  and  circulates  in  cir- 
culating libraries,  we  speak  not  here.  That 
i»  quite  another  species ;  which  has  circulated, 
and  will  eircalate.  and  ought  to  circulate,  in 
all  times;  but  for  the  xiudy  of  which  no  man 
IS  required  to  give  rules,  the  rules  being  al- 
ready given  by  the  thing  itself.  We  speak  of 
that  Poetry  which  Masters  write,  which  aims 
-not  "at  furnishing  a  languid  mind  with  fan- 
■  laslie  shows  and  indolent  emotions,"  bni  at 
incorporating  the  everlasting  Reason  of  man 
in  fbrms  visible  to  his  Sen^e.  and  suitable  to 
It:  and  of  this  we  say  that  to  know  it  is  no 
slight  task ;  but  rather  that  being  the  essence 
of  all  science,  it  requires  the  purcKi  of  all  study 
for  knowing  it.  "What!"  cries  the  reader, 
"  are  we  to  «(urfy  Poetry  !  To  pore  over  it  as 
we  do  over  Fluxions  1"  Reader,  it  depends 
upon  yoor  object:  if  you  want  only  aimuanrni, 
choose  your  book,  and  you  get  along,  without 
study,  excellently  well.  -'  But  is  not  ShakKpearc 
nlain,  visible  to  the  very  bottom,  without 
BiDdy  1"  cries  he.  Alas,  no,  gentle  Reader; 
we  cannot  think  so ;  we  do  not  Hnd  that  he  is 
"visible  to  the  very  bottom,"  even  to  those 
thai  profess  the  stuily  of  him.  It  has  been  unr 
lot  10  read  some  criticisms  on  Shakspeare.  and 
to  hear  a  great  many ;  but  for  most  part  they 
amounted  to  no  such  "visibility."  Volumes 
we  have  seen  that  were  simply  one  huge  In- 
lerjwlion  printed  over  three  hundred  pages. 
Nine  tenths  of  our  critics  have  told  Ds  little 
more  of  Sbakspeare,  than  wbat  honest  Franz 
Horn  says  our  neighimura  used  to  tell  of  him, 
"that  he  was  a  great  spirit,  and  slept  majes- 
tically along."  Johnson's  Preface,  a  soand 
arfd  aolid  piece  for  its  purpose,  is  a  complete 
exception  to  Ibis  rule ;  and,  so  far  as  we  re- 
member, ibe  only  complete  one.  Students  of 
Doetry  admire  Shakspeare  in  their  tenth  year; 
but  go  on  admiring  him  more  and  more,  un- 
derstanding him  more  and  more,  till  their 
;nih.     Grotins  said,  he   read 


Terence  otherwiss  than  boys  do,  "Hippf 
conlmciedneis  of  youth."  adds  Goethe.  "  nay,. 
of  men  in  general;  that  at  all  momenis  of  their 
eiistence  ihey  can  look  upon  themselves  aa 
compleie :  and  iniiuire  neither  after  the  True 
nor  the  False,  nor  the  High  nor  tbe  Deep;  but 
simply  after  what  is   propartiuned   to  Ihem- 

Onr  second  advice  we  shall  suie  in  a  few 
words.  It  is  lo  remember  that  a  Poieignerii 
no  Englishman;  that  in  judging  a  breiga,. 
work,  it  is  not  enough  to  ssk  whether  it  u 
snitable  to  our  moici,  but  whether  it  ia  snitaUai 
to  foreign  leaul* .-  above  all,  whether  ii  is  suit-' 
able  to  iiirtf.  The  fairness,  ihe  neceuitjr  of 
this  can  need  no  demonstration :  yet  bow  oAm  i 
do  we  find  it.  in  practice,  altogether  ne^ecte4| 
We  could  fancy  we  saw  some  Bood-iireet. 
Tailor  criticising  the  costume  of  an  u 
Greek ;  censuring  the  highly  improper  enlof 
collaT  and  lapel;  lamenting,  indeed,  that  col- 
lar and  lapel  were  nowhere  lo  be  seen.  Be 
pronounces  the  costume,  easily  and  decitive- 
1y,  to  he  a  barbarous  one;  to  know  wbetbcfil, 
IK  a  barbarous  one,  and  how  batbamoi,  the 
judgment  of  a  Winkelmann  might  be  reqnin^  . 
and  he  would  find  it  hard  to  give  a  judfOMBl. 
For  the  qoestions  set  before  the  two  wart  n&-  • 
cally  different.  The  Fraction  asked  binudfi 
How  will  this  look  in  Almacks,  and  Ii 
Lord  Mahogany  ?  The  Winklemann  i 
himself:  How  will  this  look  in  the  Univeise, ' 
and  before  the  Creator  of  Man  T 

Whether  these  remarks  of  ours  majr  do 
any  thing  to  forward  a  right  appreciation  rf 
Goethe  in  this  country,  we  know  not;  neill 
do  we  reckon  ihis  last  result  to  be  of  any  vi 
imjiortance.  Yet  must  we  believe  that,  ia  n- 
commending  Goethe,  we  are  doing  onr  put* 
recommend  a  trner  study  of  Poetry  iiEcVi  tat 
happy  were  we  to  fancy  that  ^njr  eObrta  of 
ours  could  promote  such  an  object.  PromoHd, 
attained  it  will  be,  as  we  believe,  by  one  meant 
and  another.  A  deeper  feeling  for  An  it 
abroad  over  Europe ;  a  pnre^.  more  eai 
purpose  in  the  study,  in  the  practice  of  it 
this  influence  we  too  most  partieipale:  Ibt 
lime  will  come  when  our  own  ancient  noUe  , 
Literature  will  be  studied  and  felt,  at  wd 
talked  of;  when  Dilettannsm  will  give-  pi . 
to  Criticism  in  respect  of  it;  and  vague  wo>-- 
der  end  in  clear  knowledge,  in  sincere 
rence,  and,  wbat  were  best  of  all.  in  b 
emalation. 
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the  modern  arrangements  of  society,  it  is 
Acommon  thing  that  a  man  of  genius  must, 
Butler,  "ask  for  bread  and  receive  a 
tf  for,  in  spite  of  oar  grand  maxim  of 
ply  and  demand,  it  is  by  no  means  the 
Kst  excellence  that  men  are  most  forward 
vcognise.  The  inventor  of  a  spinning- 
J  is  pretty  sure  of  his  reward  in  his  own 
;  bot  the  writer  of  a  true  poem,  like  the 
itle  of  a  true  religion,  is  nearly  as  sure  of 
coQtrary.  We  do  not  know  whether  it  is 
n  aggravation  of  the  injustice,  that  there 
Berally  a  posthumous  retribution.  Robert 
ts>  in  the  course  of  nature,  might  yet  have 
living;  but  his  short  life  was  spent  in 
>m1  penury;  and  he  died,  in  the  prime  of 
B^hood,  miserable  and  neglected;  and 
li^ady  a  brave  mausoleum  shunes  over  his 
uid  more  than  one  splendid  monument 
'ten  reared  in  other  places  to  his  fame : 
rtreet  where  he  languished  in  poverty  is 
^  by  his  name ;  the  highest  personages  in 
Stature  have  been  proud  to  appear  as 
^inmentators  and  admirers,  and  here  is 
KtfA  narrative  of  his  Life,  that  has  been 
'i  to  the  world ! 

''•  Lockhart  thinks  it  necessary  to  apologize 
2|u  Dew  attempt  on  such  a  subject :  but  his 
*ri,we  believe,  will  readily  acquit  him; 
tt worst, will  censure  only  theperformance 
iftuk,  not  the  choice  of  it.  The  character 
^s,  indeed,  is  a  theme  that  cannot  easily 
•Be  either  trite  or  exhausted;  and  will prot 
ygain  rather  than  lose  in  its  dimensions 
ke  distance  to  which  it  is  removed  by 
t  No  man,  it  has  been  said,  is  a  hero  to 
ilet :  and  this  is  probably  true ;  but  the 
is  at  least  as  likely  to  be  the  valet's  as 
ero's :  For  it  is  certain,  that  to  the  vulgar 
few  things  are  wonderful  that  are  not 
It  It  is  difficult  for  men  to  believe  that 
um,  the  mere  man  whom  they  see,  nay, 
fs,  painfully  feel,  toiling  at  their  side 
^h  the  poor  jostlings  of  existence,  can  be 
of  finer  cUy  than  themselves.  Suppose 
ome  dining  acquaintance  of  Sir  Thomas 
St  and  neighbour  of  John  a  Combe's,  had 
led  an  hour  or  two  from  the  preservation 
game,  and  written  us  a  Life  of  8hak- 
*!  What  dissertations  should  we  not 
tiad, — not  on  Hamlet  and  Thg  Tempest,  but 
e  wool-trade,  and  deer-stealing,  and  the 
Ad  vagrant  laws !  and  how  the  Poacher 
le  a  Player ;  and  how  Sir  Thomas  and 
(hn  had  Christian  bowels,  and  did  not 
taim  to  extremities !  In  like  manner,  we 
e,  with  respect  to  Bums,  that  till  the 
inions  of  his  pilgrimage,  the  honourable 
*  Commissioners,  and  the  Grentlemen  of 
iledonian  Hunt,  and  the  Dumfries  Aris- 
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tocracy,  and  all  the  Squires  and  Earls,  equally 
with  the  Ayr  Writers,  and  the  New  and  Old 
Light  Clergy,  whom  he  had  to  do  with,  shall 
have  become  invisible  in  the  darkness  of  the 
Past,  or  visible  only  by  light  borrowed  from  kit 
juxtaposition,  it  will  be  ditHcult  to  measure 
him  by  any  true  standard,  or  to  estimate  what 
he  really  was  and  did,  in  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury, for  his  countr}'  and  the  world.  It  will  be 
difficult,  we  say;  but  still  a  fair  problem  for 
literary  historians ;  and  repeated  attempts  will 
give  us  repeated  approximations. 

His  former  biographers  have  done  some- 
thing, no  doubt,  but  by  no  means  a  great  deal, 
to  assist  us.  Dr.  Currie  and  Mr.  Walker,  the 
principal  of  these  writers,  have  both,  we  think, 
mistaken  one  essentially  important  thing: — 
Their  own  and  the  world's  true  relation  to 
their  author,  and  the  style  in  which  it  became 
such  men  to  think  and  to  speak  of  such  a 
man.  Dr.  Currie  loved  the  poet  truly ;  more 
perhaps  than  he  avowed  to  his  readers,  or  even 
to  himself;  yet  he  everywhere  introduces  him 
with  a  certain  patronizing,  apologetic  air ;  as 
if  the  polite  public  might  think  it  strange  and 
half  unwarrantable  that  he,  a  man  of  science, 
a  scholar,  and  gentleman,  should  do  such 
honour  to  a  rustic.  In  all  this,  however,  we 
readily  admit  that  his  fault  was  not  want  of 
love,  but  weakness  of  faith ;  and  regret  that 
the  first  and  kindest  of  all  our  poet's  biogra- 
phers should  not  have  seen  farther,  or  believed 
more  boldly  what  he  saw.  Mr.  Walker  offends 
more  deeply  in  the  same  kind :  and  both  err 
alike  in  presenting  us  with  a  detached  cata- 
logue of  his  several  supposed  attributes,  vir- 
tues, and  vices,  instead  of  a  delineation  of  the 
resulting  character  as  a  living  unity.  This, 
however,  is  not  painting  a  portrait ;  but  gaug- 
ing the  length  and  breadth  of  the  several  fei^ 
tures,  and  jotting  down  their  dimensions  in 
arithmetical  ciphers.  Nay,  it  is  not  so  much 
as  this :  for  we  are  yet  to  learn  by  what  arts  or 
instruments  the  mind  coM  be  so  measured  and 
gauged. 

Mr.  Lockhart,  we  are  happy  to  say,  has 
avoided  both  these  errors.  He  uniformly  treats 
Bums  as  the  high  and  remarkable  man  the 
public  voice  has  now  pronounced  him  to  be : 
and  in  delineating  him,  he  has  avoided  the 
method  of  separate  generalities,  and  rather 
sought  for  characteristic  incidents,  habits, 
actions,  sayings ;  in  a  word,  for  aspects  which 
exhibit  the  whole  man,  as  he  looked  and  lived 
among  his  fellows.  The  book  accordingly, 
with  all  its  deficiencies,  gives  more  insight,  we 
think,  into  the  true  character  of  Burns,  than 
any  prior  biography :  though,  being  written  on 
the  very  popular  and  condensed  scheme  of  an 
article  for  Conttable't  M\»ccllany,  it  has  less 
depth  than  we  could  have  wished  and  expected 
from  a  writer  of  such  power;  and  contains 
rather  more,  and  more  multif&Tio\is,<\\xo\aXiQiiA, 
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than  b«k>nf;  of  right  lo  an  OFfginsi  produetbii. 
Indeei!,  Mr.  Loekhart's  own  wriling  is  gene- 
rally  so  fiond,  so  cleir,  direct,  and  n^fvnus, 
that  wc  seldom  irish  lo  sec  ii  making  place 
for  another  man's.  However,  the  spirit  ofibe 
work  is  ihroughoot  candid,  loleranl,  and  ani- 
ionsl)' conciliating;  compliments  and  praises 
arc  liberally  diKribnled,  on  all  hands.  io  great 
and  small ;  and,  a^  Mr.  Morris  Birkbeck  ob- 
serves of  the  society  in  the  backwoods  o( 
America,  "the  courtesies  of  polite  life  are 
ne»er  losl  sight  of  for  a  momeiii."  But  there 
are  belter  things  then  these  io  Ihe  volnme; 
and  we  can  safely  lesliry,  not  only  Ihat  it  is 
easily  and  pleasantly  read  a  first  lime,  but  may 
even  be  without  difliculiy  read  again. 

Nevertheless,  we  are  far  from  thinking  that 
ifie  pntblem  of  Burns's  Biography  has  yei 
tieeiv  adeqoalely  solved.  We  do  not  allude  so 
,  iMDh  lo  deficiency  of  facts  or  docnments, — 
diough  of  these  we  are  still  every  day  receiv- 
ing some  fVesh  accession, — as  lo  the  limited 
and  imperrecl  application  of  Ihem  lo  Ihe  greal 
«Dd  of  Biography.  Our  notions  upon  this  sub- 
jeci  may  perhaps  appear  eitravagani;  but  if 
an  individual  is  really  of  consequence  enough 
to  have  his  life  and  character  lecorded  Ibr 
public  remembrance,  we  have  always  been  of 
opinion,  that  ihe  public  ought  10  be  made  ac- 
quainted with  all  the  inward  springs  and  rela- 
tions of  his  characier.  How  did  the  world  and 
man's  life,  from  his  particnlar  posHion,  repre- 
sent themselves  lo  his  mindl  How  did  coes- 
isling  circumstances  modify  him  from  without; 
how  did  he  modify  ihese  from  wiihm !  With 
whal  endeavours  and  what  efficacy  rule  over 
them  i  with  what  resistance  and  what  suffer- 
ing sink  under  Ihem  !  In  one  word,  what  and 
how  prodaced  was  the  effect  of  sociely  on  him ; 
whal  and  how  produced  was  his  effect  on 
society  1  He  who  should  answer  Ihese  ques- 
tions, in  regard  to  any  individual,  wonld,  as 
we  believe,  fiirnish  a  model  of  perfeclion  in 
biography.  Few  individuals,  indeed,  can  de- 
serve such  a  study;  and  many  /int  will  be 
written,  and.  for  the  gralihcaiion  of  innoceni 
cariosity,  ought  to  be  wntlen,  and  read,  and 
foi^llen,  which  are  not  in  this  sense  bia^ra- 
fhia.  But  Burns,  if  we  mistake  not,  is  one  of 
Ihese  few  indivitluals;  and  such  a  siudy,  at 
least  with  such  a  resnll,  he  has  nolyel  obiuined. 
Oar  own  contribuiions  to  it,  we  are  aware,  can 
be  but  scanty  and  feeble;  bul  we  offer  Ihem 
with  good-will,  and  trust  they  may  meet  wilh 
acceptance  from  those  for  whom  they  are  in- 
tended. 

Burns  firsl  came  upon  the  world  as  a  prodi' 
gy;  and  was,  in  that  characier,  entertained  by 
it,  ID  the  usual  fashion,  with  loud,  vague,  lu- 
innllaous  wonder,  speedily  subsiding  into  cen- 
sure and  neglect;  till  his  early  and  most 
Dtonmful  death  again  awakened  an  enthu- 
siasm for  him,  which,  especially  as  Ihere  was 
110 w  nothing  to  be  done,  and  much  lo  be 
Npoken,  has  prolonged  itself  even  to  our  own 
It  is  true,  Ihe  "nine  days"  have  lone 
elap5ed ;  and  Ihe  very  continuance  of 
lamour  proves  that  Burns  was  no  vulgar 
wonder.      Accordingly,  even  in  sober  judg- 

~ '  1   years   passed   by,  he  has 

:  and  more  excliuively  on  hia 


own  intrinsic  merits,  and  may  now  be  well 
Q%h  shorn  oflhal  ca.<<ual  radiance,  he  appears 
Rol  only  as  a  true  British  post,  bul  as  one  uf 
the  most  considerable  Brilish  men  of  Ihe 
eighteenth  century.  Let  it  not  be  ohjecied  thai 
he  did  little :  He  did  much,  if  we  consider  wlie  re 
an'd  howi  If  the  work  performed  was  small, 
we  must  remember  ihat  he  had  his  very  m»- 
lerials  to  discover;  for  the  metal  he  worked 
in  lay  hid  under  Ihe  desert,  where  no  eye  bui 
his  had  gaMsed  its  existence ;  and  we  may  al- 
most say,  that  wilh  bis  own  hand  be  bad  ra 
conslruci  ihe  tools  for  fashioniuf;  it.  For  be 
foond  himself  in  deepest  obscurity,  wiUwut 
help,  without  instruction,  without  modd;  or 
wilh  models  only  of  the  meanest  ton.  At 
educated  man  stands,  as  il  were,  in  Ihe  aidtt 
of  a  boundless  arsenal  and  magazine,  filltd 
with  all  Ihe  weapons  and  engines  wbich  inaB'i 
skill  has  been  able  lo  devise  from  the  eiriifU 
lime;  and  he  works,  accordingly,  with  a 
sirengib  borrowed  from  all  past  ages.  How 
different  is  Aii  stale  who  stands  on  the  outside 
oflbal  slorehouse.and  feels  that  its  gales  mast 
be  stormed,  or  remain  for  ever  shot  ai 


His 

rudest ;  Ihe  1 


■   the 


work  done  is  n 
bis  strength.  A  dwarf  behind  his  itetm- 
engine  may  remove  mountains ;  bol  no  dwarf 
t^ill  hew  Ihem  down  with  the  pick-axe  <  aad 
he  must  be  a  Titan  thai  hnris  lh«m  abroiil 
with  his  arms. 

It  is  in  this  last  shape  that  BurnK  presenu 
himself.  Bom  in  an  age  the  most  proiatE 
Britain  had  yet  reen,  and  in  a  condition  ihe 
mosi  disadvantageous,  where  his  mind,  if  il 
accomplished  aught,  must  aocomplish  it  m- 
der  the  pressure  of  contintial  bodily  toil,  uf, 
of  penury  and  desponding  apprehennon  of 
the  worst  evils,  and  with  no  furtherance  bu 
such  knowledge  as  dwells  in  a  poor  man's  hn^ 
and  Ihe  rhymes  of  a  Ferjinson  or  Ramsay  tor 
his  standard  of  beauty,  he  sinks  noi  under  til 
these  impedimeols:  Through  Ihe  fuitt  UhI 
darkness  of  thai  obscure  region,  his  eagle  eye 
discerns  ihe  true  relations  of  ibe  world  and 
human  life;  he  grows  into  iulelleclualsireagtiw 
and  trains  himself  into  intelleciual  expertneii. 
Impelled  by  the  irrepressible  movement  of  Ul 
inward  spirit,  he  sirn^les  forward  inu>  the 
general  view,  and  with  haiiehiy  modesty  lays  { 
down  before  us,  as  the  fruit  of  his  labour.! 
gill,  which  Time  has  now  pronounced  in- 
perishable.  Add  to  all  this,  Ihat  his  darlnoaft 
drudging  childhood  and  youth  was  by  far  the 
kindliest  eraof  his  whole  life;  and  ihaihedied 
in  his  ihiny-seventhyear:  and  then  ask  if  it 
be  strange  that  his  poems  are  imperfect,  and 
of  small  extent,  or  ihat  his  genius  allained  tu 
mastery  in  its  art!  Alas,  his  Bun  Ehou  U  ' 
through  a  tropical  tornado;  and  the  |  '  " 
Shadow  of  Death  eclipsed  it  a'  "   ~ 

ed  in  such  baleful  vapours,  the 

was  never  seen  in  clear  axur.  -, .,  _ 

li^'bteninglhe  world:  But  some  beaniK-fte(a%   J 
did,  by  fits,  pierce  through;  and  ii  tinted  tl 
clouds  with  riunbuw  and  orient  colours  in 
glory  and  stern  grandeu 
gazed  on  with  wonder  a: 

We  are  anxious  not  lo  eiaggeruci  hi  ft. 
eipoailioii   rather  than   admiratioa'ir  ~    ~ 


Riders  require  of  us  here;  and  ;el  to  avtud 
tome  lendcncy  to  ihat  side  ia  no  easiy  matltr. 
We  love  Burns,  and  we  pily  him;  and  love 
and  pii)'  Btv  prone  lo  magniry.  Criiiciim,  ii 
is  someUfDes  thoagbt.  should  be  a  cold  basi- 
ness ;  we  are  doI  so  sure  of  this;  but.  at  all 
crenis,  our  concent  viih  Burns  is  not  eiclu- 
lively  ihai  of  critics.  True  and  geoial  as  his 
poetry  must  appear,  it  is  not  chiefly  as  a  poet, 
bttt  «s  a  man,  ihal  be  ialeresis  and  alTects  us. 
Be  was  often  adrised  to  nrile  a  tnigFdy 


I  lenl  him  for  this. 


ihntagh  life  be  enacted  a  tragedy,  and 
(he  derpesl.  We  question  whether  the  world 
has  since  wiinesaed  so  utterly  sad  a  scene: 
vbether  Napoleon  himself,  left  to  bravl  with 
Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  and  perish  on  his  rock, 
'amid  the  melancholy  main,"  preseated  to  the 
reflpciing  mind  toch  a  "  spectacle  of  pity  and 
fear."  as  did  this  intrinsically  nobler,  gentler. 
and  perhaps  greater  soul,  wasting  itself  away 
»  a  hopeless  struggle  with  base  entangle- 
"^  "lU,  which  coiled  closer  anJ  closer  round 
^  till  only  death  opened  him  an  outlet. 
qnerors  are  a  race  with  whom  the  world 
d  well  dispense :  nor  can  the  hard  intel- 
nn sympathizing  luHiness,  and  high 
ih  enthusiasm  of  luch  persons,  inspire 
■  pneral  wilh  any  affection ;  at  best  it  may 
:ement;  and  their  fall,  like  thai  of 
n^ll  be  beheld  wiib  a  certain  sad- 
d  awe.  But  a  true  Poei.  a  man  in 
leart  resides  some  effluence  of  Wis- 
Dc  lone  of  Ihe  "Eternal  Melodies,"  is 
I  precious  gift  Ihat  can  be  bestowed 
ration:  we  see  in  him  a  freer,  purer, 
ml  of  whsierer  is  noblest  in  our- 
s  life  is  a  rich  lesson  lo  us,  and  we 
t  death,  as  that  of  a  benefactor  who 
d  tangbi  us. 
ti  a  gift  had  Nature  In  her  bounty  be- 
is  in  Hubert  Barns;  bnl  withqueen- 
rence  she  cast  it  from  her  hand, 
^  of  no  motnenl;  and  it  was  defaced 
D  asunder,  as  an  idle  bauble,  before  we 
«ed  ii.  To  the  ill-starred  Burns  was 
■  the  power  of  making  man's  hfe  more 
~  '''  e,  bnl  Ihat  of  wisely  guiding  his  own 
«  giren.  Destiny, — for  so  in  our  igno- 
e  nust  speak, — his  ikults,  the  faults 
[,  proved  loo  hard  for  him;  and  that 
I,  «hich  ifiigbl  have  soared,  could  it  but 
ed,  soon  sank  to  the  dust,  its  glori- 
allies  trodden  under  fool  in  the  blos- 
I,  wd  died,  we  may  almost  say.  without 
fing  lived.  And  so  kind  and  wartn  a 
>  full  of  inborn  riches,  of  love  to  all 
ind  lifeless  things!  How  hts  heart 
il  in  sympathy  over  universal  nature ; 
.  her  bleakest  provinces  discerns  a 
a  meaning!  The  "Daisy"  falls 
d  under  his  ploughshare;  nor  ihe 
I  naai  of  that  "wee,  cowering,  timorons 
cast  forth,  after  all  its  provident 
"rtiole  the  sleety  dribble,  and  eran- 
h  eaiild."  The  -hoar  vihage"  of  Winter 
I  bini:  be  dwells  with  a  sad  and  oft- 
;  fondness  in  these  scenes  of  solemn 
;  but  Ihe  voice  of  the  tempest  be- 
M  aliUiem  to  his  ears ;  he  loves  lo  walk 
woods,  for  "it  raises  bii 
IS 


All  thai  n 

mains  of  Burns.  Ihe  Writing*  he 

has  lefi,  see 

m  to  us,  a.1  we  hiHied  above,  no 

more  than 

poor  mutilated  fraction  of  what 

wasinhioi. 

brief,  broken  glimpses  of  a  genint 

hat  could 

thoughts  lo  Him  liM  valkelK  on  thr  wtN^  t^itt 
irimi."  \  true  Poet-soul,  for  it  needs  hui  lo  be 
struck,  and  the  sound  it  yields  will  be  music  I  . ,  _ 
But  observe  him  rhiefty  as  he  mingles  with  J 
his  brother  men.  What  warm,  all-campre- 
bending,  fellow-feeling,  what  trustful,  bound- 
less love,  what  jtenerous  exaggeration  of  Ibe 
object  loved  !  His  rustic  friend,  his  nut-brown 
maiden,  are  no  longer  mevi  and  homely,  but 
a  hero  and  a  queen,  whom  he  prices  as  the 
paragons  of  Karlh.  The  rough  scenes  of 
8cDlii:>h  life,  not  seen  by  him  in  any  Arcadian 
illation,  but  in  the  rude  contradiction,  in  the 
smoke  and  soil  of  a  too  harsh  reality,  are  still 
lovely  to  him :  Poverty  is  indeed  his  compa- 
nion, but  I.ove  also,  and  Courage ;  the  simple 
feelings,  the  worth,  the  nobleness,  that,  dv*ll 
under  the  straw  roof,  are  dear  and  veneraWe 
to  his  heart;  and  thus  over  the  lowest  pro- 
vinces of  man's  eiislence  he  pours  the  givy 
of  his  own  soul ;  and  ihey  rise,  in  shadow  and 
sunshine,  sol^ened  and  brightened  into  a 
beauty  which  other  eyes  discern  nol  in  the 
highest.  He  has  a  just  self-consciousneaa, 
which  loooften  degeue rales  into  pride;  yet  it 
is  a  noble  pride,  for  defence,  nut  for  offence, 
no  cold,  suspicious  feeling,  but  a  frank  and 
social  one.  The  peasant  Poet  beai.i  himself, 
we  might  say,  like  a  King  in  exile  :  he  is  cast 
among  the  low,  and  feels  himself  equal  to  the 
highest;  yel  he  claims  no  rank,  that  none  may 
be  disputed  lo  him.  The  forward  ha  can  re- 
pel, Ihe  supercilious  he  can  subdue ;  preten- 
sions of  wealth  or  ancestry  are  of  no  avail 
with  him ;  there  is  a  lire  in  that  dark  eye.  uu- 
der  which  the  "  insolence  of  condescensjoD" 
cannot  ihrive.  In  his  abasement,  in  his  ex- 
ireme  need,  he  forpeis  nol  for  a  moment  lh« 
majesty  of  Poetry  and  Manhood.  And  yet,  far 
as  he  feels  himself  above  common  men,  he 
wanders  not  apart  from  them,  bul  miies 
warmly  in  their  interests;  nay,  throws  himself 
into  their  arms;  and,  as  it  were,  entreats  them 
lo  love  him.  It  is  moving  to  see  how,  in  his 
darkest  deapondenej,  this  proud  being  still 
seeks  relief  from  friendship;  unbosoms  hi  ra- 
se If,  often  to  the  nnworihy;  and,  amid  tears, 
strains  lo  his  glowing  heart  a  heart  that  knows 
only  the  name  of  friendship.    And  yet  he  was 

whom  common  disguises  aBbrded  no  conceal- 
ment. His  understanding  saw  through  Ibe 
hollowne.ts  even  of  accomplished  deceivers; 
but  there  was  a  generous  creduliiy  in  his 
Heart.  And  so  did  our  Peasant  show  himself 
among  us;  "a  soul  like  an  jEolian  harp,  io 
whose  strings  the  vulgar  wiod.  as  il  passed 
through  ibem,  changed  itself  into  nriicniatfl 
melody."  And  this  was  he  for  whom  Ihe 
world  found  no  filter  business  than  quarrelling 
wilh  smugglers  and  vininers,  computing  ex- 
cise dues  upon  tallow,  and  gauging  ale  barrel*  1 
In  such  toils  was  that  mighty  Spirit  sorrow- 
fully wasted ;  and  a  hundred  years  may  pass 
on,  before  another  such  Is  given  us  to  waste. 
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wanted  all  things  for  completeness:  culture, 
leisure,  true  effort,  nay,  even  length  of  life. 
His  poems  are,  with  scarcely  any  exception, 
mere  occasional  effusions,  poured  forth  with 
littlepremeditation.  expressing;,  by  such  means 
as  offered,  the  passion,  opinion,  or  humour  of 
the  hour.  Never  in  one  instance  was  it  per- 
mitted him   10  grapple  with  any  subject  with 


response  within  us ;  for  in  spite  of  all  casoal 
varieties  in  outward  rank,  or  inward,  as  face 
answers  to  face,  so  does  the  heart  of  man  to 
man. 

This  may  appear  a  vcr}*  simple  priociplf, 
and  one  which  Burns  had  little  merit  io  dis- 
covering. True,  the  discovery  is  easy  enough: 
but  the   practical   appliance  is  not  easy;  is 


the  full  collection  of  his  strength,  to  fuse  and  j  indeed  the  fundamental  difficulty  which  all 
mould  it  in  the  concentrated  fire  of  hi^  genius,  i  poets  have  to  strive  with,  and  which  scarcelj 
To  try  by  the  strict  rules  of  Art  ^ucll  imperfect  j  one  in  the  hundred  ever  fairly  surmounts.  A 
fragments,  would  be  at  once  unprofitable  and  |  head  too  dull  to  discriminate  the  true  from  the 
unfair.  Neverthele>s,  there  is  .vnnething  inlfaUe;  a  heart  too  dull  to  love  the  one  at  all 
these  poems,  marred  and  dHtVctivc  as  tliry  are,  risks,  and  to  hate  the  other  in  spite  of  all 
which  forbids  the  most  fastidious  student  of  temptations,  are  alike  fatal  lo  a  writer.  With 
poetry  to  pass  them  by.  ^omc  sort  of  <'nduring  j  either,  or,  as  more  commonly  happens,  with 
quality  they  must  have;  tVir.  after  fil'ty  years  both,  of  these  deficiencies,  combine  a  love  of 
of  the  wildest  vicissitudes  m  poetic  ta.Nte,  they   distinction,  a  wish  to  be  original,  which  issel- 


still  continue  to  be  read;  nay,  arc  read  more 
and  more  eagerly,  more  and  more  extensively ; 


dom   wanting,  and  we   have  Affectation,  the 
bane  of  literature,  as  Cant,  its  elder  brother,  is 


and  this  not  only  by  literary  virtuo>os.  and  that  of  morals.  How  of>en  does  the  one  and  the 
class  upon  whom  iransiiory  causes  operate  other  front  us,  in  poetr)-,  as  in  life!  Great 
most  strongly,  but  by  all  classes,  down  to  the  {  poets  themselves  are  not  always  free  of  this 


most  hard,  unlettered,  and  truly  natural  class, 
who  read  little,  and  especially  no  poetry,  ex- 
cept because  they  find  pleasure  in  it.  The 
grounds  of  so  singular  and  wide  a  popularity, 
which  extends,  in  a  literal  sense,  from  the 
palace  to  the  hut,  and  over  all  regions  where 
the  English  tongue  is  spoken,  are  well  worth 
inquiring  into.  After  every  just  deduction,  it 
seems  to  imply  some  rare  excellence  in  these 
works.    What  is  that  excellence  ? 

To  answer  this  question  will  not  lead  us  far. 
The  excellence  of  Burns  is,  indeed,  among  the 
rarest,  whether  in  poetry  or  prose ;  but,  at  the 
same  time,  it  is  plain  and  easily  recognised: 
his   Sincerity^  his   indisputable   air  of  Truth. 


vice ;  nay,  it  is  precisely  on  a  certain  sort  and 
degree  of  greatness  that  it  is  most  commonly 
ingraAed.  A  strong  effort  after  excellence  will 
sometimes  solace  itself  with  a  mere  shadow 
of  success,  and  he  who  has  mach  to  aDfi>ld, 
will  sometimes  unfold  it  imperfectly.  Byn», 
for  instance,  was  no  common  man:  yet  if  ve 
examine  his  poetry  with  this  view,  we  shall 
find  it  far  enough  from  faultless.  Generally 
speaking,  we  should  say  that  it  is  not  tme^ 
He  refreshes  us,  not  with  the  divine  foontais, 
but  too  ofleu  with  vulgar  strong  waters,  stima* 
lating  indeed  to  the  taste,  but  soon  ending  in  div 
like  or  even  nausea.  Are  his  Harolds  aid 
Giaours,  we  would  ask,  real  men,  we  mean. 


Here  are  no  fabulous  woes  or  joys  ;  no  hollow  j  poetically  consistent  and  conceivable  men?  Do 
fantastic  sentimentalities;  no  wiredrawn  re- 1  not  these  characters,  does  not  the  character  of 
finings,  either  in  thought  or  feelinj^:  the  pas- 1  their  author,  which  more  or  less  shines  ihroufii 
sion  that  is  traced  before  us  has  glowed  in  a  j  them  all,  rather  appear  a  thinp  put  on  for  the 
living  heart;  the  opinion  hf  utters  has  risen  in    occasion;  no   natural   or   possible   mode  of 


his  own  understanding,  and  been  a  light  to  his 
own  steps.  He  does  not  write  from  hearsay, 
but  from  sight  and  experience  ;  it  is  the  scenes 
he  has  lived  and  laboured  amidst,  that  he 
describes :  those  scenes,  nide  and  humble  as 
they  are,  have  kindled  beautiful  emotions  in 
his  soul,  noble  thoughts,  and  definite  resolves ; 


being,  but  something  intended  to  look  moch 
grander  than  nature  ?  Surely,  all  these  stonOf 
ful  agonies,  this  volcanic  heroism,  superhumu 
contempt,  and  moody  desperation,  with  so 
much  scowling,  and  teeth-gnashing,  and  other 
sulphurous  humours,  is  more  like  the  brawling 
of  a  player  in  some  paltry  trap:edy,  which  is  to 


and  he  speaks  forth  what  is  in  him,  not  from  I  last  three  hours,  than  the  bearing  of  a  maoui 


any  outward  call  of  vanity  or  interest,  but 
because  his  heart  is  too  full  to  be  silent.  He 
speaks  it,  too,  with  such  melody  and  modula- 
tion as  he  can ;  "  in  homely  rustic  jingle ;"  but 
it  is  his  own,  and  genuine.  This  is  the  grand 
secret  for  finding  readers  and  retaining  them : 
let  him  who  would  move  and  convince  others, 
be  first  moved  and  convinced  himself.  Horace's 
rule.  Si  vis  me  flere^  is  applicable  in  a  wider 
sense  than  the  literal  one.  To  every  poet,  to 
every  writer,  we  might  say :  Be  true,  if  you 
would  be  believed.  Let  a  man  but  speak  forth 
with  genuine  earnestness  the  thought,  the  emo- 
tion, the  actual  condition,  of  his  own  heart; 
and  other  men,  so  strangely  arc  we  all  knit 
together  by  the  tie  of  sympathy,  must  and 
will  give  heed  to  him.  In  culture,  in  extent 
of  view,  we  may  stand  above  the  speaker,  or 
below  him ;  but  in  either  case,  his  words,  if 
they  are  earnest  and  sincere,  will  find  some 


the  business  of  life,  which  is  to  la?t  three-score 
and  ten  years.  To  our  minds,  there  is  a  laiat 
of  this  sort,  something  wjiich  we  should  call 
tlieatrical,  false,  and  affected,  in  ever>'  one  of 
these  otherwise  powerful  pieces.  Perhaps/^ 
Jwm^  especially  the  latter  parts  of  it,  is  the 
only  thing  approaching  to  a  n'lf crre  worki  bo 
ever  wrote ;  the  only  work  where  he  showed 
himself,  in  any  measure,  as  he  was;  aad 
seemed  so  intent  on  his  subject,  as,  for  ik^ 
ments,  to  forget  himself.  Yet  Byron  haled 
this  vice;  we  believe,  heartily  detested  it:  nay, 
he  had  declared  formal  war  against  it  in  voids* 
So  difficult  is  it  even  for  the  strongest  to  make 
this  primary  attainment,  which  might  seen 
the  simplest  of  all :  to  read  its  own  (Vfrfaovivtf 
without  mifiakiit^  without  errors  involuntary  or 
wilful !  We  recollect  no  poet  of  Burns's  mi»- 
ceptibiliiy  who  comes  before  us  from  the  first, 
and  abides  with  us  to  the  last,  with  such  a  total 
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this  one  word,  a  full  vision  of  horror  and  car- 
^^ge,  perhaps  too  frightfally  accurate  for  Art ! 
ui  fact,  one  of  the  leading  features  in  the 
mind  of  Bams  is  this  vigour  of' his  j[>dctly 
intellectaal  perceptions.  A  resolute  fierce.  4S 
ever  visible  in  his  judgments,  as  in  his  *fe«U, 
ings  and  volitions.  Professor  Stewart  says-'o^ 
him,  with  some  surprise :  **  All  the  facultie's 
of  Bums's  mind  were,  as  far  as  I  could  judge, 
equally  vigorous ;  and  his  predilection  for  po- 
etry was  rather  the  result  of  his  own  enthusi- 
astic and  impassioned  temper,  than  of  a  genius 
ezclnsivcly  adapted  to  that  species  of  compo- 
sition. From  his  conversation  I  should  have 
pronounced  him  to  be  fitted  to  excel  in  what- 
ever walk  of  ambition  he  had  chosen  to  exert 
his  abilities.**  But  this,  if  we  mistake  not,  is 
at  all  times  the  very  essence  of  a  truly  poet- 
ical endowment.  Poetry,  except  in  such  cases 
as  that  of  Keats,  where  the  whole  consists  in 
extreme  sensibility,  and  a  certain  vague  per- 
vading tunefulness  of  nature,  is  no  separate 
&CQlty,  no  organ  which  can  be  superadded  to 
die  rest,  or  disjoined  from  them ;  but  rather 
the  result  of  their  general  harmony  and  com- 
pletion. The  feelings,  the  giAs,  that  exist  in 
the  Poet,  are  those  that  exist,  with  more  or 
less  development,  in  every  human  soul :  the 
imagination,  which  shudders  at  the  Hell  of 
Dante,  is  the  same  faculty,  weaker  in  degree, 
which  called  that  picture  into  being.  How 
does  the  poet  speak  to  all  men,  with  power,  but 
by  being  still  more  a  man  than  they  t  Shak- 
speare,  it  has  been  well  observed,  in  the  plan- 
ning and  completing  of  his  tragedies,  has 
shown  an  Understanding,  were  it  nothing  more, 
which  might  have  governed  states,  or  indited 
a  Nonam  Organmn.  What  Bums's  force  of  un- 
derstanding may  have  been,  we  have  less 
means  of  judging:  for  it  dwelt  among  the 
humblest  objects,  never  saw  philosophy,  and 
neyer  rose,  except  for  short  intervals,  into  the 
region  of  great  ideas.  Nevertheless,  suffi- 
cient indication  remains  for  us  in  his  works: 
we  discern  the  brawny  movements  of  a  gigan- 
tic though  untutored  strength,  and  can  under- 
ttand  how,  in  conversation,  his  quick,  sure 
insight  into  men  and  things  may,  as  much  as 
loght  else  about  him,  have  amazed  the  "best 
thinkers  of  his  time  and  country. 

Bat,  unless  we  mistake,  the  intellectual  giA 
of  Bums  is  fine  as  well  as  strong.  The  more 
delicate  relations  of  things  could  not  well  have 
escaped  his  eye,  for  they  were  intimately  pre- 
sent to  his  heart.  The  logic  of  the  senate  and 
the  forum  is  indispensable,  but  not  all-suffi- 
cient; nay,  perhaps  the  highest  Truth  is  that 
which  will  the  most  certainly  elude  it.  For 
this  logic  works  by  words,  and  "  the  highest," 
it  has  been  said,  "  cannot  be  expressed  in 
"Words."  We  are  not  without  tokens  of  an 
openness  for  this  higher  truth  also,  of  a  keen 
though  uncultivated  sense  for  it,  having  exist- 
ed in  Burns.  Mr.  Stewart,  it  will  be  remem- 
bered, •*  wonders,"  in  the  passage  above  quoted, 
that  Bums  had  formed  some  distinct  concep- 
tion of  the  "doctrine  of  association."  We  ra- 
thfr  think  that  far  subtiler  things  than  the 
doctrine  of  association  had  from  of  old  been  fa- 
Qijliar  to  him.    Here  for  instance  : 


"  We  know  nothing,"  thus  writes  he,  "  of 
next  to  nothing,  of  the  structure  of  our  souls^ 
so  we  cannot  account  for  those  seeming  ca- 
prices in  them,  that  one  should  be  particularly 
pleased  with  this  thing,  or  struck  with  that, 
which,  on  minds  of  a  different  cast,  makes  no 
.•extraordinary  impression.  I  have  some  fa- 
lv<7Hnte  .flowers  in  spring,  among  which  are 
tfie  mountain-daisy,  the  hare-bell,  the  fox-glove, 
the  wiKT-b!:i£r.rose,  the  budding  birch,  and  the 
hoary  hi*^tl»bf»,  that  I  view  and  hang  over 
with  particiiktr  delight.  I  never  hear  the  loud 
solitary  whistle  oC  thc^»  curlew  in  a  summer 
noon,  or  the  wild  mixihj^cad.ence  of  a  troop  of 
gray  plover  in  an  autumjiai'  looming,  without 
feeling  an  elevation  of  souHrke  |hf  enthusiasm 
of  devotion  or  poerry.  Tell  in«;-4nry  d^r  friend, 
to  what  can  this  be  owing?  Are-v^e  a  niec^ 
of  machinery,  which,  like  the  iColiaar  narp^ 
passive,  takes  the  impression  of  the  ^passing 
accident ;  or  do  these  workings  argue  some^ 
thing  within  us  above  the  trodden  clod?  I 
own  myself  partial  to  such  proofs  of  those 
awful  and  important  realities :  a  God  that  made 
all  things,  man's  immaterial  and  immortal  na-« 
ture,  and  a  world  of  weal  or  wo  beyond  death 
and  the  grave." 

Force  and  fineness  of  understanding  are 
oAen  spoken  of  as  something  different  from 
general  force  and  fineness  of  nature,  as  some- 
thing partly  independent  of  them.  The  neces- 
sities of  language  probably  require  this;  but 
in  truth  these  qualities  are  not  distinct  and  in- 
dependent :  except  in  special  cases,  and  from 
special  causes,  they  ever  go  together.  A  man 
of  strong  understanding  is  generally  a  man  of' 
strong  character;  neither  is  delicacy  in  thtf 
one  kind  often  divided  from  delicacy  in  the 
other.  No  one,  at  all  events,  is  ignorant  that 
in  the  poetry  of  Burns,  keenness  of  insight 
keeps  pace  with  keenness  of  feeling;  that  hi^ 
light  is  not  more  pervading  than  his  tparmth. 
He  is  a  man  of  the  most  impassioned  temper ; 
with  passions  not  strong  only,  but  noble,  and 
of  the  sort  in  which  great  virtues  and  great 
poems  take  their  rise.  It  is  reverence,  it  is 
Love  towards  all  Nature  that  inspires  him,  that 
opens  his  eyes  to  its  beauty,  and  makes  heart 
and  voice  eloquent  in  its  praise.  There  is  a 
true  old  saying,  that  "love  furthers  know- 
ledge :"  but  above  all,  it  is  the  living  essence 
of  that  knowledge  which  makes  poets ;  the  first 
principle  of  its  existence,  increase,  activity. 
OfBurns's  fervid  affection,  his  generous,  all- 
crabracing  Love,  we  have  spoken  already,  as 
of  the  grand  distinction  of  his  nature,  seen 
equally  in  word  and  deed,  in  his  Life  and  in 
his  Writings.  It  were  easy  to  multiply  ex- 
amples. Not  man  only,  but  all  that  environs 
man  in  the  material  and  moral  universe,  is 
lovely  in  his  sight :  "  the  hoary  hawthorn,"  the 
"troop  of  gray  plover,"  the  "solitary  curlew.'* 
are  all  dear  to  him  ;  all  live  in  this  Earth  along 
with  him,  and  to  all  he  is  knit  as  in  mysterious 
brotherhood.  How  touching  is  it,  for  instance, 
that,  amidst  the  gloom  of  personal  misery, 
broodinjj  over  the  wintry  desolation  without 
him  and  within  him,  ho  thinks  of  the  "  ourie 
cattle"  and  "silly  sheep,"  and  iheir  suffering:* 
in  the  pitiless  storm  ! 
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I  thought  m«'  on  thft  ourie  rattle, 
Or  sills'  iheep,  whn  bide  thU  braitle 

O'  wiatry  war ; 
Or  thro'  the  drift,  deep-lairing,  •prattle, 

Beneath  a  acaiir. 

Ilk  happing  bird,  wee  helpl<>fis  thing, 

That  In  the  merry  month  o*  spring  .   *  ^ ; 

Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing,  ''  ',  *  • 

What  roinen  o'  tUce  ^   •       '-   * 
Where' will  tliou  cow'r  iliy  rhr.h.riujr  v.lnr, 

Andcl..«,.  tl:;,'*c'?**.     * 

The  tenant  of  the  metin  hut,  Willi'  its  •'  rai^^fd 
roof  and  chinky  wall/-'  ha^r^  heart  to  pity  even 
these !  This  is  rt-drtb  ^e\'eral  homilies  on 
Mercy :  for  it  i%Ji\tis .ViSice  of  Mercy  herself. 
Barns,  inil^d.  fttc's  in  sympathy ;  his  soul 
rushes  i<;tt)^,i;rto*al)  realms  ot  being;  nothing 
ihttX  has  .ecKtstence  can  be  indifferent  to  liim. 
The' vtry- Devil  he  cannot  hate  with  right  or- 
thodoxy ! 

But  fkre  you  weel,  auld  Nirkie-ben ; 
O  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  and  men* ! 
Ye  aiblhii  might,— I  dinna  ken,— 

Still  hae  a  Ktake ; 
roi  wa«  to  think  upo*  yon  den* 

Even  for  your  Hake ! 

He  did  not  know,  probably,  that  Sterne  had  l>een 
beforehand  with  him.  *'  *  He  is  the  father  of 
curses  and  lies,*  said  Dr.  Slop  ;  *  and  is  cursed 
and  damned  already.' — ^' I  am  sorry  for  it,' 
quoth  my  uncle  Toby!" — "A  poet  without 
Love,  were  a  physical  and  metaphsyicaJ  im- 
possibility." 

Why  should  we  speak  of  Scoti,  frha  hae  tn' 
WaUact  bUd;  since  all  know  it,  from  the  king 
to  the  meanest  of  his  subjects  ?  This  dithyram- 
bic  was  composed  on  horseback ;  in  riding  in 
the  middle  of  tempests,  over  the  wildest  Gallo- 
way moor,  in  company  with  a  Mr.  Syme,  who, 
observing  the  poet's  looks,  forebore  to  speak, 
— ^judiciously  enough, — for  a  man  composing 
Bntrc*s  Addrrns  might  be  unsafe  to  triiie  with 
Doubtless  this  stem  hymn  was  singinir  itself, 
as  he  formed  it,  through  the  soul  of  Burns ; 
but  to  the  external  ear,  it  should  W  sung  with 
the  throat  of  the  whirlwind.  So  long  as  there 
is  warm  l)l<»od  in  the  heart  of  Scotchman  or 
man,  it  will  move  in  fierce  ihrills  under  this 
war-ode,  the  best,  wc  believe,  that  was  ever 
written  by  any  pen. 

Another  wild  stormful  song,  that  dwells  in 
our  ear  and  mind  with  a  strange  tenacity,  is 
Marphcrxnns  FareirtlL  Perhaps  there  is  somc- 
thingin  the  tradition  itself  that  co-operates.  For 
was  not  this  grim  Celt,  this  shaggy  Northland 
Cacus,  that  "  lived  a  life  of  sturt  and  strife,  and 
died  by  treacherie,"  was  not  he  too  one  of  the 
Nimrods  and  Napoleons  of  the  earth,  in  the 
arena  of  his  own  remote  misty  glens,  for  want 
of  a  clearer  and  wider  onel  Nay,  was  there 
not  a  touch  of  grace  given  him  1  A  fibre  of 
love  and  softness,  of  poetry  itself,  must  have 
'ived  in  his  savage  heart;  for  he  composed 
that  air  the  night  before  his  execution  ;  on  the 
wings  of  thai  poor  melody,  his  better  soul 
would  soar  away  above  oblivion,  pain,  and  all 
the  ignominy  and  despair,  which,  like  an  ava- ', 
ianchp,  was  hurling  him  to  the  abyss  !  Here  j 
also,  as  at  Thebes,  and  in  Pelops'  line,  was  j 
material  Fate  matched  against  man's  Free-; 
»vill ;  n;aiched  in  bitterest  though  obscure  duel ; ' 


and  the  ethereal  soul  sunk  not,  even  ia  its 
blindness,  without  a  cry  which  has  survived  ii. 
But  v,'nd,  except  Burns,  could  have  giren 
worcUt  Ui  such  a  soul ;  words  that  we  never 
kSteu*!o  without  a  strange  half-barbarous,  haJl- 
poAt'C  fellow-feeling ' 

•    -  .S'rtf  ranttHtrht.  *ar  fa-nfi.nb/, 

isif  fi'iuHrtHi'-iif  iraed  he; 
Jlr  plot.'d  a  *priH£r,  ovd  dancrd  it  rewai^ 
Ktlitv  thf  tralfifirn  trte. 

Under  a  lighter  and  thinner  disguise,  the 
same  principle  of  Love,  which  we  have  re- 
cognised as  the  great  characteristic  of  Boras, 
and  of  all  true  poets,  occasionally  manifests 
itself  in  the  shape  of  Humour.  Everywhere, 
indeed,  in  his  sunny  moods,  a  fbll  baoyaat 
flood  of  mirth  rolls  through  the  mind  of  Barns; 
he  rises  to  the  high,  and  stoops  to  the  low,aad 
is  brother  and  playmate  to  all  Nature.  We 
speak  not  (»f  his  L>old  and  o(\en  irresistible 
faculty  of  caricature;  for  this  is  Drolleiy 
rather  than  Humour:  but  a  much  tenderer 
sporifulness  dwells  in  him ;  and  comes  forth 
here  and  there,  in  evanescent  and  beautiful 
touches;  as  in  his  ^ffdrets  to  the  Momu, or iht 
Fnnmr^s  Mare,  or  in  his  EUg^  on  Poor  Mdhf, 
which  last  may  be  reckoned  bis  happiest  eflbrt 
of  this  kind.  In  these  pieces,  there  are  traits 
of  a  Humour  as  fine  as  that  of  Sterne;  yet 
altogether  different,  original,  peculiar^-tke 
Humour  of  Burns. 

Of  the  tenderness,  the  playful  pathos,  and 
many  other  kindred  qualities  of  Bums*s  poetry, 
much  more  might  be  said ;  but  now,  with  theM 
poor  outlines  of  a  sketch,  we  most  prepare  to 
quit  this  part  of  our  subject.    To  speak  of  bis 
individual  writings,  adequately,  and  with  any 
detail,  would  lead  us  far  beyond  our  limits.  M 
already  hinted,  we  can  look  on  but  few  of  these 
pieces  as,  in  strict  critical  language,  deserving 
the  name  of  Poems;    they  are  rhymed  eliv 
qucnce,  rhymed  pathos,  rhymed   sense;  ret 
seldom  essentially  melodious,  aerial,  poetical 
Turn  o\S/irtw//r  itself,  which  enjoys  so  higba 
favour,  does  not  appear  to  us,  at  all  decisivelT, 
to  come  under  this  last  categor}'.     It  is  not  so 
much  a  poem,  as  a  piece  of  sparklin?  rhetoric: 
the  heart  and  body  of  the  story  s.iill  lies  hard 
and  dead.    He  has  not  gone  back,  much  le5< 
carried  us  back,  into  that  dark,  earnest  won- 
dering age,  when  the  tradition  was  beliered, 
and  when  it  took  its  rise ;  he  does  not  aitemjK. 
by  any  new   modelling  of  his   supematnral 
ware,   to   strike   anew   that  deep  mysterious 
chord  of  human  nature,  which  once  responded 
to  such  things  ;  and  which  lives  in  us  too, and 
will  for  ever  live,  though  silent,  or  vibratiu 
with  far  other  notes,  and  to  far  different  issaes. 
Our  German  readers  will  understand  us,  when 
we  say,  that  he   is   not   the  Tieck  but  the 
Musiius  of  tliis  tale.    Externally  it  is  all  greea 
and  living ;  yet  look  closer,  it  is  no  firm  growth, 
but  only  ivy  on  a  rock.    The  piece  does  not 
properly  cohere;   the   strange  chasm  whith 
yawns  in  our  incredulous   imaginations  be 
tween  the  Ayr  public-house  and  the  gale  of 
Tophct,  is  nowhere  bridged  over,  nay,  the  idea 
of  such  a  bridge  is  laughed  at:  and  thas  the 
Tragedy  of  the  adventure  becomes  a  iW* 
drunken     phantasmagoria,    painted    oo  al^ 
vapiTus,  and  the  farce  alone  has  any  realitj 
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We  do  not  say  that  Burns  should  have  made 
much  more  of  this  tradition ;  we  rather  think 
that,  for  strictly  poetical  purposes,  not  mach 
ipflj  to  be  made  of  it.    Neither  are  we  blind  to 
the  deep,  varied,  genial  power  displayed  in 
what  he  has  actually  accomplished;  but  we 
find  far  more  "  Shakspearian**  qualities,  as 
these  of  Tamo^  Shanttr  have  been  fondly  named, 
in  many  of  his  other  pieces ;  nay,  we  incline 
to  believe,  that  this  latter  might  have   been 
written,  all  but  quite  as  well,  by  a  man  who, 
in  place  of  genius,  had  only  possessed  talent. 
Perhaps  we  may  venture  to  say,  that  the 
most  strictly  poetical  of  all  his  **  poems"  is 
one,  which  does  not  appear  in  Currie's  Edi- 
tion ;  but  has  been  onen  printed  before  and 
since,  under  the  humble  title  of  The  Jolly  Beg- 
gars.   The  subject  truly  is  among  the  lowest 
in  nature ;    but  it  only  the  more  shows  our 
poet's  pft  in  raising  it' into  the  domain  of  Art. 
To  our  minds,  this  piece  seems  thoroughly 
compacted ;    melted    together,    refined ;    and 
poured  forth  in  one  flood  of  true  liquid  har- 
mony.   It  is  light,  airy,  and  soA  of  movement ; 
^t  sharp  and  precise  in  its  details ;  every  face 
is  a  portrait :  that  ravrh  carlin,  that  trre  JpoUo, 
that  Son  of  Mars,  are  Scottish,  yet  ideal ;  the 
icene  is  at  once  a  dream,  and  the  very  Rag- 
eastle  of  "  Poosie-Nansie."    Farther,  it  seems 
In  a  considerable  degree  complete,  a  real  self- 
supporting  Whole,  which  is  the  highest  merit 
in  a  poem.    The  blanket  of  the  night  is  drawn 
asunder  for  a  moment;  in  full,  ruddy,  and 
flaming  light,  these  rough  tatterdemalions  are 
seen  in  their  boisterous  revel ;  for  the  strong 
pube  of  Life  vindicates  its  right  to  gladness 
even  here ;  and  when  the  curtain  closes,  wc 
prolong  the  action  without  effort ;  the  next  day 
as  the  last,  our  Cnird  and  our  BalhHmongcr  are 
singing  and  soldiering ;  their  "  brats  and  cal- 
lets"   are  hawking,  begging,  cheating;    and 
some  other  night,  in  new  combinations,  they 
will  wring  from  Fate  another  hour  of  wassail 
and  good  cheer.    It  would  be  strange,  doubt- 
less, to  call  this  the  best  of  Burn>\s  writings ; 
we  mean  to  say  only,  that  it  seems  to  us  the 
most  perfect  of  its  kind,  as  a  piece  of  poetical 
composition,  strictly  so  called.    In  the  Ikennr's 
Optra,  in  the   Beggar's  Push,  as  other  critics 
have  already  remarked,  there  is  nothing  which, 
in  real  poetic  vigour,  equals  this  Cnuinta .-  no- 
thing, as  we  think,  which  comes  within  many 
degrees  of  it. 

Bat  by  far  the  most  finished,  complete,  and 
tmly  inspired  pieces  of  Burns  are,  without  di.s- 
pne,  to  be  found  among  his  S»rt;r«.  It  is  here 
tkit  although  through  a  small  aperture,  hi>> 
light  shines  with  the  least  obstruction ;  in  its 
highest  beauty,  and  pn re  sunny  clearness.  The 
nison  may  be,  that  Son?  is  a  brief  and  simple 
tpecies  of  composition  :  and  requires  iiothin^so 
■wch  for  its  perfection  as  genuine  poetic  feel- 
ing, genuine  music  of  heart.  The  song  has  its 
rales  equally  with  the  Tragedy;  rules  which  in 
most  cases  are  poorly  fulfilled,  in  many  cases 
are  not  so  much  as  felt.  We  might  write  a  Ion:; 
essay  on  the  Songs  of  Burns ;  which  we  reckon 
byfar  the  be!>t  that  Britain  has  yet  prodnctMl;  for. 
indeed,  since  the  era  of  Queen  Klizabeth,  we 
JcBow  not  that,  by  any  other  hand.  an«;i)t  truly 
iTorth  attention  has  been  accomplished  in  this 


department.  True,  we  have  songs  enough 
"by  persons  of  quality;"  wc  have  tawdry, 
hollow,  wine-bred,  madrigals ;  many  a  rhymed 
"  speech"  in  the  flowing  and  watery  vein  of 
Ossorins  the  Portugal  Bishop,  rich  in  sonor- 
ous words,  and,  for  moral,  dashed  perhaps 
with  some  tint  of  a  sentimental  sensuality; 
all  which  many  persons  cease  not  from  en- 
deavouring to  sing:  though  for  most  part, 
we  fear,  the  music  is  but  from  the  throat  out- 
ward, or  at  best  from  some  region  far  enough 
short  of  the  Soul :  not  in  which,  but  in  a  certain 
inane  Limbo  of  the  Fancy,  or  even  in  some 
vaporous  debatable  land  on  the  outside  of  the 
Nervous  System,  most  of  such  madngals  and 
rhymed  speeches  seem  to  have  originated. 
With  the  Songs  of  Bums  we  must  not  name 
these  things.  Independently  of  the  clear,  manly, 
heartfelt  sentiment  that  ever  pervades  Au 
poetr}',  his  Songs  are  honest  in  another  poii^^ 
of  view :  in  form,  as  well  as  in  spirit.  They 
do  not  affect  to  be  set  to  music,  but  they  actually 
and  in  themselves  are  music ;  they  have  re- 
ceived their  life,  and  fashioned  themselves 
together,  in  the  medium  of  Harmony,  as 
Venus  rose  from  the  bosom  of  the  sea.  The 
story,  the  feeling,  is  not  detailed,  but  suggested ; 
not  MiV/,  or  spouted,  in  rhetorical  completeness 
and  coherence ;  but  sung,  in  fitful  gushes,  in 
glowing  hints,  in  fantastic  breaks,  in  warblings 
not  of  the  voice  only,  but  of  the  whole  mind. 
We  consider  this  to  be  the  essence  of  a  song; 
and  that  no  songs  since  the  little  careless 
catches,  and,  as  it  were,  drops  of  song,  which 
Shakspeare  has  here  and  there  sprinkled  over 
his  plays,  fulfil  this  condition  in  nearly  the 
same  degree  as  most  of  Bnrns's  do.  Such  grace 
and  truth  of  external  movement,  too,  presup- 
poses in  general  a  corresponding  force  and 
truth  of  sentiment,  and  inward  meaning.  The 
Songs  of  Burns  are  not  more  perfect  in  the 
former  quality  than  in  the  latter.  With  what 
tenderness  he  sings,  yet  with  what  vehemence 
and  entireness!  There  is  a  piercing  wail  in 
his  sorrow,  the  purest  rapture  in  his  joy :  he 
bums  with  the  sternest  ire,  or  laughs  with  the 
loudest  or  slyest  mirth ;  and  yet  he  is  sweet 
and  sot^,"  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  lovers 
meet,  and  soft  as  their  parting  tear!"  If  we 
tarther  take  into  account  the  immense  variety 
of  his  subjects ;  how,  from  the  loud  flowing 
revel  in  IWhr  brewed  it  fterk  o*  Maut,  to  the  still, 
rapt  cnthu.siasm  of  sadness  for  Mary  in  Heaven; 
from  the  glad  kind  greeting  of  Jluld  Lan^syne, 
or  the  comic  archness  of  Lhtncan  Gray,  to  the 
fire-oyfil  fury  of  S^vtf,  irhn  hat  trC  M'aliare  bled, 
he  has  found  a  lone  and  words  for  every  mood 
of  man's  heart, — it  will  seem  a  small  praise 
if  we  rank  him  as  the  first  of  all  our  song- 
writers ;  for  we  know  not  where  to  find  one 
woiihy  of  being  second  lo  him. 

It  is  on  his  Songs,  as  we  believe,  thai  Burns's 
chief  influence  as  an  author  will  ultimately  be 
found  to  depend:  nor,  if  our  Fletcher's  aphor- 
ism is  true,  shall  wc  acc(>unt  this  a  small  in- 
Ihienee.  **  Let  me  make  the  sonijs  of  a  people," 
sail!  Iie.««and  you  shall  make  its  law*;."  Surely, 
if  ever  anv  Poet  miirhi  have  equalled  himself 
with  Legislators,  on  ihi^  i»nni!)d,  it  was  Burns. 
His  sont»>  are  already  part  of  the  mother 
tongue,  not  of  Scotland  only  but  of  Britain,  and 
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«f  the  mOlkms  thtt  in  til  the  ends  of  ibe  earth 
apeak  a  British  langnsn.  In  hut  and  hall,  as 
the  heart  nnfolds  itself  in  the  joy  and  wo  of 
/V.aaM|||acfb'the  name,  thenroiee  of  that  jor  and 
*  uarWI^s  the  name  and  voice  which  Bams 
has  jnm  them.  Strictly  speaking,  perhaps, 
BO  'ilriti^  toan  has  so  deeply  lAeeted  the 
and  feelings  of  so  many  men  as  this 
•oliiaiy  and  altogether  private  individoal,  with 
means  apparently  die  humblest 

In  another  point  of  view,  moreover,  we  in- 
cUilli.|p1hJnk  that  Bums's  influence  may  have 
been  Gjpsiderablie :  we  mean,  as  e^rted  spe- 
tkmf  on  die  Literatnre  of  his  country,  at  least 
OB  the  Literatnre  of  Scotland.  Among  &e 
great  changes  which  British,  particulariy  Scot- 
tish Uleratare,  has  undefgone  since  that  period, 
oae  ai  the  greatest  will  be  found  to  consist  in 
ila  renurkabie  inerease  of  nitionality.  Even 
the  English  writers,  most  popular  in  Bums's 
tiBie»  were  little  distinguishea  for  their  literary 
patriotism,  in  this  its  best  sease.  A  certain 
atteauaied  cosmopolitanism  had*  in  good  mea- 
mutn  taken  pltce  of  the  old  insular  home- 
feeUng;  literature  was,  i|s  it  were,  without  any 
local  environment;  was  not  nourished  by  the 
aActioBS  which  spring  from  a  native  soiL 
Ov  Grays  andOlovers  seemed  to  write  almosf 
as  if  t»  wMie;  the  thing  written  bears  no  mark 
of  place;  it  is  not  written  so  much  for  English- 
BMBt  as  ibr  men ;  or  rather,  which  is  the  inev- 
itable result  of  Ais,  tor  certain  G^ieralizations 
vUch  philosophy  termed  men.  Goldsmith  is 
an  aieeption;  not  so  Johnscm;  the  scene  of 
Ma  Jg— lefar  is  little  more  English  than  that  of 
his  Bamthi.  But  if  such  was,  in  some  degree, 
the  case  with  England,  it  was,  in  the  highest 
degree,  the  case  with  Scotland.  In  fact,  our 
Scottish  literatnre  had,  at  that  period,  a  very 
singular  aspect;  unexampled,  so  far  as  we 
know,  except  perhaps  at  Geneva,  where  the 
same  state  of  matters  appears  still  to  continue. 
For  a  long  period  aAer  Scotland  became  Bri- 
tish, we  had  no  literature:  at  the  date  when 
Addison  and  Steele  were  writing  their  Specta- 
ton,  our  good  Thomas  Boston  was  writing,  with 
die  noblest  intent,  but  alike  in  defiance  of 
grammar  and  philosophy,  his  Fourfold  State  of 
Man,  Then  came  the  schisms  in  our  National 
Church,  and  the  fiercer  schisms  in  our  Body 
Politic:  Theologic  ink,  and  Jacobite  blood, 
with  gall  enough  in  both  cases,  seemed  to  have 
blotted  out  the  intellect  of  the  country;  how- 
ever, it  was  only  obscured,  not  obliterated. 
Lord  Kames  made  nearly  the  first  attempt,  and 
a  tolerably  clumsy  one,  at  writing:  English; 
and  ere  long,  Hume,  Robertson,  Smith,  and  a 
whole  host  of  followers,  attracted  hither  the 
eyes  of  all  Europe.  And  yet  in  this  brilliant 
resuscitation  of  our  "  fervid  genius,"  there  was 
nothing  truly  Scottish,  nothing  indigenous; 
except,  perhaps,  the  natural  impetuosity  of  in- 
tellect, which  we  sometimes  claim,  and  are 
sometimes  upbraided  with,  as  a  characteristic 
of  our  nation.  It  is  curious  to  remark  that 
Scotland,  so  full  of  writers,  had  no  Scottish 
culture,  nor  indeed  any  English;  our  culture 
was  almost  exclusively  French.  It  was  by 
studying  Racine  and  Voltai^  Batteux  and 
Boileau,  that  Kames  had  trained  himself  to  be 
A  critic  and  philosopher:  it  was  the  light  of 


Montesquien  and  MaUy  that  glided  Bohcrt> 
son  in  bis  political  speculatioBs;  Qnaaa^ 
lamp  that  kindled  the  hunp  oC  Adam  BmdL 
Hume  was  too  rich  a  man  to  borrow ;  and  po^ 
haps  hcreached  on  the  French  mora  ihaatle 
was  acted  on  by  them:  but  neither  had  k 
aught  to  do  with  Scotland ;  Edinbiu:]^  aqnsfif 
with  La  Fleohe,  was  but  the  lodging  aBdIabor* 
atory,  in  which  he  not  so  much  monlly  Hmii 
as  meuphysiaaUyiNecif^afedL  Nawcr.  peiha|i^ 
was  there  a  class  of  writers,  so  elenr  andweO^ 
ordered,  yet  so  totally  destimte*  to  aQ*  anpstf> 
ance,  of  any  patriotic  aflection,  nsy »  if  uf 
human  aifection  whatever.  The  Frndk  viii 
of  the  period  were  as  unpatriotie  t  but  Aitr 
general  deficiency  in  moral  priBeiBla»  not  It 
say  their  avowed  sensuality  and  unbeiiifiaift 
virtue,  strictly  so  callcdt  randisr  this  Bobiiit* 
able  cDough.  We  hope  there  ia  w^  paiiimii^ 
founded  on  something  better  thaa  pv^faiitt 
that  our  countnr  may  be  dear  toi.  wm,  wUm^ 
injury  to  our  philosophy;  that  ill  loviag  mi 
justly  priaing*  all  other  landa,  we  aay; 
justly,  and  ]ret  love  before  all  othan^odi 
stem  Motheriand,  and  die  voimlite 
of  social  and  nioral  Lift,  wUeh  Mtai  h0 
through  long  agea  been  boildiBs  ^  fiv  w 
there.  Surely  there  is  nonriahncBt  ftr  Ila 
better  part  of  man's  heart  in  all  diia:  ^miHf 
the  roota,  that  have  ftsed  thcmaelvui  in  4p 
veiy  core  of  man's  bein^  majba  ao  rriliiBUi 
as  to  grow  up  not  into  brien,imt  iato  ntmj^ 
thefictKlofhisliftl  Our  Scottish  aagiahnaM 
such  propensities:  the  field  of  liiclr  UA^h^. 
neither  briers  nor  roses;  but  oaly  a-ta^flii^ 
tinuous  thrashing-floor  for  LogiCg-^'whami-ii 
questions,  from  the  <<  Doctrine  of  lleht,"  to  Ai 
**  Natural  History  of  Religion,  are  thnthedwi 
sifted  with  the  same  mechanical  impartiah^f 
With  Sir  Walter  Scott  at  the  head  of  ov 
literature,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  much  of 
this  evil  is  past,  or  rapidly  passing  away:  dv 
chief  literary  men,  whatever  other  ihalni  Ihey 
may  have,  no  longer  live  among  us  like  a 
French  Colony,  or  some  knot  of  Propagsali 
Missionaries;  but  like  natnral-l>om  sabjeds 
of  the  soil,  partaking  and  sympathiaing  it  si 
our  attachments,  humours,  and  halnts.  Ov 
literature  tio  longer  grows  in  water,  hot  li 
mould,  and  with  the  tro^  racy  virtues  of  At 
soil  and  climate.  How  much  of  this  ofaasp' 
may  be  due  to  Bums,  or  to  any  other  individnili  j 
it  mififht  be  difficult  to  estimate.  Direct  literal  j 
imitation  of  Bums  was  not  to  be  looked  te 
But  his  example,  in  the  fearieas  adiqptioatf 
domestic  subjects,  could  not  bn,t  operaM  btB 
afar;  and  certainly  in  no  heaaLi|d  the  ]ond 
country  ever  bum  with  a  aauMiiglow  thsah 
that  of  Bums :  "  a  tide  of  Scottish  prejudidr 
as  he  modestly  calls  this  deep  and  geacnV 
feeling,  "had  been  poured  along  his  Tsiv^j 
and  he  felt  that  it  would  boil  there  till  thei'  ^ 
gates  shut  in  eternal  resL**  It  seemed  to  h^i 
as  if  he  could  do  so  little  for  his  oountrf,K] 
and  yet  would  so  gladly  have  done  all  OvT 
small  province  stood  open  for  him;  tbat.^f 
Scottish  song,  and  how  eagerly  he  enlsRdlft.j 
it:  how  devotedly  he  laboured  there!  UW 
most  toilsome  jonraeyings,  this  object 
quits  him;  it  is  the  little  happy*yalley  of  i 
careworn  heart.    In  the.gloom  (tf  his 
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h  of  all  hii  eade*n>Dra,  j 
Eune  Bpod  him  dM  ib  , 
doul  naif,  bdt  i*  uau:  uid  so  nncii  hu; 
bctB  IcA  muceomplisbed,  najr,  «as  nisiaten, 
wd  abogctlwi  mamiL 

Pmpcflr  speakiDg.  there  is  but  sue  era  in 
Ac  life  of  Bnrns,  *tHl  that  the  carticjl.  We 
have  not  joath  and  manhood:  biiioti)j  yonih: 
For,  to  Ihe  end,  we  ili&ceni  do  decisive  change 
in  die  complexion  of  bis  charactef;  in  bis 
tluriy-iereDth  ;ear,  he  is  jtill,  m  it  irere.  Ib 
fODlh.  With  all  thai  [csoluteness  of  judg- 
ment, thai  penelranng  lusighl,  and  singular 
maiohtf  of  mieJIeciiial  puver,  eihibiled  in  his 
vntmps,  be  never  aiiains  la  any  clearness  re- 
garding hinu^i  iu  the  lasi  he  never  ascertains 
fais  peculiar  aim,  even  with  such  dislinctness 
ai  iscommonamungordiDKryinen:  and  there- 
fore never  can  pursue  it  with  that  singleness 
of  vilt,  which  insures  success  and  some  con- 
lenimenl  to  such  men.  To  the  last,  he  wavers 
beiwcen  two  purposes:  glnrying  in  his  talent, 
]ikc  a  true  poel.  he  yet  cannul  consent  la  make 
Ibis  hu  chief  and  sole  Klory,  and  lo  follow  it  as 
the   one   thin^  .needful,   ihroiigh    poverty 
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(ar  meaner  ambition  still  cleaves  to  him;  he 
mnst  dream  and  stroggle  about  a  certain  "Rock 
of  Indepondence ;"  which,  natural  sjid  even  ad- 
■ainbla  w  it  mi^hl  b«,  wm  still  bnt  \  wariiog 


isaj  be  rrifuitrd  l>>  dcvei>ii|>r  it.  A 
coadiitoa  had  bn-n  aa-Mgnrd  hint  fro«  wMliMi^ 
•3  eoniplei  a  comliuon  from  viihiai  ■m 
"  pra-4aubii^pd  hannoay"  exiintl  b«<w>wi 
the  clay  tail  of  Morac'ol  aad  the  entVTTMB 
soul  of  Rubett  Bunisi  it  wai  n^ti  w«a>friAil, 
therefore,  that  the  adjiiiimeii)  b<'i*««a  thNM 
^thould  havr  been  Iobk  posiponed.  and  hm  atm 
loDg  cuoibered,  and  his  sight  confowd.  >i>  m 
vast  and  dikevnlaiii  an  cconuoiy.  a*  h*  had 
been  •ppolaHd  ateward  over.  Birou  te**,  M 
hit  dmlK  b«  a  year  younpr  than  Bura* ; 
and  ihrotfsh  life,  a«  it  might  have  appeared 
far  mot«  simpir  lUnated:  yet  in  him.  ion,  wo 
can  traoe  no  such  adjutiment,  no  aueh  uorat 
manhood  I  but  at  best,  and  only  a  lilllp  befora 
bis  end,  the  beginning  of  what  seemni  sueh. 

Uy  much  the  moot  strildiig  iiiodeut  in 
Burns'*  Life  n  his  journey  to  Edinburgh  i  but 
perhajvi  a  !.til!  more  iinjKirtani  ont:  it  hia  rv»l- 
ilenee  at  [rviiiK.  «i>  undy  a»  in  his  tnenly-lhir4 
year.  Ililherlo  his  life  hud  been  yov  and  loil> 
worn;  but  otherwise  niii  uiiiKnial.  and.  with 
all  It*  distrexsea,  by  no  means  unhappy.  In  bis 
parentage,  deducting  outward  cireumntanow, 
he  had  every  ruaton  lo  I'nclion  him»«lf  foN 
tunaiei  hi*  father  was  a  man  of  ihnuthlful, 
inlenne,  earneit  character,  ■■  the  be^l  M  »nr 
peaianta  are ;  valuing  knowledge,  poinieititm 
some,  and,  what  is'far  better  and  ratur.  open- 
tninilvil  lor  mure;  u  mtin  ivith  s  keen  inalflht, 
iin,l  itnvool  h.Mrt:  iTvr-rriii  fmnntv  ih»\, 
friendly^erefiirt  at  once,  and  fearlsas  towards 
all  that  God  hu  made ;  iti  one  word,  though 
but  a  bard-ha^fled  peasant,  a  complete  and  CuU) 
un&lded  JHon.    BttGtwtkflvii  uvA&timlwiMl 
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tn  «ny  rank  in  (oci«tf ;  and  was  vonti  dt- 
•cpndine  far  in  nxitty  lu  ifek.  Unfonimaiel^, 
be  1VK9  very  pnor;  had  hf  born  rveo  a  liiite 
richer,  almost  irrer  so  litile,  ihe  whole  migbi 
nave  issued  Tar  otherwise.  Mighij  events  tai 
on  ■  siraw;  the  etottiag  ot  a  broob  decidi 
lb«  oonquesl  of  rhe  world.  Had  Ihis  William 
Burn&'s  smaJl  seven  acret  of  nursery  ground 
Uiywiae  prospered,  Ihe  boy  Robert  had  beet 
sent  li)  school;  had  struggled  forward,  at  tc 
many  weaker  men  do,  lo  some  auiversii)-: 
cone  forth  not  as  a  rustic  wc^uder,  bat  as  a 

Silar  well-trained  inielleeliiat  workman,  ood 
nged  the  whole  course  of  British  Literature, 
— for  il  lay  in  him  to  have  done  this!  Boi 
the  nursery  did  not  prosper:  poverty  sank  his 
whole  family  below  the  help  of  even  our  cheap 
school-syslem  r  Bnms  remained  a  hard-woriced 
plough-boy, and  British  literature  toi 
course.  Nevertheless,  even  in  this  nigged 
scene,  there  is  much  10  nourish  him.  If  he 
-drudges,  it  is  with  his  brother,  and  for  his 
father  and  mother,  whom  he  loves,  and  would 
fkin  shield  from  waul.  Wisdom  is  not  ban- 
ished from  their  poor  hearth,  nor  the  balm  of 
natural  feeling;  the  solemn  words,  Lti  vt  tmr. 
sUf  God,  are  heard  there  from  a  "  priest-tike 
lather;"  if  threatenings  of  unjust  men  throw 
mother  and  children  into  tears,  these  are  tears 
not  ofgrief  only,  bill  of  holiest  aBeclioni  every 
heart  in  that  humble  graap  feels  itself  the 
closer  knit  to  every  other;  in  their  hard  war- 
fcra  they  are  there  together,  a  "Utile  band  of 
brethren."  Neither  are  such  tears,  and  the 
deep  beauty  that  dwells  in  them,  their  only 
portion.  Light  visits  the  hearts  a¥  il  does  the 
'Cjen  of  all  living:  there  is  a  force,  too,  in  this 
roDlh,  that  enables  him  to  trample  on  misfor- 
tODe;  nay,  to  bind  it  under  his  feet  lo  make 
bim  iport.  Tor  a  bold,  warm,  buoyant  humour 
of  ehiracter  has  been  given  him ;  and  so  the 
Ihick-coming  shapes  of  evil  are  welcomed 
with  •  gay,  friendly  irony,  and  in  their  closeiii 
nresiore  he  bales  no  jot  of  heart  or  hope. 
Vaiirue  yearnings  of  ambition  fail  not,  as  he 
frown  up;  dreamy  lanciei  hang  like  cloud- 
cllles  around  bim  :  the  curtain  of  Bxistence  is 
alowty  rising,  in  many-colonred  splendour  and 
ftoom :  and  (he  anrora!  light  of  first  love  is 
(ildlfg  his  horizon,  and  the  music  of  song  is 
«•  bu  path  1  and  10  be  walks 
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Wc  bnow.  Anai  ibc  best  evideaee.  that  tip  lo 
lM>  4Mt,  Sunt*  wa*  happy;  nay,  thai  he  was 
tfw  gKftU,  ^riffnewt,  mail  bniasiic.  fascinatiag 
Ms(  ID  b«  MB4  tB  the  worid ;  nore  M»  even 
Ihaa  b*  *ttr  ■Aerwarfa  appeared.  Bnt  l»ow. 
«  lU>  tmitf  mgt.  he  qsns  the  palertial  Foxf ; 
lOM  fimb  iM>  ktowT.  iamtet,  more  eicia;^ 
•MtetTi  awJ  begnaes  inBaled  in  tbc<se  disaa- 
paliMs.  dn«*  vko.  wfcieb  a  cnuis  dass  t4  ' 

-"* "^-a  have  aMVWd  »   be  a  aalBial 

'     akiW 


beset  us  Bl  all  stages  of  life,  and  are  alwap 
Bueh  indifferent  company,  that  it  seems  hard 
we  bhould,  ai  any  stage,  be  forced  and  feled 
not  only  to  meet,  but  to  yield  to  ihem  1  and  ei 
scn-e  for  a  term  in  their  leprous  annada.    1 
hope  it  is  not  so.     Clear  wc  are,  at  aU  eveaU, 

service,  but  only  our  determining  lo  dcsen 
froin  it,  that  fits  us  for  true  manly  Action.  We 
become  men,  not  aAer  we  have  been  dinipated, 
and  disappointed  in  the  chase  of  false  pleasDR; 
but  oiter  we  have  ascertained,  in  any  way, 
what  impassable  barriers  hem  us  io  throngk  , 
this  life ;  how  mad  it  is  to  hope  for  content- 
ment to  our  infinite  soul  from  lie  gifit  of  Ihif  I 
eiiremely  finite  world!  that  a  man  must  be  I 
snfficieni  for  himself;  and  that  "  for  snffrfii^ 
and  enduriuR  there  is  no  remedy  but  iirimj 
and  doing."  Manhood  begins  when  we  have 
in  any  way  made  truce  with  Necessity ;  begins, 
at  all  events,  when  we  have  surrendered  to 
Necessity,  as  the  most  pan  only  do ;  but  beglat 
joyfully  and  hopefully  only  when  we  ixn 
reconciled  ourselves  lo  Necessity ;  and  tbot,  ib 
reality,  triumphed  over  il,  and  fell  that  in 
Necessity  we  are  free.  Surely,  such  lesMm 
as  this  last,  which,  in  one  shape  or  other,  ts  I 
ihe  grand  lesson  for  every  mortal  man,  an 
better  learned  from  the  lips  of  n  devout  isMlwr. 
in  the  looks  and  actions  of  a  devout  faAer, 
while  the  heart  is  yet  son  and  pliant,  IhU  tl 
collision  with  the  sharp  adamant  of  f^au,iXr 
trading  as  to  shipwreck  us.  when  th«  hfUf  b 
gron-n  hard,  and  may  be  broken  before  lt<U 
become  contrite!  Had  Bums  con  tinned  ID  , 
learn  this,  as  he  was  already  learning  it,  inUa 
fatltcr's  cottage,  he  wonldhave  learned  it  folly, 
which  he  never  did, — and  been  saved  maora  ' 
Jasiiug  aberration,  many  a  bitter  hour  and  ynr 
ofTemorsefnl  sorrow.  , 

It  seems  lo  us  another  circumstance  of  bUl 
.port  in  Bums's  history,  that  at  this  lime  too 
became  involved  in  the  religious  qnamlt    . 
his  district;  that  he  was  enlisted  and  fea^«d,    1 
the  fiEhiing  man  of  the  New-Light  Piiert- 
bood,  in  their  highly  unprofitable  watftn.    At 
tables   of  ihese    free-minded  cln{y,  be 
learned  much  more  than  was  needfal  for  bin. 
Such  liberal  ridicute  of  fanaticism  awakaed 
bis  mind  scmples  about  RelijipoD  itselft  and 
whole  wnrM  if  Donhts,  which  il  reqniRd    < 
quite  another  set  of  coojurors  than  these  mea    I 
lo  eiorcise.    We  do  not  say  that  such  an  ift-  li 
lellcctashisceBM  have  escaped  similar  donbU. 
at  some  period  of  bis  btUori- ;  or  even  Ibal  be 
eoaU.  Bl  a  later  penf<d.  hare  come   Ihroogb    1 
tbewi  alaoftiher  TwixoMts  and  Unharmed :  bat 
il  se«a»  pecalUftr  «Bio«t«tuile  Ibai  this  line, 
Bt*t*  all  o(b*n.sim«M  hare  been  fixed  for  tbr 
Witt  principles  assailed 
by  rri  cjckapla  turn  wiibcmt.  by  "  pttssiosa 
n^imt  t^  deiaottt'  BtMB  within,  he  had  1^ 
M^  «f  »b«ftim  Mnginiias  10  whisper  it 
»>  ta  «b«  hea«  *t  *k  battk.  or  lo  cut  of  U« 
.  defeated.     H«  lottt 
;  his-  mind  is  at  ran- 
wi*  jBalT:  Ar  vUdirtany  no  longer  Biv- 
aiefa;bW«AtB*su<e>  .ind  wild  Repent- 


p«anM.  as  f«w  ooimpud  worldlings  can  eyea 
coatxive,  is  desUtijed  ia  the  e;es  or  men ;  and 
bU  ooly  rrfuge  consists  m  irying  tu  Ji^believe 
bis  smUiDMs,  uid  is  but  a  refuge  of  lies.  The 
blkckrat  desperation  dot  gathers  over  hjin, 
broken  only  by  the  red  lightniitgs  of  remorse. 
nc  vhole  fabric  of  his  life  i$  blasled  aaunder; 
far  DOW  nol  onlj  hts  character,  bol  his  per- 
Moal  hbcnr,  b  to  b«  lost:  men  and  Fortune 
we  leaguefl  for  his  hurt:  "hongry  Rnin  has 
kin  in  the  wind."  He  sees  no  fscape  hui  the  I 
■ddefti  of  all :  eiile  from  his  loved  country,  to  ! 
a  Montrj  in  every  sense  inhospilable  and  ab- , 
berrroi  to  him.  While  the  "glocmy  night  m 
{■Aering  fast,"  in  mental  ftorni  and  soluude. 
■swell  as  in  physical,  he  sings  his  wild  fare- 
veil  to  Scolluid: 


Ufbl  breaks  suddenlf  in  on  him  in  floods : 
M.  nill  •  IbUe  transilory  light,  and  no  real 
HbAiuc.  He  is  invited  to  Edinbur;^h ;  hasteni 
Ulher  with  BDiicipaliOK  heart;  i«  welcomed 
n  in  triumph,  and  wiili  universal  blatidish- 
■wnt  and  acclamniion ;  whatever  is  viseti. 
•hjlevrr  Is  greatest,  or  loveliest  there,  gathers 
rMtid  him,  Li)  gaze  on  his  face,  to  show  him 
honour,  sympathy,  affection.  Buras's  appear- 
lace  among  the  sages  and  nobles  of  Edinburgh. 
MOtl  be  regarded  as  one  of  the  most  «ingnTar 
pbenomcna  in  modfrn  Literature ;  almost  like 
Ihe  appearance  of  some  Napoleon  among  the 
erowueJ  sovereigns  of  modern  Pnlirics.  Por 
ii  ii  Dowist  as  a  "mockery  king."  set  thprp  liy 
fKvur,  transiently,  and  for  a  purpose,  that  he 
will  let  himself  be  irealedj  still  less  is  he  I 
mad  Rien7-i,  vhose  sudden  elevation  turns  his 
tM  weak  hend :  but  he  stands  there  on  Ws  own 
basis:  cool,  unaslonished.  holding  his  equal 
lank  from  Nature  herself:  putting  forth  no 
claim  which  there  is  not  strength  in  him,  as 
well  as  about  him.  to  vindicate.  Mr.  Lock- 
lun  has  Eome  forcible  observations   on   Ibis 

■•  It  needs  no  efllirt  of  Imagination,"  says  he, 
"  to  conceive  what  the  sensations  of  an  isolated 
m  of  scholars  (almost  all  either  clergymen  or 
pmlel»i>rs)  must  have  been,  in  the  presence 
of  Ibis  big-boned,  hlack-browed,  bran'Ry 
Unn^r.  with  his  great  Hashing  eyet.,  who. 
luring  forced  his  way  among  them  from  the 
plooKh-tJiil,  at  a  single  stride,  manifested  in 
lh«  wbnlr  strain  of  his  bearing  and  conversa- 
tion, a  iDOtl  thorough  conviction  that  in  the 
society  of  the  mo't  eminent  men  of  his  DaiioD. 
be  waa  eiacily  where  he  was  entitled  to  be ; 
hardly  'leigned  to  flatter  them  by  Mhibiling 
even  an  occasional  symptom  of  being  flattered 
iif  their  notice;  by  turns  caliuly  measured 
fauaseirBgainslibe  most  cultivated underslan d- 
iags  of  hi)  time  in  discussion ;  overpowered 
IbetninKi  of  the  most  celebrated  convivialisis 
by  broad  floods  of  merriment,  impregnaleil 
with  all  the  burning  life. of  genius;  astounded 
btnomn  habitually  enveloped  in  the  ibrice-piled 
toU»  of  social  reserve,  by  compelling  them  tn 
Dcmble, — nar>  to  tremble  visibly, — beneath  the 
fearless  loach  of  nalnral  pathos;  and  all  this 
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without  indicating  the  smallest  willingness  in 
be  ranked  atnong  those  prolcsaional  ministers 
of  excitement,  who  are  content  to  be  paid  in 
money  and  smiles  for  doing  what  the  spectators 
and  auditors  would  be  ashamed  of  doiae  in 
their  own  persons,  even  if  they  had  the  power 
of  doing  it;  and  last,  and  probably  worst  of  all, 
who  was  known  to  be  in  the  habit  of  enliven- 
ing ADCieties  which  they  would  have  scorned 
tn  approach,  still  more  freqaenity  than  their 
own,  with  eloquence  no  less  magmlicenl :  with 
wit,  in  all  likelihood  still  more  daring:  often 
enough  as  the  superiors  whom  he  fronttd 
without  alarm  raigbt  bare  guessed  from  the 
beginning,  and  had.  ere  long,  no  occasion  to 
guesK,  with  wit  pototed  at  themselves." — p.  131. 
The  farther  we  remove  from  this  tcene,  the 
more  singular  will  it  seem  to  us :  details  of  the 
exterior  aspect  of  it  are  alreadv  full  of  inte- 
rest Most  readers  recollrci  Mr.  Walker's  .per- 
sonal interviews  with  Burns  as  among  the 
best  passages  of  his  Narrative;  a  time  will 
come  when  this  reminiscence  of  Sir  Walter 
Scon's,  slight  though  it  is.  will  also  be  prc- 

"As  tot  Burns,"'  writes  Sir  Waller.  "I  may 

truly  say  Vtrgilaim  viiH  lanltan.  1  was  a  lad 
of  GAeen  iu  IT8G — T,  when  he  came  Gnt  to 
Edinburgh,  but  had  sense  and  feeling  enough 
to  be  much  interested  in  his  poelrj-,  nml  wotild 
have  given  the  world  to  know  bim  :  but  I  hod 
very  liule  acquaintance  with  any  literary  pe> 
pie ;  and  still  less  with  the  gentry  of  the  west 
country,  the  two  sets  that  he  most  frequented. 
Mr.  Thomas  Grierson  was  al  that  time  a  clerk 
of  my  father's.  He  knew  Burns,  and  pro- 
mised In  ask  him  to  his  lodgings  to  dinner,  bui 
had  no  opportunity  to  keep  his  word;  otherwise 
I  might  have  seen  more  of  this  distinguished 
man.  .Ks  it  was,  I  s«w  bim  one  day  at  the  late 
venerable  Professor  FcrgoBon's,  where  there 
were  several  gentlemen  of  liierat?*  reputation, 
among  whom  I  remember  the  celebrated  Mr. 
Dugald  Stewart  Of  course,  we  youngsiera 
sat  silent,  looked  and  listened.  The  only  thing 
I  remember,  which  was  remarkable  in  Buma'i 
manner,  was  the  eflect  produced  upon  bim  by 
a  print  of  Bunbury's,  representing  a  soldier 
lying  dead  on  the  snow,  his  dog  sitting  in  mi- 
sery on  ona  side, — on  the  other,  his  widow, 
wiih  a  child  in  her  arms.  Tliese  lines  were 
written  beneath: 

"Cold  (W  ClDSdllB  hUlI,  ar  Mtmlcn't  plain. 


TIh  elilld  of  mtKiy  txpllicd  In  tasn." 

"  Boms  seemed  much  aflecied  by  the  print, 
or  rather  by  the  ideas  which  it  suggested  to  his 
mind.  He  actually  shed  tears,  He  asked 
whose  the  tines  were,  and  it  chanced  that  no- 
body hot  myself  remembered  that  they  occur 
in  a  half-forgoiten  poem  of  Langhome's,  called 
by  the  unpromising  litle  of  "  The  Justice  of 
Pence."  I  whispered  my  information  to  a 
friend  present,  he  mentioned  it  to  Bams,  who 
rewarded  me  with  a  look  and  a  word,  whii^, 
though  of  mere  civility,  I  then  recev<(C&  voh 
still  recollect  wiih  verj  gtcu.  ^XtftSitn^. 
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the  poel,  had  I 
Tcry   sagacious    • 
Scotch  achool,  i 


"Bis  person  was  strong  and  robusi;  his 
lannets  rustic,  not  clownish;  a  son  of  digoi- 
fied  plainness  and  simpliciljr.  which  received 
pan  of  its  eflect  perhaps  from  one's  knowled^E 
of  his  eilraordinary  talents.  His  features  are 
represenled  in  Mr.  Nasmytli's  piciare :  but  to 
me  it  conveys  the  idea  that  they  are  dimi- 
in  perspective.  I  think  his 
more  nsssivp  than  it  looks 
traits.  I  should  have  taken 
>t  known  what  he  was,  for  a 
lElry  farmer  of  the  old 
JOB  of  your  modern  agri- 
ctilrorisls  who  keep  labourers  for  their  drudg- 
ery, bat  the  doutt  gudrman  who  held  his  own 
plough.  There  was  a  strong  eiprestion  nf 
sense  siiid  shrewdness  in  all  his  lineaments ; 
the  eye  alone.  I  think,  indicated  the  poetical 
character  and  lemperntnent.  It  was  Ui^e, 
and  of  a  dark  casi,  which  glowed  (t  say  lite- 
riUy  glwxd)  when  he  spoke  with  feeling  or 
ioierest.  I  never  saw  such  another  eye  in  a 
boniui  head,  though  I  have  seen  the  moat  dis- 
lingoished  men  of  my  time.  His  conversa- 
tion expressed  perfect  self-confidence,  without 
the  slightest  presumption.  Among  the  men 
who  were  the  most  learned  of  their  time  and 
country,  he  expressed  himself  with  perfect 
firmness,  but  without  the  least  intrusive  for- 
wardness;  and  when  he  differed  in  opinion, 
he  did  not  hesitate  to  express  it  firmly,  yet  at 
the  same  lime  with  modesty.  I  do  not  remem- 
ber any  part  of  his  conversation  distinctly 
enough  Id  be  quoted:  nor  did  I  ever  see  him 
B^in,  eicepi  in  the  street,  where  be  did  not 
recognise  me,  as  I  coutd  not  expect  he  shoulJ. 
He  was  much  caressed  in  Edinburgh :  but 
(considering  what  literary  emoluments  have 
been  since  his  day)  the  effbrls  made  for  bis 
relief  were  extremely  trifling. 

"  I  remember,  on  this  occasion  1  mention,  I 
thought  Bums's   acquaintance   with  English 

fioetrjr  was  rather  limited ;  and  also,  that  hav- 
ng  twenty  limes  the  abilities  of  Allan  Kamsay 
and  of  Ferguson,  he  talked  of  them  with  too 
BUOh  humility  us  his  models:  there  was 
doubtless  national  predilectiou  in  bis  estimate. 
"This  is  all  I  can  tell  you  about  Bams.  I 
bRva  only  id  add,  that  his  dress  corresponded 
with  hia  manner.  He  was  like  a  farmer 
drasaed  in  his  best  to  dine  with  the  laird.  I 
da  not  speak  in  uialaat  partrm,  when  I  say,  I 
nevrr  atw  a  man  in  company  with  his  supe- 
riors in  station  or  information  more  perfectly 
tm  IVom  either  the  reality  or  the  aflet^iatiun  of 
f  mbarratiment.  I  was  told,  but  did  not  observe 
bt  thit  bin  luldreis  to  females  was  extremely 
d*IVr#nliKt,  and  always  nith  a  turn  either  10 
the  pullielie  or  hiiinorvus,  which  engaged  their 
•Itention  parlieiilarly,  I  hni-e  heard  the  late 
DtiehCiSS  of  Oorrton  remnrt  this. — I  do  not 
know  any  thing  I  can  add  l»  these  reeollectioDs 
of  forty  ye»ni  ■inc"."— pp.  lis— II6. 

The  conduct  of  Duma  under  this  daziling 
bitt*  of  fkvtiuri  the  calm,  unafleeted,  inaulj 
•naiiner.ln  »hl<ih  h«  not  only  bore  it,  but  esii- 

tmalvd  tt*  VbIu*.  has  justly  been  regnnlcd  as 
ih*  liMt  pnvif  thai  could  m  given  of  his  real 
Vigour  and  tuiegrity  of  mind.  A  liule  natural 
««hlt>,  Mtin*  toue.hea  of  hypoeriu'cal  modesty, 
WHe' ffunutfrinci  oT  «fltelUion,  al  l«ut  tome ! 


fear  of  being  thought  affected,  we  eonTd  tan 
pardoned  in  almost  any  man ;  hot  no  soeh  i»- 
dication  is  to  be  traced  here.  In  his  anenB- 
pled  situation  the  young  peasant  is  not  a 
moment  perplexed;  so  many  slrange  ligbli 
do  not  confuse  bim,  do  not  lead  bim  astray. 
Nevertheless,  we  cannot  but  perceive  that  Ibis 
winter  did  him  great  and  lasting  injury.  A 
somewhat  clearer  knowledge  of  men's  aflain, 
scarcely  of  their  characters,  it  did  afford  bim : 
but  a  sharper  feeling  of  Fortune's  unequal  ar- 
rangements in  their  social  destiny  it  also  left 
with  him.  He  had  seen  the  gay  and  gorgeou 
arena,  in  which  the  powerful  are  bom  10  play 
their  parts ;  nay,  had  himself  stood  in  <be 
midst  of  it;  and  he  fell  more  bitterly  thai 
ever,  that  here  he  was  but  a  lookeiyw,  and 
badnoparlorlotin  that  splendid  game.  From 
this  time  a.  Jealous  indignant  fear  of  social 
degradation  takes  possession  of  him ;  vA 
perverts,  so  far  as  aught  coutd  pei^ert,  bll 
private  contentment,  and  his  feelings  lowardt 
his  richer  fellows.  It  was  clear  enongb  lo 
Bams  that  he  bad  talent  enough  to  mafcea 
fortune,  or  a  hundred  fortunes,  could  be  bU 
have  rightly  willed  lhi!> ;  it  was  clear  also  IbU  , 
he  willed  something  far  difierent,  and  lber»  { 
fore  could  not  make  one.  Unhappy  it  wn 
that  he  had  not  power  to  choose  the  one,  ud 
reject  the  other;  but  must  halt  for  ever  b» 
Iween  two  opinions,  [wo  objects ;  makilf 
hampered  advancement  towards  either.  Bid 
so  is  it  with  many  men:  we  "long  tot  (be 
merchandise,  yet  would  fain  keep  the  piiec^ 

and  BO  stand  chaffering  with  Fate  in '  ~" 

altercation,  till  the  Night  come,  nod  < 


ineffectuj 

seems  to  have  looked  at  Bums  wit^k  ny 
true  ^ympaihy.  or  indeed  much  otherwise  ibtn 
as  at  a  highly  curious  Oting.  By  the  great, 
also,  he  is  treated  in  the  customary  &sbiont 
entertained  at  their  tables,  and  disnusaedr 
certain  modica  of  pudding  and  praise  an, 
from  time  to  lime,  gladly  exchanged  lor  tbe 
fascination  of  his  presence ;  which  eieba^e 
once  efleded,  the  bargain  is  finiafaediUid  ewb 
party  goes  his  several  way.  At  the  end  of  ibis 
strange  season.  Bums  gloomily  sums  vf  bis 
gains  and  losses,  and  ineditues  on  Ifae  chudc 
future.  In  money  be  is  somewhat  richer;  i* 
^me  and  the  show  of  happiness,  infioiiely 
richer;  but  in  the  substance  of  ii,  M  pootiis 
ever.  Nay  poorer,  for  his  heart  ts  now  ■*&■ 
dened  still  more  wiib  the  fever  oTmeTe  wmU- 
ly  Ambition  ;  and  through  long  j*»n  the  t> 
ease  will  rack  him  with  anprti6ia)ile  loKtiW 
and  weaken  his  strength  hi  all  tnse  ud  wJAt 

What  Burns  wa.<  next  10  do  oc  aroidi  fa«v 
a  man  so  citcnmstanced  was 
himself  towards  his  Inie  adiantage,  Hiftel 
this  point  of  lime  have  bera  ■  qoestiiNi  fi    ~* ' 
wisest:  and  it  was  a  qneslioo  «b 
left  altogether  to  answer  for  I 
learned  or  rich  patrons  it  hftd  1 
individual  10  turn  a  1'       '      ' 


maner.  Withoqt  claimiDg  for  Burns  the  praise 
of  perfect  sagacity,  we  mn&I  say,  Ihat  his 
Excise  and  Farm  scheme  does  not  lepin  to  us 
1  TFry  uDreasonable  one ;  nnd  ihai  vie  should 
be  »t  a  loss,  even  nov.  to  suggest  nne  decided- 
ly belter.  Some  of  his  admirers,  indeed,  arf 
MUtdalited  at  his  ever  resolving  lo  gau^e :  and 
*obIi)  have  had  him  apparently  lie  still  at  the 
pool,  till  the  spirit  of  Palronnge  should  slir  the 
*aien,  uid  iheu  heal  \rlth  one  plunge  all  bin 
vorldlr  sorrows !  We  fear  such  couosellorii 
kaev  bal  Ultle  of  Burns ;  and  did  nol  coosider 
tol  happiness  might  in  all  eases  be  cheaply 
k>d  by  wailing  for  the   fulfilment  of  golden 


I  that  i 


the 


j^tuner  mnsi  die  of  hunger.  It  redecls  credit 
a  Ibc  manliness  and  sound  sense  of  Burns, 
imt  be  fell  so  early  on  what  ground  he  was 
■udtnf ;  and  preferred  self-help,  nn  the  hum- 
Hen  «^le,io  dependence  and  inaction,  though 
•U  hope  of  far  more  splendid  pnssibi  lilies. 
tn  eren  these  possibilities  were  not  rejected 
■  Ua  Kh«me:  ha  might  expect,  if  it  chanced 
ta  he  kuf  any  friend,  lo  rise,  in  no  long. 
■vkri,  into  something  even  like  opalence  and 
Wni»;  while  again,  if  it  chanced  Ibat  he  had 
l»<Keod,  he  could  still  lire  in  security^  and 
-fertile  rest,  he  "did  not  intend  to  borrow 
tmtoar  from  any  profession."  We  think  then 
ttu  his  plan  was  honest  and  wetl-calculated  ; 
tB  tamed  on  the  eiecoiion  of  it.  Doubtless  it 
tHril:  yet  not.  we  belieie,  from  any  vice  in- 
taKBt  in  itself,  Nay  ilter  all,  it  was  t>o  failure 
tt  cxKrnal  means,  bat  of  internal  that  over- 
nok  Bams.  His  was  no  bankruptcy  of  Ihe 
|«W,  but  of  the  soul ;  to  his  last  day,  he 
wed  DO  mitn  any  thing. 

Meaowhile  he  begins  well:  with  two  good 
•id  wise  actions.  Hi^;  donation  to  his  moiher. 
•ntffcrni  from  a  man  whose  income  had 
iHth  been  seven  pnunds  a-year,  was  worthy 
■ftiia,  and  not  more  than  wonhy.  Generous 
•bOh  Mid  wonhy  of  htm,  was  his  Ireaimenl  of 
te  woman  whose  life's  welfare  now  depended 
«■  Urn  pleasure.  A  friendly  observer  might 
ten  hoped  serene  days  for  him:  his  mind 
itiM  Itaetrtie  road  to  peace  with  itself:  what 
<lMfB«U  be  still  wants  will  be  given  as  he 
pDHwds;  for  the  be^ii  teacher  of  duties,  that 
ttU  Vm  dim  to  nt,  is  the  Practice  of  those  we 
WdWd  have  at  hand.  Had  the  "patrons  of 
patOB,"  who  could  give  him  nothing,  but  taken 
•MkiKg  fi-om  him,  at  least  nothingmore !— the 
WtniM  of  hii  heart  would  have  healed,  vulgar 
■■bition  would  liove  died  away.  Toil  and 
Fragalily  would  have  been  welcome,  since 
Tlrlaedveli  with  Ihenii  and  poetry  would  have 
ihoM  Ibmugli  ihem  as  of  old ;  and  in  her  clear 
f^eival  lighl.  which  was  his  own  by  birth- 
fi^t  he  might  have  looked  down  on  his  earlh- 
IfitttiOJ,  and  all  iis  obstraclions,  not  with 
fMlmee  only,  but  with  lov«. 

SnI  the  patrons  of  genius  would  not  have  it 
Ml    Picturesque  Uiurisis,*  all  manner  of  fash- 


M 

hovered        ' 


ionable  danglers  alter  literature,  and,  far 
all  manner  of  convivial  Mecrona: 
round  him  in  his  retreat  i  and  his  good 
well  as  bis  weak  qualities  secured  them  in- 
fluence over  him.  He  was  Uattered  hy  their 
notice;  and  his  warm  social  nature  made  it 
impossible  for  him  lo  shake  ibemolT.and  hold 
on  his  way  apart  from  them.  These  men,  ax 
we  believe,  were  proximately  the  means  of 
bis  ruin.  Not  (hat  they  meant  him  any  ill; 
they  only  meant  themselves  a  litllc  good ;  if 
he  suffered  harm,  let  Aim  look  to  it !  But  ihey 
wasted  his  precious  time  and  his  precioiu 
talent;  they  disturbed  his  composure,  broke 
down  his  reiaming  habits  of  leniperanee  anfi 
assiduous  contented  exertion.  Theirpamper- 
ing  was  baneful  to  him;  their  cruelty.  WDich 
soon  followed,  was  equally  baneful.  The  old 
grudge  against  Porlune'a  itieqiiality  awoke 
with  new  bitterness  in  their  neighbourhood, 
and  Bums  hid  no  retreat  but  to  the  "  Rock  of 
Independence,"  which  is  but  an  nir-castle,  after 
all.  that  looks  well  at  a  distance,  but  will 
screen  no  one  from  real  wind  and  wet. 
Flushed  with  irregular  cMileraent,  eiaspei^ 
aled  altemalely  by  contempt  of  others,  and 
contempt  of  himself.  Burns  was  no  longer 
regaining  his  peace  of  mind,  but  fast  losing  it 
for  ever.  There  was  a  hollowness  at  the  heart 
of  his  life,  for  his  conscience  did  not  now  ap- 
prove what  he  was  doing. 

Amid  the  vapours  of  unwise  enjoyment,  of 
bootless  remorse,  nnd  angry  discontent  with 
Fate,  his  true  loadstar,  a  life  of  Poetry,  wi^ 
Poverty,  nay,  with  Famine  if  it  must  be  ao, 
was  loo  often  altogether  hidden  from  his  eyei. 
And  yei  he  sailed  a  set,  where,  without  some 
E^uch  !;uide.  there  was  no  right  steering. 
Meteors  of  French  Politics  rise  before  him, 
but  these  were  not  hin  star?.  An  accident  this, 
which  hastened,  but  did  not  originate,  his 
'■  In  the  mad  conienii 
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olHcial  Superiors ;  is  wounded  hy  ihem ;  cruel- 
ly lacerated,  we  should  say,  could  a  dead 
mechanical  implement,  in  any  case,  be  called 
cruel:  and  shrinks,  in  indignant  pain,  into 
deeper  self-seclusion,  into  gloomier  moodineis 
'  an  ever.  His  life  ha<  now  lost  ils  unit;:  it 
a  life  of  fragments;  led  with  lltlle  aim,  be- 
yond Ihe  melancholy  one  of  securing  ils  own 
continuance, — in  iits  of  wild  false  joy,  when 
such  offered,  and  of  black  despondency  when 
they  passed  away.  His  character  before  Ihe 
world  begins  to  suffer :  calumny  is  busy  with 
him;  for  a  miserable  man  makes  more  ene- 
mies than  friends.  Some  faults  he  has  fallen 
into,  and  a  thousand  misfortunes;  but  deep 
criminality  is  what  he  stands  accused  of,  and 
they  that  are  nn!  without  sin.  cast  Ihe  Brtt 


Ihe  French  Revolul 


For  is  he  n. 


a  welt-w 


Tof 


a  Jacobin,  and  there- 


CARLYLE'S  MISCELLANEOUS  WBITtNGS. 


I 


I 

I 


am  in  Ihst  eoe  act  ^ilty  of  allT  These 
Mseusftlions,  potilicsl  and  moral,  il  has  since 
appeared,  crere  false  rnough:  but  the  wnrld 
hesilaledliiilelocreditihem.  Nay.hiscotiviviBl 
MecKnases  themselves  were  niii  the  last  lo  dii 
IL  There  is  reason  lo  believe  <hat,in  hit,  later 
years,  the  Dumfries  Arisiocrncy  hnd  parily 
withdrawn  themselves  rrom  Burns,  as  from  a 
tainted  per»on,  no  longer  wonhy  of  their  ac- 
quaintAnce.  That  painrnl  elas^,  stationed,  in 
all  provincial  cities,  befaiiid  the  outmost  breasl- 
wora  of  Gentility,  (here  (o  stand  siege  and  do 
battle  against  the  ininiMon  ofGroGerdom.  and 
GrazieMom,  had  actnally  seen  dishonnnr  in 
the  society  of  Bums,  and  branded  him  with 
their  veto ;  had.  as  we  vulgarly  say,  i'«i  him  '■ 
We  find  one  passage  in  this  work  of  Mr. 
Lockhart's,  which  wilt  not  out  of  our  thoughts ; 
"A  gentleman  of  that  country,  who^e  avae 
I  have  already  more  than  onee  had  occasion 
to  refer  to,  has  often  told  me  that  he  was  sel- 
dom more  grieved,  than  when,  riding  into 
Dumfries  one  fine  sommer  evening  about  this 
time  lo  attend  a  country  ball,  he  saw  Burns 
walking  alone,  on  the  shady  side  of  the  prin- 
cipal street  of  the  town,  while  the  opposite 
side  was  gay  with  aoccessive  groups  of  gen- 
tlemen and  ladies,  all  drawn  together  for  the 
festivities  of  the  night,  not  one  of  whom  ap- 
peared willing  to  recognise  bin.  The  horse- 
man dismounted,  and  joined  Bums,  who  on 
his  proposing  to  cross  the  street  said:  "Nay. 
nay,  my  young  friend,  that's  all  over  nowi" 
and  quoted, sAer  a  paii^e,some  verses  ofLady 
Qrizzel  Baillie's  pathetic  ballad: 
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It  was  little  in  Bums's  character  lo  let  his 
ftelings  on  certain  subjects  escape  in  this 
ftshion.  He  immediately  after  reciting  these 
verses,  asoumed  the  sprightliness  of  his  most 
pleasing  manner  i  and,  taking  his  young  friend 
home  with  him,  entertained  him  very  agreeably 
till  the  hoar  of  the  ball  arrived." 

Alas !  whett  we  think  that  Burns  now  sleeps 
"  where  bitter  indignation  can  no  longer  lace- 
rate his  heBrt,'"  and  (hat  most  of  these  fair 
dames  and  friiiled  gentlemen  already  lie  at  his 
tide,  where  the  breastwork  of  gentility  is  quite 
thrown  down, — who  would  not  sigh  over  the 
tfain  delusions  and  foolish  toys  that  divide 
heart  from  heart,  and  make  man  unmerciful 
to  his  brother! 

It  was  not  now  in  be  hoped  that  the  genius 
of  Burns  would  ever  reach  maturity,  or  ac- 
compU:<h  ought  worthy  of  itself.  His  spirit 
was  jarred  in  its  melody;  not  the  sofl  breath 
of  nalnral  feeling,  but  the  rode  hand  of  Fate, 
was  now  sweeping  over  the  strings.  And  yet 
what  harmony  was'  in  him,  what  music  even 
I  discords  I    How  the  wild 


charm  for  the  simpleit  and  ihe  wisest;  and 
all  men  l^lt  and  knew  thll  here  also  w 
of  the  Qifted!  "If  he  entered  an  inn  i 
nighi,  after  all  the  inmates  were  in  bed,  the 
news  of  his  amvai  circolated  from  Ihe  cellar 
to  the  garret;  and  ere  ten  minutes  I 
Ihe  landlord  and  all  his  guests  ■» 
bled '."  Some  brief,  pure  moments  of  pnelie 
life  were  yet  appointed  him,  in  the  compoH- 
lion  of  his  Songs.  We  can  onder«tJMd  how 
he  grasped  at  this  employment;  '* 
he  spumed  at  all  other  reward  for  it  (ml  wbil 
the  labour  itself  brought  him.  For  ike  Mtf 
of  Burns,  though  scathed  and  marred,  was  Jtt 
living  in  its  full  moral  strength,  though shuph' 
conscious  of  Its  errors  and  abatement:  aM 
here,  in  his  destitution  and  degradstion,  wat 
one  act  of  seeming  nobleness  and  self-den>t«d' 
ness  left  even  for  him  to  perform.  He  fUv 
too,  that  with  all  the  "thoughtless  folliei" Ifau 
had  "  laid  him  low."  the  world  was  uDJnBI  ai  ' 
cruel  10  him ;  and  he  silently  appealed  It 
another  and  calmer  lime.  Not  as  a  hired  «d- 
dier.  but  as  a  pnlriot,  would  hf  ~ 

glory  of  hts  country;  so  be  cast  from  bin  Ibe 
poor  sixpence  a-day,  and  served  iteaJonslyw 
a  volunteer.  Let  us  not  grudge  hiin  (hit  last 
luxury  of  his  existence ;  let  him  not  baveap- 
pealed  to  at  in  vain!  The  mooey  was  Ut 
necensary  to  him ;  he  struggled  ihrotiKb  w' ' 
out  it;  long  since,  these  gaineas  woidd  fa_  _ 
been  gone,  and  now  Ihe  high-mindednMa  <^, 
refusing  them  will  plead  for  him  tti  all  be 
for  ever. 

We  are  hete  arrived  at  the  crisis  of  Bm 
life;  for  matters  bad  now  taken  such  a  sl..,_ 
with  htm  as  could  not  long  euntinue.    If  iwr 
provement  wns  not  lo  be  looked  for.  Kitare 
could  only  far  a  limited  time  mainlajo. 
dark  and  maddening  warfare  against  Ihe  wi 
and  itself.     We  are  not  medically  infbmid 
whether  any  conunuanee  of  years  was,  at  t*'" 
period,  probable  for  Bums;  whether  his  de« 
is  to  be  looked  on  aa  in  some  seme  an  bm 
dental  event,  or  only  as  Ihe  natural  coat 
quence  of  the  long  series  of  events  Ibu  bl 
preceded.    The  laiier  seems  to  be  the  libitier 
opinion ;  and  yet  it  is  by  no  means  a  ce«  "■ 
one.    Ai  all   events,  as  we   have   said,  i 
change  could  not  be  very  distant.     Three  p 
at  deliverance,  ii  seems  to  us,  were  open  fee 
Burns.-  clear  poetical  activity;   madneaa;    ' 
death.    The  first,  with  longer   life,  wa*  M 
possible,  though  not  probable ;   for  phyaiea) 
causes  were  beginning  to  be  concerned  ia  ir  ■ 
and  yet  Burns  had  an  iron  resolution;  cool 
be  but  have  seen  and  felt,  that  not  onlj  hi 
highest  glory,  but  his  Srst  doty,  and  the  tn 
medicine   far  all   his   woes,   lay   here,    nm 
second  was  still  less  probable ;  lor  his  imMl 
was  ever  among  the  dearest  and  firmeaL 
the  milder  third  gale  was  opened  for  him :  i 
he  passed,  not  sofily.  yet  speedily,  inta  thai 
still  conntry.  where  the  hail-storms  and  fii^ 
showers  dn  not  reach,  and  the  heaviost-lsdn 
way-farer  at  length  lays  down  his  load! 

Contemplating  Ibis  sad  end  of  Bums,  U 
how  he  sank  unaided  by  any  real  help,  n 
cheered  by  any  wise  sympathy,  geaen 
minds  have  sotQeliittes  figured  U 


«iih  a  reproaebrul  sorrow,  that  mach  n 
hjTc  been  don«  for  him;  that  by  counsel, 
aB«eli«n,  and  friendlj  mi niil rations,  he  might 
have  been  savrd  to  himself  and  ihe  world, 
We  qavvtiD It  whether  there  is  not  more  lender- 
D*is  of  hnrt  ihaii  sooadliess  of  judgment  in 
these  suggestions.  It  seemi  dubious  to  us 
vhelhirr  the  nchesi.  wisesi.  most  beueTolenl 
ndiviijual,  could  have  lent  Uurns  any  elTpc- 
MM  help.  Conniel,  whieh  .seldom  profits  any 
h<  did  not  need;  in  his  uoderstandiugi  he 
Ibe  right  from  Ihe  wroiig,  as  well  per- 
i  any  man  ever  did  ;  but  the  persaa 
would  have  availed  him.  lies  m 
«Mh  in  Ibe  head,  as  io  the  heart,  wher 
■VpUttenl  or  eipostulotion  could  have  assisted 
■■ell  to  implant  iu  As  to  money  again,  we 
it  Ml  really  believe  that  this  was  his  eiseii- 
thl  v»iil;  or  well  see  how  any  private  man 
torid,ereopreinppoMnt[Burns'scon!eiit,have 
iMUwed  on  bim  an  independent  fortutie.  with 
Uch  praaiMKI  of  decisive  advantage.  It  js  a 
■flMtfying  trath,  that  two  men  in  any  rank  of 
NCMIj  Miatd  hardly  be  found  virtuous  enoagh 
WfiTe  money,  and  to  take  it,  as  a  necessary 
|y$  viifaont  injury  to  the  moral  eniireness  of 
«f  or  boOk  But  so  stands  the  fact;  Friend- 
■'^—  in  lb«  old  heroic  sense  of  that  lerm.  no 
except  in  the  cases  of  kindred 
If  legal  affinity :  a  U  in  reality  no  lontier 
Bd,  or  recognised  as  a  virtue  among 
A  close  observer  of  manners  has  pro- 
Hteovd  "  Patronage."  that  is,  pecuniary 
tdwr  economic  fiiriherance,  to  be  "Iw... 
an»Ai"  cursing  him  that  gives,  and  him  Ihnt 
■kMl  And  thus,  in  regard  to  outwaid  mal- 
IV>  also,  il  ba;  become  the  rule,  as  in  regard 
ViBward  il  always  was  and  must  be  the  m' 
All  so  one  shall  look  for  efleclual  help 
muOttt;  but  thai  each  shall  rest  contented 
«tt  vhAI  help  be  can  aflbrd  himself.  Such, 
■■'••r.M  Ihe  principle  uf  modern  Honour; 
■MmHj  enough  growing  out  of  Ihai  senti- 
■Hl,  ef  Pride,  which  we  inculcate  and  en- 
«W  1^.11  u  the  basis  of  our  whole  social  mo- 
tlU^t    Many  a   poet   has  been   poorer  than 

qp(Mion>  whether,  without  great  precantions. 
Wn  n  pennon  from  Royalty  would  not  have 
pIM  and  eucoinbered.  more  than  actually 
MliWiJ  him. 

IkBl  leu,  therefore,  are  we  disposed  to  )i 
•M  4Bat)ier  class  of  Bums':  admirers,  who 
■Mm  the  higher  ranks  among  us  of  having 
mined  Burns  by  ibeir  sellish  neglect  of  him. 
W»  have  already  slated  our  doubts  whether 
Aicn  pecnaiary  help,  had  it  been  offered, 
WuM  nave  bent  accepted,  or  could  have 
very  effectual.  We  shall  readily  admi . 
'^aI  much  was  to  bedone  for  Burns; 

Kisoned  arrow  might  have  been 
1  bosom;  many  an  entanglement 
;ut  asunder  by  the  hand  of  the  pow- 
ighl  and  heat  shed  on  him  from  high 
would  hive  made  his  humble  aimu- 
nore  genial ;  and  ibe  softest  bean  ihen 
Ig  might  have  lived  and  died  with  some 
p>n^.     Nay,  we  shall  grant  further,  and 
■ttt  Bum*  Il  IS  granting  much,  (hat  with  all  his 
be  would  have  thanked,  even  with  ei- 
(Mlitade.  any  one  who  had  cordially 
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befriended  him;  patronage. u 
needed  not  Io  have  been  Iwice  so.  At  all  evrBIRi 
the  poor  promotion  he  desired  tn  his  calling 
might  have  been  ^raiileil:  il  was  his  own 
'chcme,  therefore,  lik<?lier  than  auyfltherlobe 
of  service.  All  this  it  might  have  been  a  liuu* 
ry,  nay.  ii  wrs  a  duty,  for  our  nobility  to  have 
dune.  No  part  of  all  this,  ho  waver,  djd  any  of 
them  doi  or  apparently  aiteropi,  orwish  to  do; 
so  much  IS  granted  agaiuu  ihem.  But  what 
then  IS  Ihe  amount  of  ihvir  blame  I  Simply 
that  they  were  men  of  the  wurli],  and  walked 
by  the  principles  of  such  men  ;  that  they  treated 
Burns,  as  other  nobles  and  other  commoners 
had  dime  other  poets  i  as  the  English  did 
Shakspeare;  as  Kiuk  Charles  and  his  cava- 
liers did  Duller,  as  King  Philip  and  his  Orw 
dees  did  Cervantes.  Do  men  gather  grape*  of 
ihonif !  or  shall  we  cut  dnwn  our  thorns  Inr 
yield  inc  only  a/our,  and  bawsl  How,  indeed, 
could  the  ■■  nobility  and  gentry  of  hi>  native 
land"  bold  out  any  help  to  this  "  Scottish  Bard, 
proud  of  his  name  and  countryV  Were  the 
nobility  and  gentry  so  much  as  able  rightly  to 
help  themselves!  Had  tfaey  not  their  giame  lo 
preserve;  their  borough  interests  to  streoglhen; 
diuners,  therefore,  of  various  kind^  lo  eal  and. 
give !     Were  Ibeir  means  more  ihan  adequate 


e  richer  than  £ 


;  many  of  (beta 


■e  poorer ;  for  sometimes  they  had  to  wring 
ineir  supplies,  as  with  thumbscrews,  from  the 
bard  hand;  and,  in  their  need  of  guineas,  to 
forget  their  duty  uf  mercy;  which  Burns  was 
never  reduced  to  do.  I^  as  pity  and  forgive^ 
them.  The  game  Ihey  preserved  and  shot,  the 
dinners  th«y  ate  and  fiave,  the  borough  inte- 
rests they  strengthened,  the  /i"/i  Bahylons  ihey 
severally  builded  by  ibe  glory  of  their  might, 
are  all  melled,  or  melting  back  into  the  prime- 
val Chaos,  as  man's  merely  selfish  endeavours 
are  fated  to  do;  and  here  was  an  action  ex- 
leoding,  in  virtue  of  its  worldly  influence,  wa 
may  say,  through  all  time;  in  virtue  of  its 
moral  naiure,  beyond  all  lime,  being  immortal 
as  the  Spirit ofGoodness  itself;  this  action  was 
offered  them  to  do,  and  light  was  not  givea 
ihem  to  do  it.  Let  us  pity  and  forgive  them. 
But,  better  than  pity,  let  us  go  and  do  utAcnnn. 
Human  suffering  did  not  end  with  ihe  life  of 
Burns ;  neither  was  the  solemn  mandate^ 
"Love  one  another,  bear  one  another's  bur- 
dens," given  to  the  rich  only,  hut  lo  all  men- 
True,  we  shall  find  no  Burns  to  relieve,  lo  as- 
suage by  our  aid  or  our  piiy :  but  celestial  na- 
tures, groaning  under  the  fardels  of  a  weary 
life,  we  shall  still  find ;  and  that  wretchedne» 
which  Fate  has  rendered  miirdrtt  and  luiclnu,  is 
not  the  least  wretched,  but  the  most. 

Stillwedonotthink  thai  the  blame  of  Buras'u 
failure  lies  chiefly  with  the  world.  The  world, 
il  seems  lo  ns,  treated  him  with  more,  rather 
Iban  with  less  kindness,  than  it  usually  showh 
lo  such  men.  It  has  ever,  we  fear,  shown  but 
small  favour  toils  Teachers;  hunger  and  na- 
kedness, perils  and  reviling,  the  prison,  the 
cros<i,  the  poison -chalice,  have,  in  most  lime* 
and  counti-isK.  been  Ibe  inarkei-plaoe  it  ha* 
oflTered  fur  Wisdom,  ihe  welcome  with  whiclk 
il  has  greeted  tho^e  who  ln^«  CAia«  \a  ««• 
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ligll^natidpnriryit.  Humer  and  Socraies,  and 
the  Christian  Aposilex,  belong  to  old  days; 
iinl  the  *orW*  Marlyrologj  was  nol  completed 
wilh  Ihese.  Roger  Bacon  and  Galileo  iar 
gqish  in  priestly  dungeons.  Tasto  pines  in  ih 
-cell  of  a  mad-lionse,  Cainoenn  dies  beting  oi 
the  streets  of  Lisbon.  Bo  neglected,  so  "  pei 
seculed  Ibey  the  Prophets,"  not  in  Judea  only. 
but  in  all  places  where  men  have  been.  We 
reckon  that  every  poet  of  Bums's  order 
should  be,  a  prophet  and  teacher  to  his  age; 
■hat  be  has  no  right  thercrore  to  expect  great 
Itiodness  from  ii,  but  rather  is  boond  to  ' 
great  kindness;  thai  Bums,  in  particnlar. 
perienced  fully  the  usual  proportion  of  the 
world's  goodness ;  and  that  the  blame  of  his 
failure,  as  we  have  said,  lies  nol  chiefly  with 
the  world, 

Where  then  does  it  lie !  .We  are  forceff  Ic 
answer :  With  himself;  il  la  his  inward,  nm 
his  outward  misfortunes,  that  bring  him  to  the 
(hst.  Seldom,  indeed,  is  it  olherwise ;  seldom 
is  a  life  morally  wrecked,  but  the  grand  cauie 
lies  in  some  internal  mat-arrangement,  some 
want  less  of  pood  fortune  than  of  good  guidance. 
Nature  fash  inns  no  creature  without  implant- 
ing in  it  the  strength  needful  for  its  action  and 
duration  1  least  of  all  does  she  so  neglect  her 
masterpiece  and  darling,  the  poetic  soul.  Nei- 
ther can  we  believe  that  it  is  in  the  power  of 
amy  external  circnmsiaoees  utterly  to  ruin  il 
Bind  of  a  man  ;  nay,  if  proper  wisdom  begivi 
him,  even  so  much  as  to  aflect  iu  essenti 
health  and  beauty.  The  siemest  sura-total  of 
all  worldly  misfortunes  is  Death ;  nothing 
Mn  lie  in  the  cup  of  human  wo:  yel  many 
men,  in  all  ages,  have  triumphed  over  Death, 
and  led  it  captive ;  cnnverling  its  physical  vie- 
toiy  into  a  moral  victory  for  themselves,  into  a 
ae^  and  immortal  consecration  for  all  that 
their  past  life  had  achieved.  What  has  been 
done,  may  be  done  again  ;  nay,  it  is  but  the 


portion  of  (his  spirit,  not  of  boisieroos  daring, 
but  of  silent  fearlessness,  of  Self-denial,  in  all 
its  forms,  no  good  man,  in  any  scene  or  time, 
baa  ever  attained  to  be  good. 

We  have  already  slated  the  error  of  Bums; 
and  mourned  over  it,  rather  than  blamed  il. 
Il  was  the  want  of  unity  in  his  purposes,  of 
eousisiency  in  his  aims;  the  hapless  attempt 
to  mingle  in  friendly  union  the  common  spirit 
of  the  world  with  the  spirit  of  poetry,  which  Is 
of  a  far  different  and  altogether  irreconcilable 
nature.  Burns  was  nothing  wholly  ;  and  Bums 
could  be  nothing,  no  man  formed  as  be  was 
can  be  atiy  thing,  bj  halves.  The  heart,  not 
of  a  mere  hot-blooded,  popular  verse-monger, 
or  poetical  RniauralruT,  but  of  a  true  Poet  and 
Binger,  worthy  ofihe  old  religious  heroic  limes, 
bad  been  given  him ;  and  he  felt  in  an  age,  not 
of  heroism  and  religion,  hut  of  skepticism,  sel- 
ftshness,  and  triviality  when  true  Nobleness 
was  hitle  understood,  and  its  place  supplied  by 
a  hollow,  dissocial,  altogelher  barren  and  un- 
ftuilftil  principk  of  Pride,  The  influences  of 
that  age,  his  oprn.  kind,  susceptible  nature,  to 
say  nothing  of  his  highly  untoward  silualion. 
made  it  more  than  usually  difficult  for  him  to 
rejtel  or  resist;  the  better  spirit  thai  was  with- 


in him  ever  sternly  demauded  its  tights,  ia  sv- 
premacy ;  he  spent  his  life  in  eudeavoariag  to 
reconcile  these  two:  and  lost  it.  as  be  mul 
have  lost  it,  without  reeoBcihng  them  here. 

Bums  was  bom  poor;  and  bom  alaotseoa- 
tinue  poor,  for  he  would  not  endeavBnr  lo  be 
otherwise.-  this  il  bad  been  well  could  he  lave 
once  for  all  admitted,  and  considered  asfinaUy 
settled.  He  was  poor,  truly;  but  hundred] 
even  of  his  own  class  and  orderof  minds  hate 
been  poorer,  yet  hare  sufTered  nothing  deadly 
from  it;  nay,  his  own  Father  had  a  to  sortt 
battle  with  ungrateful  lieslinj  than  his  irts; 
and  he  did  not  yield  to  tubal  died  courageoDsly 
warring,  and  lo  all  moral  intents  prerailiBg, 
Hgaiost  it.  True.  Burns  had  little  meana,  b^ 
even  little  lime  for  poetry,  his  only  real  pnrsoit 
and  vooeiion  :  but  so  much  the  more  preeioni 
was  what  little  he  had.  In  all  these  external 
respects  his  case  was  hard ;  but  very  fu  from 
the  hardest.  Poverty,  incessant  drudgeij,u»d 
much  worse  evils,  it  has  oden  been  Ibe  lot  of 
Poets  and  wise  men  to  strive  with,  and  theit 
glory  lo  conquer.  Locke  was  banisbeijt  at  a 
trailor;  and  wrote  his  Eimn  m  iki  Hamta 
Vmlrrttavifing,  sbelieriDg  himself  in  a  Dnieb 
garret.  Was  Mihon  rich  or  at  his  ease,  when 
he  composed  Paraditt  Loil  >  Not  only  low.  bat 
fallen  from  a  height;  not  only  poor  bat  itt- 
poverished;  in  darkness  atid  with  dang«R 
compassed  round,  he  sang  his  immortal  aoeg, 
and  found  fit  audience,  tboogh  few.  Did  mi 
Cervantes  finish  his  work,  a  maimed  siridier, 
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;knowledges  as  its  Gpic,wnnen 
without  even  the  aid  of  paper;  on  seraptrf 
leather,  as  the  stout  fighter  and  voyafer 
snatched  any  moment  from  that  wild  watftre! 
And  what  then  had  these  men,  which  Bant 
wanted!  Two  things;  both  which,  il  netrnt 
to  us,  are  indispensable  for  such  men,  Thef 
had  a  true,  religious  principle  of  moral* :  aid 
a  single  not  a  double  aim  in  their  actiri^. 
They  were  nol  self-seekers  and  self-wonh^ 
pers ;  but  seekers  and  worshippers  of  toae- 
ihing  far  better  than  Self.  Not  per«cMl 
enjoyment  was  their  object;  but  a  higb,h«tiitB 
idea  of  Religion,  of  Patriotism,  of  beano^ 
Wisdom  in  one  or  the  other  form,  ever  boreiM 
before  Ihem ;  in  which  cause,  they  neilhec 
shrunk  from  suflering,  nor  called  on  the  eaiA 
to  witness  it  as  something  wonderful  i  bn 
patiently  endured,  counting  it  blesscdneM 
enough  so  to  spend  and  be  spent.  Thoi  tb« 
"  golden-calf  of  Solf-love,"  however  cnrionilr 
carved,  was  nol  their  Deity;  but  the  IpTiaibk 
Qoodness,  which  alone  is  man's  reasonaWt 
rvice.  This  feeling  was  as  a  celestial  foto- 
in,  whose  streams  refreshed  into  gladaen 
id  beauty  all  the  provinces  of  their  olherwiv. 
loo  desolate  exislence-  In  a  word,  they  willed 
ine  thing,  to  which  all  other  things  were  anb- 
irdinaied,  and  made  subservient ;  and  ihcrelhrg 
hey  accomplished  it.  The  wedge  will  read 
rocks ;  but  its  edge  must  be  sharp  and  tingle: 
'  il  be  double,  the  wedge  is  bruised  in  piecM 
id  will  rend  nothing. 

Part  of  this  superiority  these  men  owed  to 
eir  age;  in  which  heroism  and  devoiedDM 
?re  still  practised,  or  at  least  not  yet  fit- 
believed  in:  but  much  of  it  Ukewiie  iher 
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pmciieal  points,  t9  ihator 
eDjoTweni,  in  a  finer  or  a  coarser  shape,  is  ihc 
only  Ibing  he  longs  and  strives  Tor.  A  noble 
instinct  someltioes  raises  him  above  Ihls  i-bul 
■n  instinct  oalf,  and  acting  only  Tor  momeots. 
Se  has  no  Religion  ;  in  the  shallow  age.  where 
lui  days  were  cast,  Religion  was  not  discrimi- 
nated from  the  New  and  Old  Lighl  /ormi  of 
Religion  ;  and  was,  with  these,  becoming  ob- 
H>Me  in  tlje  minds  of  nen.  His  hean,  indeed, 
i»  alive  with  a  trembling  adoi^iion.  but  there 
e  in  his  nnderslandini*.  He  lives 
fedarkness  and  in  Ihe  shadow  of  doubt.  His 
'  best,  is  an  anxions  wish ;  lihe  that 

_   ibelaia,  ■  a  great  Perhaps." 
S«  loved  Poetry  warmly,  and  in  bis  heart ; 
~"  he  but  have  loved  il  parely,  and  with  his 
undivided  heart,  il  had  been  well.    For 


>uldh 


1  of  Wisdom,  of  Religii  . 
TMoin  and  Religion.  But  this  also  was  de- 
tM  bun>  Kin  poetry  is  a  stray  vagrHni  gteam, 
■Ueh  will  nol  be  extinguished  within  him,  yet 
liHB  nol  to  be  the  linie  light  of  his  palh,  bul  is 
^n  a  Wildfire  that  misleads  bim.    ' 
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idepeodeDl;"  bal  ■<  uoi  necessary  for 
Vm  it)  be  at  one  with  his  own  heart;  to  place 
Mat  was  higheil  in  his  natnre,  highest  also  in 
tt*  life ;  -  to  seek  within  himself  fur  that  con- 
ifaHBCw  and  sequence,  which  external  events 
WMid  for  ever  refuse  him."    He  was  bom  a 

Spo^lr;  was  the  celestial  element  of  hit 
and  should  have  b«en  the  soul  of  his 
CDdMvoiii^.  Lifted  iQlo  thai  serene 
Mbcr,  Wbiiher  he  had  win^s  given  him  lo 
MNB^  be  would  have  needed  no  other  eleva- 
tisH!  Poveny,  Degleci,  and  all  evil,  save  the 
tateralion  of  himself  and  his  Art,  were  a 
■nil  matter  lo  him ;  the  pride  and  the  jas- 
riOM  of  the  world  lay  far  beneath  his  leel ; 
Hdbe  looked  down  alike  on  noble  and  slave, 
M  ^aee  and  beggar,  and  all  ihat  wore  ihe 
Ittia  of  man,  with  clear  recognition,  with 
affection,  with  aympaihy,  with  pity. 
-.rhia  cullore  as  a 

.  kot  abfolulely  idvnniageou: 
klMkiag  back  over  iheir  live*,  have  lestified 
b  Oal  elTeci.  "  I  would  not  fur  much."  says 
Ima  Panl,"  thai  I  had  been  born  richer."  And 
fH  Pawl's  binh  was  poor  enough ;  fur.  in  aii- 
Otbet  place,  he  adds:  "The  priwner's  nliow- 
aMB  11  bread  and  water;  and  I  had  often  only 
4i  Utler."  Bat  the  gold  that  is  refined  in  the 
hoUetl  furnace  comes  out  the  puresl;  or,  as 
fca baa  himself  expressed  it,"the  canary.bird 
(iag*  sweeter  Ihe  longer  il  has  been  trained  in 
•  dai1(«aed  cage." 

A  maD  like  Burns  might  have  divided  hts 
bean  between  poetry  and  virtuous  industry; 
fatdiulpy  which  all  irue  feeling  sanctions,  nay 
pmcribei,  and  which  has  a  beuuly,  far  that 
ttiue,  beyond  ihe  pump  of  ihrunes:  bul  lo 
£ride  bii  bours^iween  poeiry  and  rich  men's 
as  an  ilWtarred  and  Inauspicious 
litw  could  he  be  al  ease  al  such 
What  hud  he  to  do  there,  mingling 
aniic  wilh  the  coarse  roar  of  aUogeibet 
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earthly  voices,  and  brightening  Ihe  thick  smoke 
of  intoiication  wilh  fire  lent  him  from  heaven  T 
Was  it  his  aim  to  enjoy  lifet  To-morrow  he 
musi  go  drudge  as  an  Eiciseman !  We  won- 
der notlhat  Burns  became  moody,  indignant, 
and  at  times  aj>  oSeuder  against  certain  rules 
of  society;  bul  rather  that  he  did  not  grow 
utterly  frantic,  and  run  a-tuwi  against  Ihrm 
all.  How  could  a  man,  so  falsely  placed,  bf 
his  own  or  others"  faull,  ever  know  conieni- 
menl  or  peaceable  diligence  for  an  hour'! 
What  he  did,  under  such  perverse  guidance, 
and  what  he  forbore  to  do,  alike  fill  us  wilh 
asionishmental  Ihc  natural  strength  and  worth 
of  his  character. 

Doubtless  there  was  a  remedy  for  ibis  per- 
vcrjeness  :  but  not  in  others ;  only  in  hinL«elf) 
leaXof  all  in  simple  increase  of  wealrh  and 
worldly  "respectability."  We  hope  we  have 
now  heard  enough  aboui  the  efficacy  of  wealth 
for  poeiry,  and  lo  make  poels  happy.  Nay, 
have  we  nol  seen  another  instance  of  il  in 
these  very  days !  Byron,  a  man  of  an  endow- 
ment considerably  less  eihereal  than  thai  of 
Burns,  is  bom  in  the  rank  nol  of  a  Scottish 
ploughman,  but  of  an  English  peer :  Ihe  high- 
est worldly  honours,  the  fairest  worldly  career, 
are  bis  by  inherilance  :  the  richest  harvest  of 
fame  he  soon  reaps,  in  another  province,  bjr 
his  own  hand.  Aud  what  does  alt  this  avail 
him!  Is  he  happy,  is  he  good,  is  he  iroe! 
.Mas.  he  has  a  poet's  loul,  and  strives  lowarda 
ihe  Inlinite  and  the  Elemal ;  and  soon  feels 
Lhai  all  this  is  but  mounting  to  the  house-top 
lo  reach  the  stars  !  Like  Burns,  he  is  only  a 
proud  man;  might  like  him  have  "purchased 
a  pockei-t^opy  of  Mitian  to  study  Ihe  character 
of  Saian  ;''  for  Satan  also  is  Byron's  grand  ex- 
emplar, the  hero  of  his  poeiry,  and  the  model 
apparently  of  his  conducL  As  in  Burnet's  ease 
too,  the  celestial  element  will  not  mingle  with 
Ihe  clay  of  earth ;  both  poet  and  man  of  the 
world  he  must  not  be;  vulgar  Ambilion  will 
not  live  kindly  with  poeiic  Adoration :  he  eaii- 
WserveOod  and  Mammon.  Byron,  likeBurni, 
IS  not  happy;  nay,  he  is  the  most  wretched  of 
all  men.  His  life  is  falsely  arranged :  the  fire 
ihat  is  in  him  is  not  a  strong,  slill,  central  fire, 
warming  into  beauty  the  products  of  a  world; 
but  it  is  the  mad  fire  of  a  volcano;  and  now. — 
we  look  sadly  into  the  ashes  of  a  crater,  which, 
erelong,  will  fill  itself  wilh  snow ! 

Byron  and  Burns  were  sent  forth  as  mil- 
sionaries  lo  their  generation,  lo  leacb  it  a 
higher  Doctrine,  a  purer  Truth:  they  had  a 
message  lo  deliver,  which,  lefi  them  no  rest 
till  it  was  accomplished;  in  dim  throes  of  pain, 
this  divine  behest  lay  smouldering  wiihia 
them:  for  they  knew  nol  what  it  meant,  and 
fell  il  only  in  mysierioas  nnticipaiion,  and  ther 
had  to  die  without  articulately  uttering  iL 
They  are  in  the  camp  of  the  Unconveded. 
Yet  nol  as  high  messengers  of  rigomos 
Ihnngh  brniirnant  truth,  bul  as  soft  flattering 
singers,  and  in  pleasant  fellowship,  will  thej 
live  there ;  they  are  first  adylaled.  Ihen  perse- 
ruled;  Ihey  accomplish  liitle  for  others;  they 
find  no  peace  for  themselves,  bul  only  death 
and  tne  j-eacf  of  the  grave.  We  confess,  it 
is  not  without  a  certain  mouTuVM\  a.«efti».\w« 
view  the  fate  of  these  noWs  aoo.\s,  »o  tuM^ 


U4 


OABLTLEV  MDBCBUiAlRODS  WKtTIHIGB. 


•%i 


dIMt  jtt  mined  to  so  littto  pnrpote  with  ell 
ttdr  giftti  It  seems,  lo  os  tliere  is  a  stem 
moral  ttqght  in'  this  piece  of  history^— /wict 
told  x»  ID  our  own  time!  Barely  to  men  of 
likt  ^ins,  if  there  be'  any  sach,  it  carries 
with  It  a  lesson  of  deep  impressive  si^ifieance. 
Surely  it  would  become  snch  a  man,  famished 
tor  me  highest  of  all  enterprises,  that  of  being 
the  Toei  of  his  Age,  to  consider  well  what  it  is 
ihathe  attempts^  and  in  what  spirit  he  attempts 
it  For  the  words  of  Milton  are  trae  in  all 
tSmesy and  were,  nerer  traer  than  in  this:  "He, 
iHio  wontd  write  heroic  poemn,  mast  make  his 
whole  life  a-heroic  poem.**  If  be  cannot  first 
so  make  his  life,  then  let  him  hasten  from  this 
arena;  for  neither  its  lofty  glories,  nor  its 
ftarfol  perils,  are  for  him.  Let  bim  dwindle 
into  a  modish  ballad-monger;  let  him  woaiiip 
mad  he-sing  the  idols  of  the  time,  and  the  Sine 
will  not  lail  to  reward  him^ — ^if,  indeed,  he  can 
•Bdvn  to  live  in  that  capacity !  Byron  and 
Bnma  eoifld  not  live  as  idot^riests,  bat  the 
txe  of  their  own  hearts  consumed  them ;  and 
better  it  was  for  thiBm  that  they  coald  not  For 
iC  is  not  m  tiie  farour  of  the  great,  or  of  the 
nuJl»  but  in  a  life  of  troth,  and  in  the  in.ex- 
Mgtfable  eitad^  ^  l>u  own  soal,  that  a 
^rmii's  oraiEhims's  strength  most  lie.  Let 
m  great  stand  aloof  from  him,  or  know  how 
to  rarerenee  him*  fieaatihtl  is  the  onion  of 
wvallh  with  faronr  and  fnrtherance  for  litera- 
tara ;  like  the  costliest  flowerjar  enclosing  the 
lofdiest  amaranth.  Tet  let  not  the  relation 
he  mf'tft^*"-  A  tme  poet  is  not  one  whom 
fbaf  can  hire  by  money  or  flattery  to  be  amin* 
iater  of  theii*  pleasnres»  their  writer  of  occa- 
sional rerses,  their  panreyor  of  table-wit;  he 
cannot  be  their  menial,  he  cannot  even  be  their 
partisan.  At  the  peril  of  both  parties,  let  no 
snch  onion  be  attempted !  Will  a  Courser  of 
the  Son  work  sofUy  in  the  harness  of  a  Dray- 
horse  1  His  hoofs  are  of  fire,  and  his  path  is 
through  the  heavens,  bringing  light  to  all 
lands ;  will  he  lumber  on  mud  highways,  drag- 

S'ng  ale  ibr  earthly  appetites,  from  door  to 
K>r1 

But  we  most  stop  short  in  these  considera- 
tions, which  woold  lead  as  to  boundless  lengths. 
We  had  something  to  say  on  the  public  moral 
character  of  Bums ;  but  this  also  we  must  for- 
bear. We  are  lar  from  regarding  him  as 
guilty  before  the  world,  as  guiltier  than  the 
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arerage;  nay,  firom  doobtiqg  ihaX  he 
gailty  thaii  one  of  ten  thoosimd.  Trie 
tribiu;^  far  more  rigid  than  that  whi 
PlMinta  of  common  civic  reputations  a 
noooced,  he  has  seemed  to  us  even  lb< 
worthy  of  blame  than  of  pity  and  i 
Bot'the  worid  is  habitoally  onjost  in  it 
ments  of  such  men ;  unjust  on  many  g 
of  which  this  one  may  be  stated  as  tl 
stance:  It  decides,  like  a  court  of  law,  1 
statutes;  and  not  positively  but  neg 
less  on  what  is  done  right,  than  on  whj 
is  not,  done  wrong.  Not  the  few  inchc 
flection  from  the  mathematical  orbit 
are  so  easily  measured,  but  the.  rofiec 
to  the  whole  diameter,  constitutes  t 
aberration.  This  orbit  may  be  a  plai 
diameter  the  breadth  of  the  solar  ssrsi 
it  may  be  a  city  hippodrome ;  nay,  th 
of  a  ginhorse,  its  diameter  a  score  of 
paces.  But  the  inches  of  deflection  < 
measured ;  and  it  is  assumed  that  the  d 
of  the  ginhorse,  and  that  of  the  plai 
yield  the  saihe  ratio  when  compar 
them..  Here  lies  the  root  of  many  ) 
crael  condemnation  of  Bomaes,  Swifti 
seaus,  which  one  never  listens  to  i 
provsJ.  Orantedt  the  ship  comes  into  I 
with  shrouds  and  tackle  damaged;  ) 

gilot  is  therefore  blameworthy ;  for  he 
een  all-wise  and  alI-po#erfnl ;  hot  t 
how  blameworthy,  tell  os  first  whet 
voyage  has  been  roond  the  CHobe»  or 
Runsgate  and  the  Isle  of  Dogs. 

Wim  oor  readen  in*  general,  with 
right  feelinff  anywhere,  we  are  not  req 
plead  for  Bums.  In  pitjring  admiral 
lies  enshrined  in  all  our  hearts,  in  a  fai 
mausoleum  than  that  one  of  marble ; 
will  his  Works,  even  as  they  are,  pas 
from  the  memory  of  men.  While  tb4 
speares  and  Miltons  roll  on  like  might; 
through  the  country  of  Thought  beano 
of  traffickers  and  assiduous  pearl-fisl 
their  waves;  this  little  Valclusa  Fount 
also  arrest  our  eye :  For  this  also  is  of  ^ 
own  and  most  cunning  workmanship 
from  the  depths  of  the  earth,  with  a  fu 
ing  currenC  into  the  light  of  day ;  an 
will  the  traveller  torn  aside  to  drink 
clear  waters,  and  muse  among  its  roc 
pines! 
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Tbi  laboorsMii  merilE  of  Heyne  being  teller  I 
faiowa.  ADd  more  juslly  apprecialed  in  England, 
tfaui  those  of  almost  any  olher  German,  whe- 
tb*r  scholar,  poei,  or  philosopher,  we  cannot 
b*l  beli«Te  that  snnie  notice  of  hU  life  may  be 
■eeeplable  to  most  readers.  Accordingly,  we 
bne  menu  lo  give  a  short  abslraci  of  this  vo- 
hme,  a  rainiaiure  copy  of  ihe  "  biographical 
ponnit."  bnimast  first  say  a  few  words  on  the 
pgnrait  itself,  and  ihe  limner  by  whom  ii  has 
tMO  drawn. 

Professor  Hecren  is  a  man  of  learning,  and 
kM*t>  '>('  out  of  his  own  Hanoverian  circk. — 
Meed,  more  or  less  to  all  students  of  history, 
—^  his  researches  on  Ancient  Commerce,  a 
fohnoinou*  account  of  which  from  his  hand 
oqoya  considerable  repuialioD.  He  h  evi- 
talljr  a  man  of  sense  ynd  namral  talent,  as 
veil  ai  learning;  and  his  i^fts  seem  to  lie 
nond  him  in  quiet  arrangement,  and  very 
■neb  at  his  own  command.  Nevertheleas,  we 
eaiHH  admits  him  as  a  wnler:  we  do  not 
tfca  T««kon  thai  such  endawmcQis  as  he  has 
■n  adequately  represented  in  his  books.  His 
Me  twib  of  diction  und  thongbt  is  thin,  cold, 
Wlul,  without  force  or  character,  and  pain- 
ifif  Tcminds  U9  of  college  lectures.  He  can 
^^  rapidly,  but  with  no  freedom,  and,  as  it 
'^m,  anij  in  one  attilude,  and  at  one  sort  of 
Iftanr  Not  that  we  parliculaily  blame  Pro- 
MNT  Beeren  for  ibi&,  but  thai  we  think  he 
afght  have  been  something  better:  These 
'Mlews  in  buckram,"  ver)'  numerous  in  cer- 
Uh  walks  of  literature,  are  an  unfonunaie, 
nfdwr  Ihan  a  guilif  class  of  men ;  they  have 
HIm,  perhaps  unwillingly,  into  the  plan  of 
Mang  bf  pattern,  and  can  now  do  no  other  i 
I  it,  in  Aeir  minds,  the  beaniiful  conies  at  [ 
tote  aimply  synonymous  with  the  neat.  Bv 
■famee  bears  a  family -liken  ess  to  its  prec 
•Of  I  am»l  probably  it  has  a  set  number 
duues;  (three  is  a  favourite  Dumber,  a^ 
OjbUiD,  for  "  the  muses  delight  m  odds ;"]  has 
■Im  a  given  rhythm,  a  known  and  foreseen 
Bn*ie,  liiople  but  limiied  enough,  like  that  of 
ill-bTed  fingers  drumming  on  a  table.  And 
Iken  it  is  strange  how  soon  tbe  outward  rhythm 
umes  the  inward  along  with  ili  BDil  the 
ibonghi  moves  with  the  same  stinted,  ham- 
iining  rub-a-dub  as  the  words.  In  a  state  of 
perfection,  this  species  of  writing  comes  lo 
leicmble  power-loom  weaving;  il  is  not  the 
Bind  that  IS  It  work,  but  some  scholastic  ma- 
chinery which  Ihe  mind  has  of  old  constructed, 
~  '  '  Ihim  afar  observing.  Shot  follows  shi 
lie  unwearied  shuttle;  and  so  the  web 
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a,  ultimately  and  properly,  indeed,  by  th* 
wit  of  man,  yet  tmmediaiely,  and  in  the  meaii* 
while,  by  the  mere  aid  of  time  and  steam. 

But  our  Professor's  mode  of  speculation  is 
liule  less  intensely  academic  than  his  mode  of 
writing.    We  fear  he  is  something  of  what  the 
Germans  call  a  KleraUiiiitr . — menially  as  welt 
as  bodily,  a  "dweJler  in  a  little  town."     He 
speaks  at  great  lengtb.  and  with  nodue  fond- 
i.oflhe"  Georgia  Augusta."  which,  aJterall> 
HI  the  University  of  Giiiiingen,  an  earthly, 
no  celestial  inslitnlion  :  it  is  nearly  in  vain 
he  tries  to  coniemplale  Heyne  as  a  Euro- 
pean personage,  or  even  a^  a  German  one;  be- 
yond the  precincts  of  the  Georgia  AugasU.  his 
r  seems  lo  grow  feeble  and  soon  die  away 
vague  inuiily;  so  we  have  not  Heyne,  the 
man  and  scholar,  but  Heyne,   the  Giittiiigea 
Professor,    But  neither  is  this  habit  of  mind 
any  strange  or  crying  sin,  or  al  all  peculiar  lo 
Giitiingen;  as,  indeed,  most  parishes  of  Eng- 
land can  produce  more  than  one  example  to 
show.    And  yet  il  is  pitiful,  when  an  establish' 
roenl  for  universal  science,  which  ought  to  be 
a  waich-iower  where  a  man  might  see  all  ibe 
kingdoms  of  the  world,  converts  iiself  iuto  a 
workshop,  whence  he  sees  nolbing  but  his  tool- 
box  and    bench,  and   Ihe   world,   in   broken 
glimpses,  through  one  patched  and  highly  dis- 
coloured pane ! 

Sometimes,  indeed,  our  worthy  friend  rises 
into  a  region  of  the  moral  sublime,  in  which  it 
is  didicull  for  a  foreigner  lo  follow  hirrL  Thus 
he  says,  on  one  occasion,  speaking  of  Heyne : 
'■  Iinmnrtal  are  his  merils  m  regard  lo  the  cata- 
logues"— of  ibe  Gnttingen  library.  And,  lo 
ciie  uo  other  instance,  except  the  last  and  besi 
one,  we  are  informed,  that,  when  Heyne  died, 
"  the  guardian  anjrels  of  the  Georgia  Aagusla 
waiied  in  thai  bi^cr  world  to  meet  him  wiib 
blessings."  By  day  and  night!  There  is  no 
such  guardian  angel,  that  we  kivw  of,  for  the 
University  of  Gotlingen;  neither  does  il  need 
one,  being  a  good  solid  seminary  of  itself,  with 
handsome  stipends  from  Oovemment  We  had 
imagined,  loo,  that  if  anybody  welcomed  peo- 
ple into  heaven,  it  would  be  St.  Peter,  or  at 
least  some  angel  of  old  standing,  and  not  a 
mere  mushroom,  as  this  of  GHItingen  must  be, 
created  since  the  year  1738. 

But  we  are  growing  very  ungrateful  lo  the 
good  Heeren,  who  meant  no  harm  by  these 
donnshes  of  rhetoric,  and.  indeed,  does  not 
often  indulge  in  them.  TTie  grand  questions 
with  us  here  are,  Uid  he  know  the  truth  iuthis 
matter !  tiad  was  he  disposed  to  tell  il  honestly  T 
To  both  of  which  questions  we  can  answer 

his  favour.    He  was  Heyne  s  pupil,  collea^tl*, 
MD-m-law,  and  ta  luiew  turn  wtfiwiwftihi  tei 
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thirty  years :  he  has  every  feature  also  of  a  ; 
jast,  quiet,  truth-loving  man ;  so  that  we  see  ' 
little  reason  to  doubt  the  authenticity,  the  inno-  ' 
cence,  of  any  statement  in  his  volume.  What  . 
more  have  we  to  do  with  him  then,  but  to  take  i 
thankfully  what  he  has  been  pleased  and  able  | 
to  give  us,  and,  with  all  despatch,  communi-  ' 
cate  it  to  our  readers.  | 

Heyne's  Life  is  not  without  an  intrinsic,  as  . 
well  as  an  external  interest;  for  he  had  much  j 
to  struggle  with,  and  he  struggled  with  it  man- 
fully; thus  his  history  has  a  value  independent  < 
4}f  his  fame.    Some  account  of  his  early  |rears 
we  are  happily  enabled  to  give  in  his  own 
words;  we  translate  a  considerable  part  of  this  , 
passage,  autobiography  being  a  favourite  sort ', 
of  reading  with  us. 

He  was  born  at  Chemnitz,  in  Upper  Saxony, , 
•in  September,  1729;  the  eldest  of  a  poor  weav- 1 
•er's  family,  poor  almost  to  the  verge  of  desti-  j 
tutioD. 

"My  good  father,  George  lleyne,"  says  he,  | 
''was  a  native  of  the  principality  of  Glogau,  in  ; 
Silesia,  from  the  little  village  of  Gravenschutz. 
His  youth  had  fallen  in  those  times  wWn  the 
Evangelist  party  of  that  province  were  still 
•exposed  to  the  oppressions  and  persecutions 
•of  the  Romish  Church.    His  kindred,  enjoying 
Ube  blessing  of  contentment  in  an  humble  but 
•independent  station,  felt,  like  others,  the  influ- 
ence of  this  proselytizing  bigotry,  and  lost  their 
4k)mestic  peace  by  means  of  it     Some  went 
over  to  the  Romish  faith.    My  father  left  his 
native  village,  and  endeavoured,  by  the  labour 
of  his  hands,  to  procure  a  livelihood  in  Saxony. 
*  What  will  it  profit  a  man  if  he  gain  the  whole 
world,  and  lose  his  own  soul!'  was  the  thought 
.which  the  scenes  of  his  youth  had  stamped  the 
.most  deeply  on  his  mind ;  but  no  lucky  chance 
iavoured  his  enterprises  or  endeavours  to  bet- 
ter his  condition,  ever  so  little.     On  the  con- 
trary, a  series  of  perverse  incidents  kept  him 
continually  below  the  limits  even  of  a  moder- 
ate sufficiency.     His  old  age  was  thus  left  a 
prey  to  poverty,  and  to  her  companions,  timid- 
ity and  depression  of  mind.     Manufactures,  at 
that  time,  were  visibly  declining  in  Saxony; 
:and  the  misery  among  the  working  classes,  in 
.districts   concerned   in    the   linen  trade,  was 
unusually  severe.    Scarcely  could  the  labour 
of  the  hands  suffice  to  support  the  labourer  him- 
self, still  less  his  family.    The  saddest  aspect 
which  the  dtcay  of  civic  society  can  exhibit 
has  always  appeared  to  me  to  be  this,  when 
honourable,  honour-loving,  conscientious  dili- 
gence cannot,  by  the  utmost  efforts  of  toil,  ob- 
tain the  necessaries  of  life,  or  when  the  w»ork- 
ing  man  cannot  even  find  work;  but   must 
stand  with  folded  arms,  lamenting  his  forced 
idleness,  through  which  himself  and  his  family 
are  verging  to  starvation,  or  it  may  be,  actually 
suflering  the  pains  of  hunger. 

"It  was  in  the  extremest  penury  that  I  was 
born  and  brought  up.  The  earliest  compa- 
nion of  my  childhood  was  Want ;  and  my 
first  impressions  came  from  the  tears  of  my 
mother,  who  had  not  bread  for  her  children. 
How  often  have  I  seen  her  on  Saturday-nights 
wringing  her  hands  and  weeping,  when  she 
had  come  back  with  what  the  hard  toil,  nay, 
often  the  sleepless  nights,  of  her  husband  had 


produced,  and  could  find  none  to  bi 
Sometimes  a  fresh  attempt  was  made  th 
me  or  my  sister;  I  had  to  return  to  th< 
chasers  with  the  same  piece  of  ware, 
whether  we  could  not  possibly  get  rid 
In  that  quarter  there  is  a  class  of  so- 
merchants,  who,  however,  are  in  fact  m 
more  than  forestallers,  that  buy  up  the 
made  by  the  poorer  people  at  the  1 
price,  and  endeavour  to  sell  it  in  othe 
tricts  at  the  highest.  Often  have  I  see 
or  other  of  these  petty  tyrants,  with  i 
pride  of  a  satrap,  throw  back  the  pic 
goods  offered  him,  or  imperiously  cut  ofl 
trifle  from  the  price  and  wages  required 
Necessity  constrained  the  poorer  to  si 
sweat  of  his  brow  at  a  grofrhen  or  tw 
and  again  to  make  good  the  deficit  by  st2 
It  was  the  view  of  such  things  that  awa 
the  first  sparks  of  indignation  in  my 
heart.  The  show  of  pomp  and  plenty  j 
these  purse-proud  people,  who  fed  them 
on  the  extorted  crumbs  of  so  many  hui 
far  from  dazzling  me  into  respect  or  feai 
me  with  -rage  against  them.  The  first 
heard  of  tyrannicide  at  school,  then 
vividly  before  me  the  project  to  bee 
Brutus  on  all  those  oppressors  of  the 
who  had  so  often  cast  my  father  and  i 
into  straits :  and  here,  for  the  first  tim 
an  instance  of  a  truth,  which  I  have  sin 
frequent  occasion  to  observe,  that  if  tl 
happy  man  armed  with  feeing  of  his  w 
and  a  certain  strength  of  soul,  does  n( 
the  utmost  and  become  an  open  criming 
merely  the  beneficent  result  of  those  c 
stances  in  which  Providence  has  place 
thereby  fettering  his  activity,  and  gn 
him  from  such  destructive  attempts, 
the  oppressing  part  of  mankind  should 
cured  against  the  oppressed  was,  in  ih^ 
of  inscrutable  wisdom,  a  most  imporia 
ment  of  the  present  system  of  things. 

"  My  good  parents  did  what  they  cou! 
sent  me  to  a  child's  school  in  the  sub'.i 
obtained  the  praise  of  learning  verv  fa 
being  very  fond  of  it.  My  schoolmast< 
two  sons,  lately  returned  from  Leipzig. 
pie  of  depraved  fellows,  who  took  all  p; 
lead  me  astray;  and,  as  I  resisted,  ke 
for  a  long  time,  by  threats  and  mistre; 
of  all  sorts,  extremely  miserable.  So  ej 
my  tenth  year,  to  raise  the  money  for  my 
wages,  I  had  given  lessons  to  a  neigh 
child,  a  little  girl,  in  reading  and  writin. 
the  common  school-course  could  take 
farther,  the  point  now  was  to  get  a  ] 
hour  and  proceed  into  Latin.  But  fc 
purpose  a  ^//rr  profrhm  weekly  was  rec 
this  my  parents  had  not  to  give.  Manv 
I  carried  this  grief  about  with  me  :  how 
had  a  godfather,  who  was  in  ea'jy  c 
stances,  a  baker,  and  my  mother's  half-t 
One  Saturday  I  was  sent  to  this  man  i 
a  loaf.  With  wet  eyes  I  entered  his 
and  chanced  to  fin(l  my  godfather  li 
there.  Beinc:  questioned  why  I  was  oi 
tried  to  answer,  but  a  whole  stream  o 
broke  loose,  and  scarcely  could  I  ma 
cause  of  my  sorrow  intelligible.  My  m: 
mous   godfather  offered  to    pay  the 
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tuehm  oat  of  his  own  pocket ;  and  only  this 
indition  was  imposed  on  me,  that  I  should 
>me  to  him  every  Sandavi  and  repeat  what 
iit  of  the  Gospel  I  had  learned  by  heart. 
his  latter  arrangement  had  one  good  effect 
>r  me« — it  exercised  my  memory,  and  I 
tamed  to  recite  without  bash  fulness. 

**  Drunk  with  joy,  I  started  off  with  my  loaf; 
>S5ing  it  up  time  aAer  time  into  the  air,  and 
arefoot  as  I  was,  I  capered  aloft  after  it.  But 
ereupon  my  loaf  fell  into  a  puddle.  This 
lisfortune  again  brought  me  a  little' to  reason ; 
&y  mother  heartily  rejoiced  at  the  good  news ; 
ly  lather  was  less  content  Thus  passed  a 
ouple  of  years;  and  my  schoolmaster  inti- 
lated  what  I  myself  had  long  known,  that  I 
oald  now  learn  no  more  from  him. 

"  This  then  was  the  time  when  I  must  leave 
ehool,  and  betake  me  to  the  handicraA  of 
ly  father.  Were  not  the  artisan  under  op- 
fusions  of  so  many  kinds,  robbed  of  the 
knits  of  his  hard  toil,  and  of  so  many  advan- 
igu  to  which  the  useful  citizen  has  a  natural 
laim;  I  should  still  sayr— Had  I  but  continued 
a  the  station  o^  my  parents,  what  thousand- 
old  vexations  would  at  this  hour  have  been 
laknown  to  me  !  My  father  could  not  but  be 
axioQS  to  have  a  grown-up  son  for  an  assist- 
mt  in  his  labour,  and  looked  upon  my  repug- 
lance  to  it  with  great  dislike.  I  again  longed 
l»  get  into  the  grammar-school  of  the  town  ; 
bat  for  this  all  means  were  wanting.  Where 
vas  a  gulden  of  quarterly  fees,  where  were 
books  and  a  blue  cloak  to  be  come  at ;  how 
vislfally  my  look  oAen  hung  on  the  walls  of 
Iw  school  when  I  learned  it ! 

"A  clergyman  of  the  suburbs  was  my  se- 
iODd  godfather ;  his  name  was  Sebastian  Bey- 
td ;  my  schoolmaster,  who  likewise  belonged 

0  his  congregation,  had  told  him  of  me ;  I 
res  sent  for,  and  aAer  a  short  examination,  he 
nomised  me  that  I  should  go  to  the  town- 
chool ;  he  himself  would  bear  the  charges. 
Who  can  express  my  happiness,  as  I  then  felt 
t !  I  was  despatched  to  the  first  teacher,  ex- 
ained,  and  placed  with  approbation  in  the 
econd  class.  Weakly  from  the  first,  pressed 
iowo  with  sorrow  and  want,  without  any 
iMcrfnl  enjoyment  of  childhood  or  youth,  I 
res  still  of  very  small  stature ;  my  class-fel- 
9ws  judged  by  externals,  and  had  a  ver}'  slight 

r'aion  of  me.  Scarcely  by  various  proofs 
diligence,  and  by  the  praises  I  received, 
ioold  I  get  so  far  that  they  tolerated  my  being 
rat  beside  them. 

**  And  certainly  my  diligence  was  not  a  little 
lampcred !  Of  his  promise,  the  clergyman, 
adeed,  kept  so  much,  that  he  paid  my  quar- 
irrly  fees,  provided  me  with  a  coarse  cloak, 
iDd  gave  me  some  useless  volumes  that  were 
tying  on  his  shelves  ;  but  to  furnish  me  with 
icbool-books  he  could  not  resolve.  I  thus 
bond  myself  under  the  necessity  of  borrow- 
ag  a  class-fellow's  books,  and  daily  copying 

1  part  of  them  before  the  lesson.  On  the  other 
nod,  the  honest  man  would  have  some  hand 
limself  in  my  instruction,  and  gave  me  from 
ane  to  time  some  hours  in  Latin.  In  hi.s 
rouih  he  had  learned  to  make  Latin  verses : 
Karcely  was  Erawmut  de  CivilUate  Morum  got 
nrer,  when  I  too  mast  take  to  verse-making; 


all  this  before  I  had  read  any  authors,  or  could 
possibly  possess  any  store  of  words.  Thtf 
man  was  withal  passionate  and  rigorous ;  in 
every  point  repulsive ;  with  a  moderate  income 
he  was  accused  of  avarice ;  he  had  the  stifi^ 
ness  and  self-will  of  an  old  bachelor,  and  at 
the  same  time  the  vanity  of  aiming  to  be  a 
good  Latin ist,  and,  what  was  more,  a  Latin 
verse-maker,  and  consequently  a  literary  cler- 
gyman. These  qualities  of  his  all  contributed 
to  overload  my  youth,  and  nip  away  in  the  bud' 
every  enjoyment  of  its  pleasures. 

In  this  plain  but  somewhat  leaden  style  does 
Heyne  proceed,  detailing  the  crosses  and  losses 
of  his  school-years.  We  cannot  pretend  that 
the  narrative  delights  us  much ;  nay,  that  it  is- 
not  rather  bald  and  barren  for  such  a  narra' 
tive :  but  its  fidelity  may  be  relied  on ;  and  it 
paints  the  clear,  broad,  strong,  and  somewhat 
heavy  nature  of  the  writer,  perhaps  better 
than  description  could  do.  It  is  curious,  for 
instance,  to  see  with  how  little  of  a  purely  hu' 
mane  interest  he  looks  back  to  his  childhood  r 
how  Heyne  the  man  has  almost  grown  into  a 
sort  of  teaching-machine,  and  sees  in  Heyne 
the  boy  little  else  than  the  incipient  Gerond-- 
grinder,  and  tells  us  litde  else  but  how  this- 
wheel  after  the  other  was  developed  in  him, 
and  he  came  at  last  to  grind  in  complete  per- 
fection. We  could  have  wished  to  get  some 
view  into  the  interior  of  that  poor  Chemnitz 
hovel,  with  its  unresting  loom  and  cheerless 
heanh,  its  squalor  and  devotion,  its  affection 
and  repining ;  and  the  fire  of  natural  genius 
struggling  into  dame  amid  such  incumbrances, 
in  an  atmosphere  so  damp  and  close!  But  of 
all  this  we  catch  few  farther  glimpses ;  and' 
hear  only  of  Fabricius  and  Owen  and  Pasor, 
and  school-examinations,  and  rectors  that  had 
been  taught  by  Emesti.  Neither,  in  another 
respect,  not  of  omission  but  of  commission, 
can  this  piece  of  writing  altogether  content 
us.  We  must  object  a  little  to  the  spirit  of  it 
as  too  narrow,  too  intolerant.  Sebastian  Sey- 
del  must  have  been  a  very  meager  man ;  but 
is  it  right,  that  Heyne,  of  all  others,  should 
speak  of  him  with  asperity  1  Without  ques- 
tion the  unfortunate  Seydel  meant  nobly,  had 
not  thrift  stood  in  his  way.  Did  he  not  pay 
down  his  gtdden  every  quarter  regularly,  and 
give  the  boy  a  blue  cloak,  though  a  coarse 
one  ?  Nay,  he  bestowed  old  books  on  him, 
and  instruction,  according  to  his  giA,  in  the 
mystery  of  verse-making.  And  was  not  all 
this  something  ?  And  if  thriA  and  charity 
had  a  continual  battle  to  fight,  was  not  this 
better  than  a  ilat  surrender  on  tho  part  of  the 
latter  ?  The  other  pastors  of  Chemnitz  are 
all  quietly  forgotten:  why  should  Sebastian 
be  remembered  to  his  disadvantage  for  being 
only  a  little  better  than  they? 

Heyne  continued  to  be  much  infested  with 
tasks  from  Sebastian,  and  sorely  held  down  by 
want,  and  discouragement  of  every  sort.  The 
school-course,  moreover,  he  says,  was  bad, 
nothing  but  the  old  routine  ;  vocables,  trans- 
lations, exercises ;  all  without  spirit  or  pur- 
pose. Nevertheless,  he  coutinued  to  make 
what  we  must  call  wonderful  proficiency  in 
these  branches;  especially  as  he  had  still  to 
write  every  task  before  he  could  learn  it.    For 


"  As  thes*  pnnue  hoars  bruughi  me 
tkn  moDihlj,  I  BDw  br^n  lo  defend 
hiTl«  agiioit  the  fnimbting  o{  my 
'Hitherto  t  hid  hen  tn  tbt  habit  of  d< 

DCCBnioDilly.  Ihil  1  iiiizhi  ncl  be  loldt 
MlinK  (he ir  bnad  ior  noihing  -.  clolbi 
for  mr  lunp,  I  had  earned  h}-  leachi 
houir;  these  Ihiac;  I  coulii  nov  re 
and  thus  m^  r««diiii  ■  was  in  some  d 
proved.  0«  ibc  Mker  tend.  I  had  ao 
tunitf  oTwriKic  pmoas  othtuer  edii 
gained  ike  ftotvid  tl  the  family ;  at 
aides  the  iMwhaarj  I  K^Berallj  li* 
8dc(i  var^  afcrdwl  me   wme    eo: 

polished  a  faiMe  th»  radacn  of  n  j 

In  ikis  foManal  honte  he  must  h 
Kpuoiu)  vtan  U  esse:  for  he  now 
viiielv  fell  tB  b-m  wah  bis  [mpit's  s 
naite  and  Vanit  maar  Greek  and  Lat 
ui  her  r«B»e :  a*^  had  sweet  dreams 
tu»r  rtn>e  *>B  MfA  as  to  be  worthy 
Ere*  as  BM^ia  «■»<,  W  aciiuirFd  ht 
iJt^U)dihMcfb(«MMher.  Bui  the  gi 
tiw  ^|iiBi(M  wss  how  Id  irel  lo  ( 
had  prom  i:iei 
;  And    uDqae 


»i  It  hrciuelii   l«iy«V-    <M 
■hI  diBqtn^   iM  <■  *B 
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some  pinance,  uid  tl  rare  iniervaU  repealed 
(he  doic;  jret  ever  wilfa  hie  oHn  peculiar  grace  ; 
Dot  UI1  iftvT  DDspeibable  soliciiRCions ;  in 
qaaniiurs  ihai  were  consumed  by  ineiiingaish- 
able  debt,  and  coupled  «ilh  sour  adinonLlioDs; 
my,  on  one  ocoAion  addressed  exiero ally,  "^ 
Mr.  tbyitt.  Etcdiikt  siGLmtiin'."  For  half 
ayrmrhe  woDld  leave  him  without  atl  help;  ihen 
promise  to  come,  and  sec  what  he  was  doing; 
eome  accordingly,  and  reinm  vithoni  leaving 
him  a  penny  :  neither  could  the  destilate  youth 
■rer  obtain  any  public  funherance ;  no  frryiiirh 
(ftee-Iable)  or  Uipettdium  was  lo  be  procured. 
Many  times  he  had  do  regular  meal :  "  oft-tn 
Ml  ihree-halfpence  for  a  loaf  ai  mid-day."  He 
kaged  10  be  dead,  for  his  spirit  was  oflen  sunk 
1b  the  gloom  of  darkness.  "  One  good  heart 
alone."  ^.-lys  he,  "I  fouod,  and  thai  in  the  ser- 
*ioi  girl  of  ihe  house  where  I  lodged.  She  laid 
mt  money  for  my  most  pressing  necessities, 
ud  risked  almost  all  she  had,  seeing  me  in 
nch  frightful  want.  Could  I  bat  find  thee  rn 
Ibe  world  even  now,  ihoo  good  pious  soiil,  that 
I  might  repay  ihee  what  thou  then  didst  for 

Hejne  declares  il  lo  be  sliU  a  myaleiy  lo  him 
kow  be  stood  all  this.  "  What  carried  me  for- 
wanj,"  continues  he,  "was  noi  ambiUon;  tny 
}iniihfol  dream  of  one  day  taking  a  place,  or 
aimiflg  to  take  one.  among  Ihe  learned.  It  is 
ne,  the  biUer  feeling  of  debasement,  of  deli- 
•leDcy  in  education  and  external  polish ;  the 
•ensciousness  of  awkwardness  in  social  life, 
isee^santly  accompanied  me.  But  my  chief 
atrengih  lay  in  a  certain  defiance  uf  fate.  This 
pre  me  courage  not  to  yield;  everywhere  to 
Vf  lo  the  uttermost  whether  I  was  iloomed 
withiiul  remedy  never  to  rise  from  this  degra- 

or  order  m  his  studies  there  could  be  liiile 
upectaiion.  He  did  not  even  know  what  pro- 
fnuoD  lie  was  aiming  aner;  old  Sebastian 
vai  for  theology;  and  Heyne,  though  himself 
■fene  to  it,  aRecled,  and  only  aiTeeted  to  com- 
ply] besides  he  had  no  money  to  pay  cla^s  fees: 


or  this  ill-gnanled  son  was  Winkler's ; 
iUo  which  poor  Heyne  insinuated  himself  to 
bear  philosophy.  Alas!  the  first  problem  of 
iU  philosophy,  ihe  keeping  of  soul  and  body 
together,  was  wellnigh  loo  haul  for  htm.  Wink- 
ttft  students  were  of  a  riotoos  description, ac 
CiUKimed,  among  other  improprieties,  lo  irhnr 
*«i,«crapiug  with  the  feet.  One  day  they  chosi 
M  receive  Heyne  in  this  fashion ;  and  he  couh 
■M  venture  back.  "  Nevertheless,"  adds  he 
ttaply  enough,  "  Ihe  beadle  came  id  me  some 
Hme  afterwards,  di^manding  the  fee:  I  had  m< 
own  shiAs  to  lake  before  I  coold  raise  it." 

Emesli  was  ihe  only  teacher  from  whon 
be  derived  any  benelii :  the  man,  indeed,  whosi 
iadaence  seems  to  have  shaped  the  whole  sub- 
sequent course  of  his  studies.  By  dint  of  ei- 
e»*ive  endeavours  he  gained  admitlBnee  to 
Emetii's  lecinres;  and  here  first  learned. 
aajTB  Heeren. "  what  interpretation  of  Ihe  etas- 
sica  meanL"  One  Crist  also,  a  strange,  fan- 
laitie  Sir  Plume  of  a  Professor,  who  built  much 
m  lasie.  eleeaoce  of  manners,  and  Ihe  llki 
IDoli  aome  notice  of  him,  and  procured  bim 
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Itiile  employment  as  a  pnvale  teacher.  This 
might  be  more  useful  Ihan  his  advice  lo  imi- 
late  Scaliger,  and  read  ihe  ancients  bo  as  lo 
begin  with  Ihe  most  ancient,  and  proceed  repi- 
larly  lo  the  latest  Small  service  it  can  ilo  abed- 
rid  man  to  convince  him  that  walking  is  prefera- 
ble to  qoadfilles !  "  Crist's  Lectures,"  says  he, 
"  were  a  tissue  of  endless  digressions,  whioh, 
however,  now  and  Iheti  eoniamed  eiceileni  re- 
marks." 

But  Hcyne's  best  teacher  was  himself.  No 
pressure  of  distresses,  no  want  of  books,  ad- 
visers, or  enconragement,  not  hunger  itself 
could  abate  hia  resolute  perseverance.  What 
books  he  could  come  at  he  borrowed ;  and  such 
was  his  excess  of  zeal  in  reading,  ihal  for  a 
whole  half  year  he  allowed  himself  only  two 
nights'  sleep  in  Ihe  week,  till  at  last  a  fever 
obliged  him  to  be  more  rooderale.  His  dili- 
gence was  nndirecled,  or  ill-directed,  but  it 
never  rested,  never  paused,  and  must  al  tenglh 
prevail.  Fortone  had  casi  him  into  a  cavern, 
and  he  was  gropmg  darkly  round ;  bat  the  pri- 
soner was  a  giant,  and  would  at  length  burst 
forth  as  a  gianl  into  the  light  of  day.  Heyne, 
without  any  clear  aim,  almost  without  any  hope 
had  set  his  heart  on  allaining  knowledge;  a 
force,  as  of  instinct,  drove  him  on,  and  no 
promise  and  no  threat  could  turn  him  back.  It 
was  at  the  very  depth  of  his  desutnuon,  when 
he  had  not  "  Ihree  gnurfea  for  a  loaf  to  dine  oo," 
thai  he  refused  a  tutorship,  with  handsome 
enough  appointments,  bnt  which  was  lo  have  re- 
moved him  from  the  University.  Crist  had  ml 
for  him  one  Sunday,  and  made  him  the  pro- 
posal :  "  There  arose  a  violent  struggle  within 
me,"  says  he, "  which  drove  me  to  and  fro  for 
several  days ;  to  this  hour  it  is  incomprehen- 
sible to  me  where  I  found  resolution  to  deter- 
mine on  renouncing  the  offer,  and  pursuing 
my  object  in  Leipzig."  A  man  with  a  half 
volition  goes  backwards  and  forwards,  and 
makes  no  way  on  the  smoothest  road;  a  man 
with  a  whole  volition  advances  on  the  ron^- 
esi,  and  will  reach  his  purpose  if  there  be  a 
tittle  wisdom  in  il. 

With  his  first  two  years'  residence  in  Leip- 
zig, Heyne's  personal  narrative  terminates; 
not  becanse  the  nodus  of  the  history  had  been 
solved  tlien,  and  his  perplejiitieJ  cleared  op, 
but  simply  because  he  had  not  found  time  to 
relate  further.  A  long  series  of  slraitened  hope- 
less dap  were  yet  appointed  him.  By  Ernea- 
ti'sorCrist's  recommendation,  he  occasionally 
got  employment  in  giving  private  lessons;  at 
one  lime,  he  worked  as  secretary  and  elassioat 
hodman  to  "Cruscius,  ihe  philosopher,"  who 
fell  a  little  rusted  in  his  Greek  and  Latin; 
everywhere  he  found  the  scantiest  accommo- 
daiion,  and,  shining  from  side  lo  aide  in  ittmrj 
vicissitudes  of  want,  had  lo  spin  out  an  eiEal» 
ence,  warmed  by  no  ray  of  comfort,  except  (be 
fire  that  borni  or  siniioldered  nnquenehtWy 
within  his  own  bosom.  However,  he  had  now 
chosen  a  profession,  that  of  law,  at  which,  as 
at  many  o^rr  branches  of  learning,  he  was 
labouring  with  his  old  diligence.  Of  prefer- 
ment in  this  province  there  was,  for  Ihe  pr^ 
sent,  little  or  no  hope;  but  this  was  no  new 
thing  with  Heyne.  By  degrees,  (oo,  hia  floe 
talents  and  endeavouTt,  and  \us  ^n«ts«' 
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-^  .  leniiaie  in  divinity,  one  Soiinliic, 

■-  his  h«»nselc5sne>j»,  and  iihared  a 

V    "  '.iin  ;  whiTo.  ad  th»*re  wa^  no  un- 

•:-  - :    f  i.  Ilevnc  vlt-pi  on  ihe  rimir.  wiiri  a 

:  r  r  ln^  luihw.     S>   tared  he  as  w 

— :  z    r.  re?:ard  lo  Im  arJ.  he  gailiercd  empty 

.  --: .  :-.  and  ha>i  ihtm  l-uiled;  ihis  was  uat 

■ .  I'T.'.ly  his  i«niy  ir.'-.il. — O.  ye  poor  naked 

:  .> !  what  \\\\i.  I  B-.^hnp  \Vais«»n  sav  u* 

— At  lengih.  ]>y  I'.i:.:  .i"  incredible  sohciia- 

•-  H-yno.  in  ih*.*  a;:iin:!.  I'l"  1753.  (ibiaineJ. 

■  N    >i'creiary'«i;:p.  r-u:  ihe  po>l  of  und«T- 

-  •'-.  .'■■/'if!)  in  till*  Briih!  Library,  wiih  one 

:    :  -i'.*d  'iioltrs  ni"  s.i'.arv  ;  a  "um  barelv  suiTi- 

.  i: :  lo  keep  in  hie.  whu'ij.  indeed,  was  nnwa 

j-ca:  poiiii  wi'li  !'.:!r..     In  >iich  sort  was  this 

}•  111-:;  Nclinlar  •*  Uik'-:i  care  oi." 

Ni-venh«li».  ii  wa>  uiuier  the**e  external 

i-.rcum>tant.T<  ihaiiu-  rn>i  eii:».'red  cm  his  pr»»- 

jer  career,  and  u-nil  ly  made  a  place  for  him- 

■:ui-    >elf  ainuni;  il:e  learned  men  t»f  hi.s   day.    In 

-     \  n  ■:.:  i>    1751,  he  prepared  h\>  tdiii.ii  «'f  Tihiilln>.  which 

..  ..Tic'ied  I  was   printed   i.e.\!  year  at  I.e:pzii:;*  a  wuik 

.  ■  -^:  ■.  u  n  ;  said  in  exhib't  ifniarkabl-  talent,  inasmuch  a^ 

.-    E.' c:.«r. . '■  the   rudime:.;"  if  a";    those  excellence*.  I'V 

J .  .:•*  was  j  which  Heyne  .ir'r'Tward-  became  di>ijiijjni>he I 

.  %.T.  :he  I  as  a  ecimmeri:.i"v .'  or:  ihv  classics,  are  moref  r 

.X     .' have  Mess   apparei.i  ::i    .:."     The   most   illustrnuiv 

J.'    ::  -.^■.er's!  Henry  (.Vui.i  v,:.  Briih!.  in  spite  of  the  deiJ: 
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comes  wroog  in  life ;  and,  surely, 

Heyne  had  need  of  it  all.  How- 
iggled  as  he  had  been  wont:  trans- 
ilets,  sometimes  wrote  newspaper 
it,  when  he  had  wherewithal,  and 
Qdured  when  he  had  not  By  and 
-,  to  whom  he  was  a  little  known, 
a  tutorship  in  the  family  of  a  Herr 
lerg,  which  Heyne,  not  without  re- 
iccepted.  Tutorships  were  at  all 
version ;  his  rugged  plebeian  proud 
business  of  that  sort  grievous ;  but 
over  him,  like  an  armed  man,  and  i 
36  reasoned  with.  i 

k:hduberg  family,  a  novel  and  un- ; 
iries  of  fortunes  awaited  him ;  but  I 

weal  or  for  wo  might  still  be  hard 
le.  The  name  of  Theresa  Weiss 
!  a  sort  of  classical  word  in  biogra- 
QioD  with  Heyne  forms,  as  it  were, 
)ress-and-myrtle  oasis  in  his  otber- 
ind  stony  history.  It  was  here  that 
;  with  her ;  that  they  learned  to  love 
She  was  the  orphan  of  a  **  profes- 
lute;"  had  long,  amid  poverty  and 
>een  trained,  like  the  Stoics,  to  bear 
* ;  was  now  in  her  twenty-seventh 
he  humble  companion,  as  she  had 

the  school-mate,  of  the  Frau  von 

whose  young  brother  Heyne  had 
ich.  TTheir  first  interview  may  be 
n  his  own  words,  which  Hereen  is 
happily  enabled  to  introduce, 
on  the  lOih  of  October,  (her  future 
)  that  I  first  entered  the  Schbnberg 
owards  what  mountains  of  mis- 
as  I  now  proceeding!  To  what 
sues  of  good  and  evil  hap  was  the 
e  taken  up !  Could  I  fancy  that  at 
•nt   Providence   was   deciding    the 

my  life!  I  was  ushered  into  a 
re  sat  several  ladies  engaged,  with 
ful  sportiveness,  in  friendly  confi- 
:.  Frau  von  Schouberg,  but  lately 
:t  at  this  time  distant  from  her  hus- 
preparing  for  a  journey  to  him  at 
lere  his  business  detained  him.  On 
till  beamed  the  pure  innocence  of 
her  eyes  you  saw  a  glad  soft  vernal 
iling  loving  complaisance  accompa- 
scourse.  This,  too,  seemed  one  of 
$,  clear  and  uncontaminated  as  they 
the  hands  of  their  Maker.  By  reason 
her,  in  her  tender  love  of  him,  I  must 

lo  her,  no  unimportant  guest. 

her  stood  a  young  lady,  dignified  in 
fair,  slender  shape,  not  regular  in 
t  soul  in  every  glance.    Her  words, 

her  ever}'  movement,  impressed 
?speci, — another  sort  of  respect  than 
)aid  to  rank  and  birth.  Good  sense, 
ig  disclosed  itself  in  all  she  did. 
i  that  more  beauty,  more  softness, 
r  been  demanded  ;  3'ou  felt  yourself 
nfluence  of  something  noble,  some- 
ly  and  earnest,  something  decisive 
her  look,  in  l}er  gestures;  not  less 
)  her,  than  compelled  to  reverence 

lan  esteem,  the  first  sight  of  Theresa 
pire  me  with.    What  I  noticed  most 
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were  the  efforts  she  made  to  relieve  my  emr 
barrassment,  the  fruit  of  my  down-bent  pride, 
and  to  keep  me,  a  stranger,  entering  among 
familiar  acquaintances,  in  easy  conversation. 
Her  good  heart  reminded  her  how  much  the 
unfortunate  requires  encouragement;  espe- 
cially when  placed,  as  I  was,  among  those  to 
whose  protection  he  must  look  up.  Thus  was 
my  first  kindness  for  her  awakened  by  that 
good-heartedness,  which  made  her,  among 
thousands,  a  beneficent  angel.  She  was  one 
at  this  moment  to  myself;  for  I  twice  received 
letters  from  an  unknown  hand,  containing 
money,  which  greatly  alleviated  my  difficul- 
ties. 

*'  In  a  few  days,  on  the  I4th  of  October,  I 
commenced  my  task  of  instruction.  Her  I  did 
not  see  again  till  the  following  spring,  when 
she  returned  with  her  friend  from  Pragae; 
and  then  only  once  or  twice,  as  she  soon  ac- 
companied Frau  von  Schouberg  to  the  coun- 
try, to  ^nsdorf,  in  Oberlausitz  (Upper  Lusa^ 
tia.)  They  left  us,  after  it  had  been  settled 
that  I  was  to  follow  them  in  a  few  days  with 
my  pupil.  My  young  heart  joyed  in  the  pro- 
spect of  rural  pleasures,  of  which  I  had,  from 
of  old,  cherished  a  thousand  delightful  dreams. 
I  still  remember  the  6th  of  May,  when  we  set 
out  for  ifinsdorf. 

"  The  society  of  two  cultivated  females,  who 
belonged  to  the  noblest  of  their  sex,  and  the 
endeavours  to  acquire  their  esteem,  contributed 
to  form  my  own  character.  Nature  and  reli- 
gion were  the  objects  of  my  daily  contempla^ 
tion ;  I  began  to  act  and  live  00  principles,  of 
which,  till  now,  I  had  never  thought:  these, 
too,  formed  the  subject  of  our  constant  dis* 
course.  Lovely  nature  and  solitude  exalted 
our  feeliags  to  a  pitch  of  pious  enthusiasm. 

**  Sooner  than  I,  Theresa  discovered  that  her 
friendship  for  me  was  growing  into  a  passion. 
Her  natural  melancholy  now  seized  her  heart 
more  keenly  than  ever :  often  our  glad  hours 
were  changed  into  very  gloomy  and  sad  ones. 
Whenever  our  conversation  chanced  to  turn 
on  religion,  (she  was  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
faith,)  I  observed  that  her  grief  became  more 
apparent.  I  noticed  her  redouble  her  devo- 
tions; and  sometimes  found  her  in  solitude^ 
weeping  and  praying  with  such  a  fulness  of 
heart  as  I  had  never  seen." 

Theresa  and  her  lover,  or  at  least  beloved, 
were  soon  separated,  and  for  a  long  while  kept 
much  asunder;  partly  by  domestic  arrange- 
j  mcnts,  still  more  by  the  tumults  of  war.  Heyne 
attended  his  pupil  to  the  Wittenberg  Univer- 
sity, and  lived  there  a  year;  studying  for  his 
own  behoof,  chiefly  in  philosophy  and  German 
history,  and  with  more  profit,  as  he  says,  than 
of  old.    Theresa  and  he  kept  up  a  corres- 
pondence, which  often  passed  into  melancholy 
and  enthusiasm.    The  Prussian  cannon  drove 
him  out  of  Wittenberg:  his  pupil  and  he  wit- 
:  nessed  the  bombardment  of  the  place  from  the 
neighbourhood ;  and,  having  wailed  till  their 
!  University  became  "a  heap  of  rubbish,"  had 
j  to  retire  elsewhere  for  accommodation.    The 
,  yt»ung  man  subsequently  went  to  Erlangen, 
then    lo  Gotiingen.     Heyne   remained  again 
without  employment,  alone  in  Dresden.    The- 
1  resa  was  living  in  his  neighbourhood,  lovely 
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«nd  sad  as  ever;  but  a  uett  bambardmeni 
drove  her  bUo  la  a  dislance.  She  leA  her  ]iLiI« 
property  wiih  Heyne,  who  removed  il  lo  his 
lodging,  anii  delertnined  in  abide  ihe  Pmsstaa 
aiege,  baring  iprieed  no  other  resource.  The 
atok  of  ciries  looks  no  welf  on  paper,  thai  ne 
most  find  a  little  «pace  here  for  Heyae's  ac- 
coonl  of  his  experience  in  ihis  business; 
thoDgh  il  is  none  of  ihe  brighlpsl  accounts: 
and  indeed  conirat^ls  but  poorly  niih  Rabe- 
Bet's  briak  sarcasiic  narrative  of  the  same 
adrenlure;  for  he,  loo,  was  cannnoaded  out  of 
Dresden  at  this  time,  and  losi  Knuse  and  home, 
and  boobs  and  manuscripts,  and  all  but  good 
hamour- 

"The  Prussians  adraneed  meanwhile,  and 
on  the  IBih  of  Juir,  (1760,)  (he  bombardmeni 
of  Dresden  began.  Several  nighls  I  passed,  in 
company  wiih  others,  in  a  tavein,  and  Ihe  days 
in  my  room ;  so  ihai  I  coald  hear  the  baits 
from  ihe  battery,  as  Ihey  flew  through  the 
street,  whizzing  past  my  windows.  An  indif- 
ference lo  danger  and  lo  life  look  such  posses- 
sion of  me,  thai  on  the  last  morning  of  the 
siege,!  went  early  to  bed,  and. amid  Ihe  frighi- 
Ihlte.st  crashing  of  bombs  and  grenades,  fell 
fast  asleep  of  &tigue,  and  lay  sound  till  mid- 
day. On  awakening,  I  huddled  on  my  clothes, 
and  ran  down  siairs,  but  found  the  whole 
hoase  deserted.  I  had  retumetl  lo  my  room. 
considering  whai  I  was  lo  do,  whither,  al  all 
events,  I  was  to  lake  my  chesi,  when  with  a 
tremendous  crash,  a  bomb  came  down  in  the 
cooTt  of  Ihe  house;  did  not,  indeed,  set  fire  to 
it,  bat,  on  all  sides,  shattered  every  thing  to 
pieces.  The  thought,  thai  where  one  bomb 
fell  more  would  soon  follow,  gave  me  wings; 
I  darlcd  down  stairs,  found  ihe  house-door 
locked,  ran  to  and  fro ;  at  last  got  entrance  jnio 
one  of  the  under-rooms,  and  sprung  through 
the  window  into  Ihe  street. 

"  Empty  as  the  slreel  where  I  lived  had  been, 
I  found  the  principal  thoroughfares  crowded 
with  fugitives.  Amidst  the  whistling  of  balls. 
I  rao  along  the  Scblossgasse  towards  the 
Elbe-Bridge,  and  so  forward  lo  the  Neusiadt, 
out  of  which  Ihe  Prussians  had  now  been 
farced  to  retreat.  Glad  that  I  had  leave  in  rest 
anywhere,  I  passed  one  part  of  the  night  ou 
(he  floor  of  an  empty  house  ;  the  other,  witness- 
ing Ihe  frightful  light  of  flying  bombs,  and  a 
burning  city. 

"  At  break  of  day,  a  little  postern  was  opened 
by  Ihe  Austrian  guard,  lo  let  the  fugitives  gel 
out  of  the  walls.  7*he  captain  in  his  insolence 
called  the  people  Lutheran  dogs,  and  with  this 
nick-name  gave  each  of  us  a  stroke  as  we 
passed  through  the  gate. 

"I  was  now  at  large;  and  the  thought, 
whither  bound!  began  for  the  first  lime  lo 
employ  me.  As  I  had  run,  indeed  leapt  from 
niy  house,  in  Ihe  night  of  terror,  t  had  carried 
with  me  no  particle  of  my  property,  and  not  a 
gmcktn  of  money.  Only  in  hurrying  along 
the  Eireet,  I  had  chanced  to  see  a  tavern  open 
(it  was  an  Italian's]  where  I  used  to  pass  the 
lights.  Here  espying  a  furnrloak.I  had  picked 
[  up,  and  thrown  it  about  me.  With  ibis  I 
wallnd  along,  in  one  of  the  ^ollriesl  days,  from 
the  NeusiadI,  over  the  sand  and  tbe  moor;  and 
took  ibe  road  for  i£usdorf,  where  Theresa 


with  her  friend  wa«  slaying:  the  natlier4n' 
law  of  the  taller  being  also  on  a  visit  ts  them. 
In  the  fiercest  heal  of  Ihe  sun,  Ibroa;^  iracll 
of  country  silent  and  deserted,  I  walked  four 
leagues  to  Bischopfwerda.  where  t  hat' 
slAp  in  an  inn  among  carriers.  Towards  mid- 
night  arrived  a  postilion  with  relum  hortei; 
J  asked  him  lo  let  me  ride  one;  and  with  him 
I  proceeded,  till  my  road  turned  off  from  ibe 
highway.  All  day.  I  heard  the  shot*  at  ] 
Dresden  re-echoing  in  Ihe  hills. 

"  Curiosity  at  first  made  my  reception  al 
Mjisdarf  very  warm.  But  as  I  came  lo  appear 
in  Ihe  light  of  an  altogether  desiiiute  man,  fbt 
family  conid  see  in  me  only  a  future  burden: 
no  invitations  lo  continue  wiih  them  followed. 
Tn  a  few  days  came  a  chance  of  ooaveyaae*. 
by  awagoijforNeustadl.lo  a  certain  Franvoi 
Fleischer  a  few  miles  on  this  side  of  it;  I  wis 
favmred  with  some  old  linen  for  the  road.  The 
good  Theresa  suffered  nnspeababiy  under tbe» 
proceedings ;  the  noble  lady,  her  friend,  bad 
not  been  allowed  to  act  according  to  the  die- 
lates  of  her  own  heart. 

"  Not  lill  now  did  t  feel  wholly  how  miiera- 
ble  I  was  t  Spuming  at  destioy.andbardeBing 
my  heart,  I  entered  on  this  journey.  Wild  the 
Frau  von  Fleischer  loo  my  abode  waa  brttfi 
and  by  the  first  opportunity  I  relumed  to 
Dresden.  There  was  still  a  possibiHly  ifau 
my  lodging  might  have  been  saved.  VVh 
heary  heart  I  eniered  the  city ;  hastened  to  ihe 
place  where  I  had  lived,  and  found — a  heap 
of  ashes." 

Heyne  look  up  his  quarters  in  the  raeul 
rooms  of  the  Briihl  Library.  Somefrindl 
endeavoured  to  alleviate  his  disireb^ ;  bnl  war 
and  rumors  of  war  continued  lo  harasa  hin 
and  drive  him  to  and  fro:  and  his  TtwrM, 
afterwards  also  a  fugitive,  was  now  as  poor  ai 
himself.  She  heeded  little  the  loss  ofber  pl» 
periy:  but  inward  sorrow  and  so  raanf  ost- 
ward  agitation)  preyed  hard  upon  her;  in  At 
winter  she  fell  violently  sick  at  Dresden,  m 
given  up  by  her  physicians;  received extnne 
auction  according  to  the  rites  of  her  cbnrek; 
iind  was  for  some  hours  believed  to  be  ik*d. 
Nature  however. again  prevailed;  Acrisiihld 
occurred  in  the  mind  as  well  as  in  tbebddfi 
for  with  her  first  reluming  sirengih.Tbentt 
declared  her  determination  to  re  a  ounce  Hu 
Catholic,  and  publicly  embrace  the  Proleslut 
faith.  Argumeni,  representaiinn  of  worldtf 
disgrace  and  loss  were  unavailing;  she  eoalj 
now.  that  all  her  friends  were  to  be  estranged, 
have  tittle  hope  of  being  wedded  lo  Heyne  oft 
earth ;  but  she  trusted  that  in  another  seene  ■ 
like  creed  might  unite  them  in  n  like  deulnr. 
He  himself  fell  il! ;  and  only  escaped  d»tb  ij 
her  nursing.  Persisting  the  more  in  ber pot- 
pose,  she  took  priestly  instruction,  and  Ot  die 
snth  of  May,  in  the  Evangelical  achlosskirek^ 
solemnly  professed  her  new  creed. 

"Kevcrent  admiration  filled  me,"  says  be, 
"as  I  beheld  the  peace  and  steadfastness  wilb 

stittmore  the  courage  with  which  she  bore  Ac 
consequences  of  ii.  She  saw  herself  altogetber 
cast  out  from  her   family:  forsaken  bj  to 
acquaintance,  by  every  one;  and  by  tbefirt    ' 
deprived  of  ail  she  had.    Her  courage  m*"'   ' 
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se  to  a  higher  duty,  and  admonished  me  to  do 
aine.  Imprudently  I  had,  in  former  conversa- 
ions,  first  awakened  her  religious  scruples; 
Aie  pasision  for  me,  vhich  had  so  much  in- 
creased her  enthusiasm,  increased  her  melan- 
choly; even  the  secret  thought  of  belonging 
aore  closely  to  me  by  sameness  of  belief  had 
UBConsciousIy  influenced  her.  In  a  word,  I 
formed  the  determination  which  could  not  but 
expose  me  to  universal  censure:  helpless  as 
I  was,  I  united  my  destiny  with  hers.  We 
were  wedded  at  iEnsdorf,  on  the  4th  of  June, 
1761." 

This  was  a  bold  step,  but  a  right  one :  The- 
resa had  now  no  stay  but  him ;  it  behoved  them 
to  struggle,  and  if  beuer  might  not  be,  to  sink 
together.  Theresa,  in  this  narrative,  appears 
to  us  a  noble,  interesting  being;  noble  not  in 
lentiment  only,  but  in  action  and  suffering;  a 
lair  flower  trodden  down  by  misfortune,  but 
yielding,  like  flowers,  only  the  sweeter  per- 
ftme  fur  being  crushed,  and  which  it  would 
kave  been  a  blessedness  to  raise  up  and 
cherish  into  free  growth.  Yet,  in  plain  prose, 
we  must  question  whether  the  two  were  hap- 
pier than  others  in  their  union;  both  were 
inick  of  temper ;  she  was  all  a  heavenly  light, 
be  in  good  part  a  hard  terrestrial  mass,  which 
perhaps  she  could  never  wholly  illuminate;  the 
balance  of  the  love  seems  to  have  lain  much 
Bii  her  side.  Nevertheless  Heyne  was  a  stead- 
fast, true,  and  kindly,  if  no  ethereal  man^  he 
reems  to  have  loved  his  wife  honestly;  and 
io  amid  light  and  shadow  they  made  their 
pilf^image  together,  if  not  better  than  other 
Bortals,  not  worse,  which  was  to  have  been 
feared. 

Neither,  for  the  present,  did  the  pressure  of 
distress  weigh  heavier  on  either  than  it  had 
dooe  before.  He  worked  diligently,  as  he 
fimnd  scope,  for  his  old  Maecenases,  the  Book- 
aellers;  the  war-clouds  grew  lighter,  or  at  least 
the  young  pair  got  better  used  to  them ;  friends 
also  were  kind,  oAen  assisting  and  hospitably 
Cbtertaaning  them.  On  occasion  of  such  a  visit 
%ar  the  family  of  a  Herr  von  Lbben,  there  oc- 
earred  a  little  trait,  which,  for  the  sake  of 
neresa,  must  not  be  omitted.  Heyne  and  she 
kad  spent  some  happy  weeks  with  their  infant, 
ia  this  country-house,  when  the  alarm  of  war 
drove  the  Von  LSbens  from  their  residence, 
vfaich  with  the  management  of  its  concerns 
Ibej  left  to  Heyne.  He  says  be  gained  some 
■otion  of  *' land-economy*' truly;  and  Heeren 
stales  that  he  had  a  candle-manufactory  to 
over5ee. 

But  to  our  incident. 

''Soon  after  the  departure  of  the  family, 
there  came  upon  us  an  irruption  of  Cossacks, 
(disguised  Prussians,  as  we  subsequently 
learned.)  Af\er  drinking  to  intoxication  in 
the  cellars,  they  set  about  plundering.  Pursued 
by  them,  I  ran  up  stairs,  and  no  door  being 
open  but  that  of  the  room  where  my  wife  was 
with  her  infant,  I  rushed  into  it.  She  arose 
courageously,  and  placed  herself,  with  the 
ehild  on  her  arm,  in  the  door  against  the  rob- 
bers. This  courage  saved  me,  and  the  treasure 
which  lay  hidden  in  the  chamber.'' 

"O  thou  Lioness!"  said  Attila  Schmelzle, 
on  occasion  of  a  similar  rescue,  *<  why  hast 


thou  never  been  in  any  deadly  peril,  that  I 
might  show  thee  the  lion  in  thy  husband  V 

But  better  days  were  dawning.  "  On  our 
return  to  Dresden,"  says  Heyne,  "  I  learned 
that  inquiries  had  been  made  after  me  from 
Hanover ;  I  knew  not  for  what  reason."  The 
reason  by  and  by  came  to  light.  Gessner, 
Professor  of  Eloquence  in  Goitingen,  was 
dead:  and  a  successor  was  wanted.  These 
I  things,  it  would  appear,  cause  difficulties  in 
Hanover,  which  in  many  other  phices  are  little 
felt.  But  the  Prime  Minister  Miinchhausen 
had  as  good  as  founded  the  Gcovgia  Augusta 
himself;  and  he  was  wont  to  waich  over  it 
with  singular  anxiety.  The  noted  :ind  notori- 
ous Kiotz  was  already  there,  as  assistant  to 
Gessner,  **but  his  beautiful  latinity,"  says 
Heeren,  ''did  not  dazzle  Miinchhausen;  so 
Klotz,  with  his  pugnacity,  was  ni)t  thought 
of."  The  Minister  applied  to  Ernesli  for  ad- 
vice: Ernesti  knew  of  no  fit  men  in  Germany, 
but  recommended  Khunken  of  Leyden,  or  Saxe 
of  Utrecht.  Rhunken  refused  to  leave  his 
country,  and  added  these  words:  *' But  why 
do  yon  seek  out  of  Germany,  what  Germany 
itself  offers  you  1  why  not,  for  Gessner's  suc- 
cessor, take  Christian  Gottlob  Heyne,  that  true 
pupil  of  Ernesti,  and  man  of  fine  talent,  (ex- 
cellenti  virnm  ingenio.)  who  has  shown  how 
much  he  knows  of  Latin  literature  by  his 
Tibullus ;  of  Greek,  by  his  Epictetus  ?  In  my 
opinion,  and  that  of  the  greatest  Hemsterhuis 
(Hemsterhusii  rev  irawy)  Heyne  is  the  only  one 
that  can  replace  your  Gessner.  Nor  let  any 
one  tell  me  that  Heyne's  fame  is  not  sufficient- 
ly illustrious  and  extended.  Believe  me,  there 
is  in  this  man  such  a  richness  of  genius  and 
learning,  that  ere  long  all  Europe  will  ring 
with  his  praises." 

This  courageous  and  generous  verdict  of 
Rhunkcn's,  in  favour  of  a  person  as  yet  little 
known  to  the  world,  and  to  him  known  only 
by  his  writings,  decided  the  matter.  **  MGnch- 
hausen,"  says  our  Heeren,  "believed  in  the 
boldly  prophesying  man."  Not  without  dif- 
ficulty Heyne  was  unearthed ;  and  aAer  various 
excuses  on  account  of  competence  on  his  part, 
— for  he  had  lost  all  his  books  and  papers  in 
the  siege  of  Dresden,  and  sadly  forgotten  his 
Latin  and  Greek  in  so  many  tumults^— and 
various  prudential  negotiations  about  dismis- 
sion from  the  Saxon  service,  and  salary,  and 
privilege  in  the  Hanoverian,  he  at  length 
formally  received  his  appointment;  and  some 
three  months  after,  in  June  1763,  settled  in 
Gottingen,  with  an  official  income  of  eight 
hundred  thnlerSf  which,  it  appears,  was  by 
several  additions,  in  the  course  of  time,  in- 
creased to  twelve  hundred. 

Here  then  had  Heyne  at  last  got  to  land. 
His  long  life  was  henceforth  as  quiet  and 
fruitful  in  activity  and  comfort  as  the  past 
period  of  it  had  been  desolate  and  full  of  sor- 
rows. He  never  left  Gbttini?en,  though  fre- 
quently invited  to  do  so,  and  sometimes  with 
highly  tempting  offers  ;•  but  continued  in  his 

♦  nc  WM  inyited  succesBlvply  to  be  Profcutor  at  Cm- 
»i?l,  and  at  KlMterberfren  ;  to  bn  Librarian  at  Dresden  ; 
and,  most  flattering  of  nil.  to  Ik?  Prokanzler  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Copenhagen,  and  virtnal  Director  of  Educa- 
tion over  all  Denmark.    He  bad  a  ■traffic  on  tliii  lut 
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plue,  i)i»y  in  his  rocation;  growing  in  in-| 
Suence,  in  eitentof  conneciion  ai  borne  and  j 
abroad ;  till  Rhunken's  prediclian  mjghl  almosl 
be  reckoned  fulfilled  lo  the  letter;  Tor  Heynel 
in  his  own  deparlmeat  was  trilhoot  aof  equal ' 
in  Europe.  I 

HoweTer,  his  history,  from  this  point,  even  ■ 
becaose  il  was  so  happy  far  himself,  must  lose  ^ 
most  of  its  interest  for  the  general  reader,  i 
Heyne  has  now  become  a  professor,  and  a 
regularly  progressive  man  of  learning  j  has  a 
fixed  household,  his  rents  and  comings  in  ;  it 
is  easy  to  faacy  how  ihat  man  might  flourish 
in  calm  sunshine  of  prosperity,  whom  in  ad- 
versity we  saw  growing  in  spile  of  every 
Elorm.  Of  his  proceedings  in  Gdttingen,  his 
reform  of  the  Soyal  Society  of  Sciences,  his 
editing  of  (he  Gtlrhrit  Jliatifxn  (Gazette  of 
Learning^  his  exposition  of  the  classics  from  j 
Tirgil  lo  Pindar,  his  remodelling  of  the  library, ' 
hia  passive  quarrels  with  Voss,  his  arroed 
neutraUiy  with  Michaelis;  of  all  this  we  must 
say  lilile.  The  best  frait  of  his  endeavours 
lies  before  the  world,  in  a  long  series  of  works, 
which,  among  us,  as  well  as  elsewhere,  are 
known  and  justly  appreciated.  On  looking 
over  them,  the  first  thing  that  strikes  us  is 
asionishmenl  at  Heync's  diligence;  which, 
considering  the  quantity  and  quality  of  his' 
writings,  miphi  have  appeared  singular  even  in ' 
one  who  had  been  without  other  duties.  Yei  ^ 
Heyne's  office  involved  him  in  ibe  most  la- 
borious researches:  he  wrote  letiera  by  the 
hundred  to  all  parts  of  the  world,  and  on  all 
conceivable  subjects;  he  had  three  classes  lo 
teach  daily;  he  appointed  professors,  for  his 
recommendation  was  all-powerful ;  superin- 
tended schools  1  for  a  long  lime  the  inspE^clion 
of  the  Frtyliichc  was  laid  on  him,  and  he  had 
cooks'  bills  to  settle,  and  hungry  students  to 
■atiafy  with  his  purveyance.  Besides  all  which, 
he  ■coomplishetl,  in  the  way  of  publication,  as 
followB : 

In  addition  lo  his  T\bullvt  and  Epituiui,  the 
ftrst  of  which  went  through  three,  the  sej-ond 
through   two   editions,  each   lime  with  large 

His  Virgil,  (F.  ViBKiLiuiM.Bo  Varitlali 
LKlumis  tl  ptrptluA  ^nnolaliont  Uliulralui,)  in 
varioos  forms,  from  1767  lo  1803;  no  fewer 
than  six  editions.  .    ' 

His  Pliny,  (^CPlinii  Sicdmdi  Biitoria 
Xatwali  aicrpta,  ^itai  ad  Jrlit  iptcianS ;)  Iwo 
editi<..is,  1T90,  IStl. 

His  Apollodorus,  (ApoLLonoai  Alhciitraii 
Biblioiluea  J^Lri  fffi,  4c.;)  two  editions,  1787, 
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s  Pindar,  {Plidini  Can 

Fari«a/»,  rBruurf  Ch.  G.H.)  ihi 
I79T,  1738,  the  last  with  the  Scholia,  the  Frag- 
ments, a  Translauoii,  and  Hermann's  Gnq.  Vt 
Miri,. 

His  Connn  and  Parthenius,  (Cofdwis  AW- 


And  lastly  his  Home 
troN  Jnnolalixync :)  9  \ 
second,  contracted  edilii 


Next,  almost  a  cartload  ofTrxnsIalioDS;  of 
which  we  shall  mention  only  his  version,  (said 
lo  be  with  very  imponani  improvements,)  of 
our  Umvtrsal  Bittory,  by  Gulhrie  and  Gray. 

Then  some  len  or  twelve  thick  volunm  of 
Prnlnsions,  Enlogies,  Essays;  treating  of  all 
subjects,  from  Ihe  French  Direcioral  lo  (he 
Ckttt  of  Cgproliu.  or  these,  sii  vojume*  aw 
known  in  a  separate  shape,  under  the  title  of 
Oputeuia :  and  contain  some  of  Heyne's  most 
valuable  writings. 

And  lastly,  to  crown  Ihe  whole  with  one 
most  surprising  item,  seven  thousand  five 
hundred  (Heeren  says  from  seven  to  eiglit 
ihonaaod)  Reviews  of  Book.i,  in  the  Goningen 
Gdrhfit  .Snxeigta!  Shame  on  ns  def^neiaU 
Editors!     Here  of  itself  was  work  for  a  life- 

To  expect  thai  elegance  of  composition 
should  prevail  in  these  multifanoos  pe> 
formances  were  unreasonable  enough.  HejM 
wrule  very  indiOerent  German ;  and  hi*  Labn, 
by  much  the  more  common  vehicle  in  Us 
learned  works,  flowed  from  him  with  a  eoplol» 
ness  which  cauld  noi  be  Ciceronian.  At  dw 
same  time  these  volumes  are  not  the  folios  of 
a  Montfaucon,  not  mere  classical  ore  and  dig, 
but  regularly  melted  metal,  for  most  part  ei^ 
hibuing  the  essence,  and  only  the  esseaee  of 
verygrealreEearch,  and  enlightened  by  apkih*- 
sophy,  which,  if  il  does  not  always  wisely 
order  its  results,  has  looked  fat  and  de^ly  in 
collecting  them. 

To  have  performed  so  much  evinces  »■ 
the  part  of  Heyne  no  little  mastership  in 
the  great  art  of  husbandiug  lime.  Beerea 
gives  us  sutficienC  details  on  this  subjeol;  a- 
plains  Heyne's  adjustment  of  his  hours  Ukd 
various  occupations;  how  he  rose  at  Btt 
o'clock,  and  worked  all  the  day,  and  all  lb* 
year,  with  the  regularity  of  a  sleepl»«laek; 
nevenhelesB,  how  patiently  he  snbmitled  to 
interraptions  from  strangers,  or  extraDeom 
business;  how,  briefly,  yet  smoothly,  he  eoD- 
irived  lo  despatch  such  interrnpiions ;  how  kit 
letters  were  endorsed  when  they  came  lobalid; 
and  lay  in  a  special  drawer  lill  they  mn 
answered;  nay,  we  have  a  descriplion  of  hit 
whole  "  locality,"  his  bureau  and  book-sbelns 
and  portfolios,  his  very  bed  and-alrong  IMI 
are  not  forgollen.  To  ihe  busy  man,  espe- 
cially Ibe  busy  man  of  letters,  these  delaih  an 
far  from  uninieresiing;  if  we  judged  by  Ifc* 
result,  many  of  Heyne's  arrangements  mi^ 
seem  worthy  nol  of  notice  only,  bui  at  iauu> 

His  domt 
Ihe  whole  highly  favoui 
though  nol  now 
exempted  from 
'  har^  ch: 


Ihan 


lot ;  but  itiU  had 

encoitnler.    In  ITTI^ 

he  losi  his  Theresa  afler  long  ill-heallh:  aft 

vent  which,  stoic  as  he  was,  struck  beavilf 
ind  dolefully  upon  his  heart.    He  foreborc  not 

0  shed  some  natural  tears,  though  from  eyes 
iitle  used  10  the  meliine  mood.  Nine  day* 
liter  her  dealh.  he  thus  writes  lo  a  friend  wjdl 

1  solemn,  mournful  tenderness,  which  none  of 

■ill  deny  lo  be  genuine; 
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pMDg,  beyond  the  pitch  of  human  feeling, 
;ed  trough  my  soul !  How  dii  my  limbs 
!>ie  as  I  approached  this  holy  spot !  Here« 
reposes  what  is  left  of  the  dearest  that 
to  gave  me ;  among  the  dust  of  her  four 
en  she  sleeps.  A  sacred  horror  covered 
ace.  I  should  have  sunk  altogether  in 
rrowy  had  it  not  been  for  my  two  daugh- 
at  were  standing  on  the  outside  of  the 
-yard  ;  I  saw  their  faces  over  the  wall, 
d  to  me  with  anxious  fear.  This  called 
nyself;  I  hastened  in  sadness  from  the 
lere  I  could  have  continued  for  ever: 
t  c fleered  me  to  think  that  one  day  I 
rest  by  her  side ;  rest  from  all  the 
ca.rc»,  from  all  the  griefs  which  so  often 
abittered  to  me  the  enjoyment  .of  life. 
naong  these  griefs  must  I  reckon  even 
'» tKe  strongest,  truest,  that  ever  inspired 
t  of  -^oman,  which  may  be  the  happiest 
^Is,  and  yet  was  a  fountain  to  me  of  a 
d  distresses,  inquietudes,  and  cares, 
e  cVaeerfulness  perhaps  she  never  at- 
^u.^  for  what  unspeakable  sweetness, 
®^».lted,  enrapturing  joys  is  not  Love 
lo  borrow  1  Amidst  gnawing  anzie- 
^  t.Vk^  torture  of  anguish  in  my  heart,  I 
^^  KTiade  even  by  the  love  which  caused 
^^^uish,  these  anxieties,  inexpressibly 
^^hen  tears  flowed  over  our  cheeks, 
^  *^^ineless,  seldom  felt  delight  stream 
*^3r  breast,  oppressed  equally  by  joy 

"^yne  was  not  a  man  to  brood  over 
J.^^s,  or  linger  long  where  nothing  was 
*^^«,  but  mourn.  In  a  short  time,  ac- 
S  to  a  good  old  plan  of  his,  having 
^?^  ^V  **'*  grounds  of  sorrow,  he  fairly 
^^^n  on  paper,  over  against  them,  his 
ii^ds  of  consolation^  concluding  with 
JP^ous  words,  "  So  for  all  these  sorrows 
^^  trials,  do  I  thank  thee,  my  God !  And 
?Jj*^fied  friend,  will  I  again  turn  me  with 
^^*d  heart  to  my  duty;  thou  thyself 
^  approval  on  me!"  Nay,  it  was  not 
^  Months  before  a  new  marriage  came  on 
2^^'i  in  which  matter,  truly,  Heyne  con- 
^  himself  with  the  most  philosophic  in- 
"^Ce;  leaving  his  friends,  by  whom  the 
^^  bad  been  started,  to  bring  it  to  what 
I  ^^ey  pleased.  It  was  a  scheme  concerted 
I^^Qierman,  (the  author  of  SoiittuU,  a  man 
'^own  to  Heyne,)  and  one  Reich,  a  Leip- 
l^kseller,  who  had  met  at  the  Prymont 
'^''  Brandes,  the  Hanoverian  •  Minister, 
^^sor  of  MQnchhausen  in  the  manage- 
^*  of  the  University  concerns,  was  there 
*vith  a  daughter;  upon  her,  the  projectors 
'  tlieir  eye.  Heyne,  being  consulted,  seems 
(Are  comported  himself  like  clay  in  the 
ds  of  the  potter;  father  and  fair  one,  in 
manner,  were  of  a  compliant  humour,  and 
vas  the  business  achieved;  and  on  the 
)f  April,  1777,  Heyne  could  take  home 
dc,  won  with  less  difficulty  than  roost  men 
in  choosing  a  pair  of  boots.  Neverthc- 
she  proved  an  excellent  wife  to  him; 
his  hou!ie  in  the  cheerfullest  order;  ma- 
l  her  step-children,  and  her  own,  like  a 
noiher;  and  loved,  and  faithfully  assisted 
asbaad  in  whatever  he  undertook.    Con- 


sidered in  his  private  relations,  such  a  man 
might  well  reckon  himself  fortunate. 

In  addition  to  Heyne's  claims  as  a  scholar 
and  teacher,  Heeren  would  have  us  regard  him 
as  an  unusually  expert  man  of  business  and  ne- 
gotiator, for  which  line  of  life  he  himself  seems 
indeed  to  have  thought  that  his  talent  was 
more  peculiarly  fitted.  In  proof  of  this,  we 
have  long  details  of  his  procedure  in  manag- 
ing the  Library,  the  Royal  Society,  the  Univer- 
sity generally,  and  his  incessant,  and  often 
rather  complex  correspondence  with  MUnch- 
hausen,  Brandes,  or  other  ministers,  who  pre- 
sided-over  this  department.  Without  detracts 
ing  from  Heyne's  skill  in  such  matters,  what 
struck  us  more  in  this  narrative  of  Heeren's 
was  the  singular  contrast  which  the  "  Georgia 
Augusta,''  in  its  interior  arrangement,  as  well 
as  in  its  external  relations  to  the  Government, 
exhibits  with  our  own  universities.  The  prime 
minister  of  the  country  writes  thrice  weekly  to 
the  director  of  an  institution  for  learning!  He 
oversees  all ;  knows  the  character,  not  only  of 
every  professor,  but  of  every  pupil  that  gives 
any  promise.  He  is  continually  purchasing 
books,  drawings,  models ;  treating  for  this  or 
the  other  help  or  advantage  to  the  establish- 
ment. He  has  his  eye  over  all  Germany;  and 
nowhere  does  a  man  of  any  decided  talent 
show  himself,  but  he  strains  every  nerve  to 
acquire  him.  And  seldom  or  ever  can  he  suc- 
ceeid;  for  the  Hanoverian  assiduity  seems 
nothing  singular ;  every  state  in  Germany  has 
its  minister  for  education,  as  well  as  Hanover. 
They  correspond,  they  inquire,  they  negotiate; 
everywhere  there  seems  a  canvassing,  less  for 
places,  than  for  the  best  men  to  fill  them. 
Heyne  himself  has  his  Seminarium,  a  private 
class  of  the  nine  most  distinguished  students 
in  the  university;  these  he  trains  with  all  dili- 
gence, and  is  in  due  time  roost  probably  en- 
abled, by  his  connections,  to  place  in  stations 
fit  for  them.  A  hundred  and  thirty-five  pro- 
fessors are  said  to  have  been  sent  from  this 
Seminarium  during  his  presidency.  These 
things  we  state  without  commentary :  we  be- 
lieve that  the  experience  of  all  English,  and 
Scotch,  and  Irish  university-men  will,  of  itself, 
furnish  one.  The  state  of  education  in  Ger- 
many, and  the  structure  of  the  establishments 
for  conducting  it,  seems  to  us  one  of  the  most 
promising  inquiries  that  could  at  this  moment 
be  entered  on. 

But  to  return  to  Heyne :  We  have  said,  that 
in  his  private  circumstances,  he  might  reckon 
himself  fortunate.  His  public  relations,  on  a 
more  splendid  scale,  continued,  to  the  last,  to 
be  of  the  same  happy  sort.  By  degrees,  he 
had  risen  to  be,  both  in  name  and  office,  the 
chief  man  of  his  establishment;  his  character 
stood  high  with  the  learned  of  all  countries; 
and  the  best  fruit  of  external  reputation,  in- 
creased respect  in  his  own  circle,  was  not 
denied  to  him.  The  burghers  of  GOttingen,  so 
fond  of  their  University,  could  not  but  be  pnmd 
of  Heyne;  nay,  as  the  time  passed  on,  they 
found  themselves  laid  under  more  than  one 
specific  obligation  to  him.  He  remode'led  and 
reanimated  their  gymnasium  (town-school),  as 
he  had  before  done  that  of  Ilfeld ;  and  what 
was  still  more  important,  in  the  rude  timet  of 
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Fnmeh  w&r,  by  his  ikitful  applicaiiao,  he 
tuecreileil  in  procuriog  rmin  Napoleon,  nol 
only  B  pfoleclion  for  ihe  University,  but  im- 
munily  from  hostile  inTssion  for  the  whole 
ditlrict  ll  stands  in.  Nay,  so  happily  were 
matters  muia^ed,  or  so  happily  did  they  turn 
oC  IhPir  own  accord,  that  GOllingen  rather 
faineU  than  nulTerecl  by  the  var :  Under  Jerome 
of  Westphalia,  nol  only  were  all  benffices 
pUQCtually  paid,  but  improvements  even  were 
«b«led;  amoDp  oilier  things,  a  new  and  very 
handaome  extension,  which  had  long  been  de- 
(irsd,  woa  built  fur  the  library,  al  the  c^harge 
of  Ooverninrnl.  To  att  these  claim.i  for  publia 
KVard,  add  Heyne'a  now  venerable  age,  and 
w*  oan  flincy  huw,  amoag  his  townsmen  and 
bJlow-coHegiant,  h«  must  have  been  cherished, 
amy,  almusi  worshipped.  Already  ha^  ihc 
mapilraey,  by  a  special  act,  freed  him  from 
■II  public  assessments  I  but,  in  1809,  on  hi^ 
•i);hlieth  birth-day,  came  a  still  more  emphatic 
MlIimoDy;  for  the  Ritter  Franz,  and  all  the 
ptibllc  boards,  and  the  faculties,  in  lur/nrr.came 
10  him  in  procession  with  good  wishes;  and 
iiadenl>  reverenced  him;  and  yuuag  ladies 
wm  him  garlands,  slilched  together  by  their 
own  fair  fingers ;  in  short,  Guitingen  was  a 
place  of  jubilee;  and  good  old  Heyne,  who 
BOtrise  affected,  yet  could  not  dislike  these 
lhing;a>  ^as  among  the  happie:>(  of  men. 

In  anoihsr  mp«oi,  ae  must  also  reckon  bim 
ConaDaM;  that  he  lived  till  he.had  completed 
all  fais  undertakings ;  and  then  departed  peace- 
Iklly.anii  without  sickness,  (iota  which,  indeed, 
kiavhole  life  had  been  remarkably  Iree.  Three 
montha  before  his  death,  in  Apnl,lS13,  he  saw 
ilia  laM  volame  of  his  works  in  prim  ;  and  re- 
joiead,  il  is  said,  with  an  aSecting  ihankfut- 
ness,  that  so  much  had  been  granted  hioi. 
IieBflh  of  life  wax  not  now  lo  be  hoped  for ; 
neither  did  Hejne  look  forward  lo  the  end  wiih 
apprehension.  His  little  German  ven«s,  and 
Latin  iranslationa.  composed  in  sleepless  i 
airhlK,allhisritreineperiail,are,  to  us,  by  far' 
tkamost  loachinit  pan  of  his  poetry;  so  me-, 
taiMholy  is  the  spini  of  tbcm,  yel  so  wild ; 
SQlMBn,  not  without  a  abadc  of  sadaess,  >-et 
ftlU  «f  pious  resignaiioD.  Al  length  came  the 
wad  t  auA  and  gentle  as  his  Bother  could  have ' 
Viabvd  tl  for  him.    The  I  llh  of  J  uty  was  a  | 

Eblic  day  in  lh«  Royal  Society ;  He'yue  did  I 
I  pan  in  it ;  spoke  at  large,  and  with  even 
Bore  clearaera  and  viraciiy  ihaa  nsnaL 

••N«nilay,"say$  H«anN,'was  Saaday:  I 
ia»  bin  in  the  ...  — 


joked  with  the  girl  when  she  asked  him  how 
he  had  been  over-night.  She  left  blm.lo  nuke 
ready  his  coffee,  as  was  her  wont;  and  relum- 
ing with  il  in  a  short  quarter  of  an  hour,  she 
faund  him  sunk  down  before  bis  wasbing-staod, 
cloite  by  his  work-table.  His  hands  were  wet; 
at  the  momeni  when  he  had  been  waihtag 
them,  had  death  taken  him  into  his  arms.  One 
breath  more,  and  he  ceased  to  live :  when  the 
hastening  doctor  openeda  vein,  no  blood  wodU 
flow." 

Heyne  was  interred  with  all  public  solemni- 
ties: and,  in  epicedial  language,  it  may  be 
said  without  much  eiaggeralion,  that  his  couB' 
try  mourned  for  him.  At  Chemnitz,  bis  binb' 
place,  there  assembled,  under  constitnlcd  ■»■ 
thority,  a  grand  meeting  of  the  magiauatea,  la 
c^elebrate  his  memory;  Ibe  old  school-aaium, 
in  which  the  little  ragged  boy  had  inacrtbed  bii 
name,  was  produced;  grandiloquani  speeches 
were  delivered:  and  "in  the  aflerooon, maay 
hundreds  went  v  see  the  poor  cottage,"  whert 
his  father  bad  weaved,  and  he  starved  and 
learned.     How  generous! 

To  estimate  Heyiie'<:  ioleileclual  character, 
to  fix  accurately  his  rank  and  merits  as  a  eriUo 
and  philologer,  we  cannot  but  consider  at  be- 
yond our  province,  and  at  any  rale  anperfto- 
ons  here.  By  the  general  consent  of  the  lean- 
ed in  all  countries,  be  seems  to  be  acknow- 
ledged as  the  first  among  recent  scholarsi  hi* 
immense  reading,  his  lyni-eyed  skill  in  eip»- 
sliion  and  emendation  are  no  longer  her«  eat- 
trorened ;  among  ourselves  his  taste  in  ibMe 
matters  has  been  praised  by  Gibbon,  and  tf 
Parr  pronounced  lo  be  "  email itc."  la  U 
own  country,  Heyne  is  even  regarded  ai  Ibt 
founder  ofa  new  epoch  in  classical  slodyi  ai 
the  first  who  with  any  decisive- ess  allempud 
10  translate  fairly  beyond  the  letter  of  the  ua^ 
sics ;  to  read  in  the  writings  of  the  aaeiCBlk 
aot  ifae  language  alone,  or  even  their  lietacbti 
opinions  and  records,  bni  iheir  spirit  and  cha- 
racier,  their  way  of  life  and  thought:  bow  tha 
world  and  nature  painted  themselves  lo  Ibe 
mind  in  those  old  ages;  bow,  in  one  word,  lb* 
Greeks  and  the  Romans  were  men,  eveo  as  wt 
are.  9uch  of  oar  readers  as  bare  studied  uy 
one  of  Heyne's  works,  or  even  looked  em¥- 
fuUy  into  the  lAmni  of  the  Schlegels.thc  ■en 
ingenious  aad  popular  commentators  of  Ihtf 
scbool,  will  be  at  no  lofi  w  nndersiand  what 


Miap.lbr  the  bat  line.    B 
elMU.«ihaKMd  ^dw  S 


1  his 

■"•ay. 
«  ■wneatervd  luaebsaiooM,: 
SeMiaanam.  lnilM«lt«no«»Wpf>epaiedhta 
lettara,  doneiuc  ai  well  u  (bectn;  aaoaf' 
the  lauer,  oae  i>d  httaweas ;  aMM  mmh  aU  b« 
ikoe,  written 


Al  npprr.  (i 
■r  was  wtth  ki«0  ^  ialk«4  ckaee- 
MIgr,  itad'M  hie  aual  Hmt  n«ind  la  (bsl    tn 

*•  k>Kbl>  llht  aarraai  girt,  that  slepi  BMler 
1  k(w4  htM 


ill  ■jAokfj,  Beyoc  is  believed  lo  have  d 
riad  the  lorc^  of  philosophy  towards,  d  wH 
iMK  the  apicriea  ti  oU  tiue.  What  Wiafceir 
«•■«, hk  grtai coampoiary  did,  or  bcinlB 
dsk  for  aMaeM  plaibe  aA  the  other,  with  cqial 
. . ,__.  jj^,^^,^.     •  ---^ 


«Unac  w  ai 
*"  Bo—o*  pnMiea  villi  hut  wMa  h*  ewald 
aol  *Im^    aovavM.  h*  had  afiM  gaae  » 
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orely;  yeQ  m  we  must  think,  one  not 
ed,  and  vhieh,  indeed,  in  all  parts  of 
is  becoming  more  and  more  confirmed, 
ich,  in  the  province  to  which  he  de- 
s  activity,  is  Heyne  allowed  to  have 
ished.  Nevertheless,  we  ma»t  not  as- 
t,  in  point  of  understanding  and  spi- 
dowment,  he  can  be  called  a  complete, 

in  strict  speech,  a  great  man.  Won- 
Tspicnity,  unwearied  diligence,  are  not 
im ;  bat  to  philosophic  order,  to  clas- 
Qstment,  clearness,  polish,  whether  in 
thought,  he  seldom  attains ;  nay,  many 
must  be  avowed,  he  involves  himself 
es,  long-winded  verbosities^  and  stands 
I  little  be^r  than  one  of  that  old  school 
is  admirers  boast  that  he  displaced. 
ars,  we  might  almost  say,  as  if  he  bad 
at  could  not  well  use  them.  Or,  in- 
night  be  that,  writing  constantly  in  a 
^age,he  came  to  write  heavily ;  work- 
ver  on  subjects  where  learned  armor- 
nts  cannot  be  dispensed  with,  he  at 
r  so  habituated  to  his  harness  that  he 
ot  walk  abroad  without  it ;  nay  per- 
ad  rusted  together,  and  could  not  be 
d  !  A  sad  fate  for  a  thinker !  Yet  one 
reatens  many  commentators,  and over- 
iny. 

lan  encrusted  and  encased,  he  ezhi- 
lelf^  moreover,  to  a  certain  degree,  in 
1  character.  Here  too,  as  in  his  in- 
lere  is  an  awkwardness,  a  cumbrous 
i;  nay,  there  is  a  show  of  dolness,  of 
,  which  nowise  intrinsically  belongs 

He  passed,  we  are  told,  for  less  reli- 
ss  affectionate,  less  enthusiastic  than 

His  heart,  x>ne  would  think,  had  no 
'se,  or  had  found  itself  a  secret  one ; 
y  he  stands  before  us,  cold  and  still,  a 
I  of  rock ;  yet  within  lay  a  well,  from 
IS  we  have  witnessed,  the  stroke  of 
OSes'- wand  (the  death  of  a  Theresa) 
iw  streams  of  pure  feeling.  Callous 
I  seems  to  us,  be  has  a  sense  for  all 
)eaaty;  a  merciful  sympathy  for  his 
ea:  his  own  early  distresses  never 
lemory :  for  similar  distresses  his  pity 

were  at  all  times  in  store.  This  form 
eter  may  also  be  the  fruit  partly  of 
oyments,  partly  of  his  sufferings,  and. 


10  nany  books,  that  bis  roception  there  grew 
be  cooleflt.  It  wm  J^kmnn  Winkdwrnn.  Me- 
■  Joarnejr  for  Italy,  lie  was  tbeo  layinir  in  itre- 
NT  it.  Tbaa  did  tliMe  two  men  becoaae.  if  not 
tl,  yet  aeqaainted ;  wbo  at  that  time,  both  atill 
I  and  poverty,  coald  little  enppoee,  that  in  a 
,  they  were  to  be  the  leaebera  of  colUvated 
id  the  onMOMnta  of  their  nation.'* 


perhaps,  is  not  very  singular  among  commen-- 
tators. 

For  the  rest,  Heeren  assures  us,  that  in  prac* 
tice  Heyne  was  truly  a  good  man  ;  altogether 
just;  diligent  in  his  own  honest  business,  and 
ever  ready  to  forward  that  of  others ;  com- 
passionate ;  though  quick-tempered,  placable  ; 
friendly,  and  satisfied  with  simple  pleasures. 
He  delighted  in  roses,  and  always  kept  a  bou- 
quet of  them  in  water  on  his  desk.  His  house 
was  embowered  among  roses ;  and  in  his  old 
days  he  used  to  wander  through  the  bushes 
with  a  pair  of  scissors.  Farther,  says  Heeren, 
in  spite  of  his  short  sight,  he  was  fond  of  the 
fields  and  skies,  and  could  lie  for  hours  read- 
ing on  the  grass.  A  kindly  old  man  !  With 
strangers,  hundreds  of  whom  visited  him,  he 
was  uniformly  courteous ;  though  latterly,  be- 
ing a  little  hard  of  hearing,  less  fit  to  converse. 
In  society  he  strove  much  to  be  polite ;  but. 
had  a  habit  (which  ought  to  be  general)  ^ 
yawning,  w^en  people  spoke  to  him  and  said 
nothing. 

On  the  whole,  the  Germans  have  some  reap^ 
son  to  be  proud  of  Heyne;  who  shall  deny 
that  they  have  here  once  more  produced,  a 
scholar  of  the  right  old  stock;  a  man  to  be 
ranked,  for  honesty  of  study  apd  of  life,  with 
the  Scaligers,  the  Bentleys,  and  old  illustrious 
men,  who,  though  covered  with  academic  dust 
and  harsh  with  polyglot  vocables,  were  true 
men  of  endeavour,  and  fought  like  giants,  with 
such  weapons  as  Uiey  had,  for  the  good  cause? 
To  ourselves,  we  confess,  Heyne,  highly  inte- 
resting for  what  he  did,  is  not  less  but  more  so 
for  what  he  was.  This  is  another  of  the  proofs, 
which  minds  like  his  are  from  time  to  tim& 
sent  hither  to  give,  th9t  the  man  is  not  the  pro^ 
duct  of  his  circumstances,  but  that,  in  a  for 
higher  degree,  the  circumstances  are  the  pro- 
duct of  the  man.  "Wliile  beneficed  clerks  and 
other  sleek  philosophers,  reclining  on  their 
cushions  of  velvet,  are  demonstrating  that  to 
make  a  scholar  and  man  of  taste,  there  must 
be  co-operation  of  the  upper  classes,  society  of 
gentlemen-commoners,  and  an  income  of  four 
hundred  a  year  ;-7-arises  the  son  of  a'Chemnitz 
weaver,  and  with  the  very  wind  of  his  stroke 
sweeps  them  from  the  scene.  Let  no  man 
doubt  the  omnipotence  of  Nature,  doubt  the 
majesty  of  man's  soul ;  let  no  lonely  unfricQded 
son  of  genius  despair !  Let  him  not  despair ; 
if  he  have  the-  will,  the  right  will,  then  the 
power  also  has  not  been  denied  him.  It  is  but 
the  artichoke  that  will  r^  grow  except  in  gar- 
dens ;  the  acorn  is  cast  carelessly  abroad  into 
the  wilderness,  yet  it  rises  to  be  an  oak ;  on  the 
wild  soil  it  nourishes  itself,  it  defies  the  tempest^ 
and  lives  for  a  thousand  years. 
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Iv  this  itage  of  societr,  the  plajrwrigbt  is  u 
csMBtial  and  aekoowled^-a  character  as  the 
aillwright,  or  cartwright,  or  any  other  wright 
whatever;  neither  can  we  see  why,  in  general 
eatimatioh,  he  should  rank  lower  than  these 
Us  brother  artisans,  except  perhaps,  for  this 
one  reason :  that  the  former,  working  in  timber 
mad  inm,  for  the  wants  of  the  body,' produce  a 
completely  suitable  machine,  while  the  latter, 
forking  in  thong^t  and  feeling  for  the  wants 
af  the  sonltprodoces  a  machine  which  is  in- 
eoBKpletely  suitable.  In  other  respects,  we 
oontesa,  we  cannot  perceive  that  the  balance 
Has  against  him :  for  noi>  candid  man,  as  it 
seems  to  ns,  will  doabt  bat  the  talent,  which 
eonstmeted  a  Vhrginimt  or  a  Bfrtrmn,  might 
lutve  solBced,  had  It  been  properly  directed,  to 
make  not  only  wheelbarrows  and  wagons,  bat 
cren  mUls  of  considerable  complicacy.  Etow- 
afer,  If*  the  pablic  is  niggardly  to  the  play<' 
vri^t  in  one  ooint,  it  most  be  proportionably 
liberal  in  another;  according' lo  Adam  SmithVi 
obtemtion,  that  trades  which  are  reckoned 
lesa  repatable  hAve^  lugfaer  money-wages. 
niiSa  one  thing  compenMing  the  ofiier,  the 
plajwright  may  still  realize  an  existence ;  a», 
in  lact,  we  find  that  be  does :  for  playwrights 
were,  are,  and  probably  will  always  be ;  unless, 
indeed,  in  process  of  years,  the  whole  dramatic 
concern  be  finally  abandoned  by  mankind  i  or, 
as  in  the  case  of  our  Punch  and  Mathews, 
every  player  becoming  his  own  playwright, 
this  trade  may  merge  in  the  other  and  older 
one. 

The  British  nation  has  its  own  playwrights, 
several  of.  them  canning  men  in  their  crafl: 
yet  here,  it  would  seem,  this  sort  of  carpentry 
4oes  not  flourish ;  at  least,  not  with  that  pre- 
eminent vigour  which  distinguishes  most  other 
branches  of  our  national  industry.  In  hard- 
ware and  cotton  goods,  in  all  sorts  of  chemical, 
mechanical,  or  other  material  processes,  Eng- 
land outstrips  the  world :  nay,  in  many  depart- 
ments of  literary  manufacture  also,  as,  for  in- 
stance, in  the  fabrication  of  novels,  she  may 
safely  boast  herself  peerless :  but  in  this  mat- 
ter of  the  Drama,  to  whatever  cause  it  be  owing, 
slie  can  claim  no  such  superiority.    In  theatri- 

*  Di§  Jfk^frgu.  (Tbe  AncettreM.)  A  Traredy.  in  Ave 
Acts.   By  P.  Orlll|Miraer.   Fourth  Edition.    Vienna,  IStt. 

KSnig  Oti9Ur»  OUttk  %nd  Endt.  (King  Ottocar't 
Fortune  and  End.)  A  Tragedy,  in  fire  Acta.  By  F. 
OriUparier.    Vienna,  I8IS. 

8afph0,  A  Tracedy,  in  (Ire  Acta.  By  F.  Grillparzer. 
Third  Edition.    Vienna,  I8S. 

a.  Fanst.  A  Tragedv,  in  flTe  Acta.  By  August  Klinge- 
nann.    Leipsif  and  Altenborg,  1815. 

J9lutam«r.  A  Tragedy,  in  iWe  Acta.  ByAuguatKlinge- 
mann.    Brunawiclc,  1897. 

3.  MrUntr^t  Drmmmtiaelu  Wtrlu.    ErtU  reehtmiUnfre^ 

9»lUtilMJift.Mndv«m  Ftrf^MrvtrUntrU  OeMinmt-,AMs- 

gA:    (Milliner's  Dramatic  Works.    First  legal  rnllec- 

tlve  Edition,  complete  mad  rcTiaed  by  the  Author.) 

7  TolB.    BruBswkk,  18K. 


cal  prodace  she  ]rields  considerably 
and  is,  oat  of  sight,  inferior  to  Geni 
do  not  sat  English  hear  daily,  ft 
twenty  vears,  that  the  Drama  is  cte 
stale '  of  suspended  animalioii;  an 
medical  men  sitting  on  thecase^  m4 
ing  their  remedial  appliances,  weeklh 
quarterly,  to  no  manner  of  parposi 
in  Germany  the  Drama  is  not  only, 
pearance,  dive,  but  in  the  very  flas 
day  of  superabundrnt  strength ;  iik 
were,  still  only  sowing  its,  first  wild 
if  the  British  Any  Wrights  seem  venri 
and  our  Knowleiles,  Maturins,  81 
8hees  stand  few  and  comparative 
like  firs  on  an  Irish  bog,  the  playi 
Germany  are  a  strong,  triumphant 
numerous  that  it  has  been  calculat 
of  war,  a  regiment  of  foot  might  be 
which,  from  the  colonel  down  to  the 
evenr  officer  and  private  sentinel  m 
his  drama  or  dramas. 

To  investigate  the  origin  of  so  ma 
periority  would  lead  us  beyond  oui 
boubtless  the  proximate  cause  mu 
superior  demand  for  the  article  ol 
which  superior  demand  again  may  a 
from  the  climate  of  Germany,  as  Mc 
might  believe ;  or  perhaps  more  nati 
immediately  from  the  political  coi 
that  country;  for  man  is  not  only  a 
but  a  talking  animal,  and  where  no 
Questions,  and  Parliamentary  Refo 
Select  Vestries  are  given  him  to  disc 
leisure  hours,  he  is  glad  to  fall  upon 
players,  or  whatever  comes  to  hand, 
to  fence  himself  a  little  against  the  \\ 
Ennui.  Of  the  fact,  at  least,  that  sue 
rior  demand  for  dramas  exists  in  Gen 
have  only  to  open  a  newspaper  to  fi 
Is  not  every  Literatwhlatt  and  Kunstb!> 
to  bursting,  with  theatricals?  Nay, 
the  "able  Editor"  established  corres 
in  every  capital  city  of  the  civili» 
who  report  to  him  on  this  one  matte 
no  other  t  For,  be  our  y  riosity  wh; 
let  us  have  profession  of  **  intellige 
Munich,"  "  intelligence  from  Vienni 
gence  from  Berlin,"  is  it  intelligem 
thing  but  of  greenroom  controversies 
tiations,  of  tragedies  and  operas  ai 
acted  and  to  be  acted  ?  Not  of  men, 
doings,  by  hearth  and  hall,  in  the  fi 
but  of  mere  effigies  and  shells  of 
their  doings  in.  the  woVld  of  paste 
.these  unhappy  correspondents  wi 
happy  we  call  them ;  for,  with  all 
ance  of  playwrights,  we  cannot  but 
there  are  limits,  and  very  strait  on 
which  their  activity  should  be 
Here,  in  England,  our  '■theatrical  re 


nafnuiee  eaovgh ;  sod  many  persons  vho  lore 
Ibeir  lire,  and  iherFfiiTe  "  lake  care  of  Iheir 
tiae,  which  is  (he  slnff  life  is  made  of,"  regu- 
lariy  lose  several  eolntnns  of  iheir  weekly 
newspaper  in  ihat  way:  but  oor  case  is  pure 
luiory,  compared  with  that  of  the  Germans, 
who,  instead  of  a  measaraWe  and  suHerable 
ipicing  of  iheairic  matter,  are  obliged,  meta- 
phorically ^pealfing.  lo  breakfast  and  rii 
it,  have  in  fact  nothing  eh 
highly  unnalntire  victual.  We  ourselves  are 
occssinoally  readers  of  German  newspBpert, 
and  have  often,  in  the  spirit  of  Cbriitian  ho- 
nanity,  meditai^d  presenting  to  the' whole  body 
of  German  editors  a  project,  which,  however, 
must  cerikitily  have  ere  now  ocearred  to 
themselves,  and  for  some  reason  been  found 
inapplicable ;  it  was,  to  address  these  corre- 
ipondents  of  theirs,  all  and  sunilry,  in  plain 
laiftiage,  and  put  ihe  quostion :  whether,  on 
■tadiously  surveying  the  Universe  from  their 
several  stations,  there  was  nothing  in  the  Hea- 
vens above,  on  the  earth  beneath,  or  the  waters 
nnder  the  earth,  natlaitf  visible  bnl  this  one 
bvsine!S.  or  rather  shadow  of  business,  that 
had  an  interest  for  the  minds  of  men !  If  the 
correspondents  still  answered  that  nothing  was 
visible,  then  of  course  they  must  be  \efi  to 
continue  in  this  strange  stale :  prayers,  at  the 
same   time,  being  pnt   up   for    thern   in   all 

However,  leaving  every  able  Editor  to  flghi 
his  own  battle,  we  address  ourselves  to  the 
task  in  hand :  meaning  here  to  inquire  a  very 
lilile  into  the  actual  tlate  of  the  dramatic  trade 
in  Germany,  and  exhibit  some  detached  fea- 
toraa  ofii  to  the  consideration  of  our  readers. 
Por,  seriously  speakinp,  low  aa  this  province 
mvf  be,  it  I!  a  real,  active,  and  ever-endnring 
profincc  of  the  literary  republic;  nor  can  the 
pomiit  of  many  men,  even  though  it  be  a  pro- 
tllegii  and  foolish  pnrsuit,  ever  be  wttliout 
claim  to  some  attention  from  us,  either  in  the 
way  of  furtherance  or  of  censure  and  correc- 
tiott.  Oar  avowed  object  is  to  promote  the 
■oond  study  of  foreign  literature  ;  which  study. 
like  all  oilier  earthly  undertakings,  has  its  ne- 
gative as  well  as  its  positive  side.  We  have 
already,  as  occasion  served,  borne  testimony 
to  the  merits  of  various  German  poets,  and 
mut  now  say  a  word  on  certain  German 
poetasters  I  hoping  that  it  may  be  chiefly  a  re- 
fird  to  the  former  which  has  made  us  lake 
e»en  this  slight  notice  of  ihe  latter :  for  the  bad 
ia  in  itself  of  no  value,  and  only  worth  de- 
aeiibing  lest  it  be  mistaken  for  the  good.  At 
dw  same  lime,  let  no  reader  tremble,  as  if  we 
meant  to  overwhelm  him.  on  this  occasion. 
with  a  whole  mountain  of  dramatic  lumber, 
poured  forih  in  torrents,  like  shot-rnbhish, 
from  the  play-house-garrets,  where  it  is  mould- 
enng  and  evaporating  into  nothing,  filently 
and  without  harm  to  any  one.  Far  be  this 
from  ns!  Nay,  our  own  knowledge  of  this 
snbjecl  is  in  the  highest  degree  limited;  and, 
indeed,  lo  exhaust  it.  or  attempt  discussing  it 
wiih  scientific  precision,  would  be  an  impos- 
sible enterprise.  What  man  is  there  that 
«oald  as.^ort  the  whole  furmiure  of  Milton's 
Jjntodf  KnatTy.  or  where  is  Ihe  Hatlam  that 
woold  Ihink  it  worth  bis  while  to  write  as  Ihe 
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courieons  reader  take  heart,  Ihen ;  for  he  is  in 
hands  that  wilt  not,  nay.  what  is  more,  that 
cannot,  do  him  much  harm.  One  brief,  shy 
glance  into  this  huge  bivouac  of  Playwrights, 
all  sawing  and  planing  wilh  sach  tumult;  and 
we  leave  it,  probably  for  many  years. 

The  German  Parnassus,  as  one  of  its  own 
denizens  remarks, has  a  rather  broad  summit: 
yet  only  two  Dramatists  are  reckoned,  within 
the  last  half  century,  lo  have  mounted  ihiiher; 
— Schiller  and  Goethe;  if  we  are  not,  on  Ihe 
strength  of  his  Minna  nn  Bamhetin  and  Emiii 
Galioiii,  to  account  I.essinf!  of  the  number. 
On  the  slope  of  the  Mountain  may  be  found  a 
few  stragglers  of  the  same  brotherhood;  among 
these,  Tieck  and  Maler  Milfler,  firmly  enough 
slatinned  at  considerable  elevations;  while. far 
below,  appear  various  honest  persons  climb- 
ing vehemently,  but  against  precipices  of  loose 
sand,  10  whom  we  wish  all  speed.  Bnl  the 
reader  will  understand  that  Ihe  bivouac  we 
speak  of,  and  are  aboni  to  enter,  lies  not  on  the 
declivity  of  the  Hill  at  all ;  but  on  the  level 
ground  close  lo  the  fool  ofil;  the  essence  ofa 
Playwright  being  Ihnl  he  works  not  in  Poclry, 
but  in  Prose,  which  more  or  less  cunningly 
resembles  it.  And  here,  pausing  for  a  moment, 
the  reader  observes  Ihat  he  is  in  a  civilized 
country;  for  there,  on  the  very  bonndary  line 
of  Parnassus,  rises  a  gallows  with  the  figure 
of  H  man  huna;  in  chains!  It  is  the  figure  of 
August  von  Kutzebue,  and  has  swung  there 
for  manv  years,  as  a  warning  to  all  loo  auda- 
cious Playwrights,  who  nevertheless,  as  we 
see.  pay  little  heed  to  it.  Ill-fated  KoUebaf, 
once  the  darling  of  theatrical  Europe  '.  This 
was  ihe  prince  of  all  Playwrights,  and  could 
maniifaclurc  Plays  wilh  a  speed  and  felicity 
surpassing  even  Eiliobargh  novels.  For  his 
muse,  like  other  doves,  hatched  Iwins  in  the 
montli ;  and  the  world  gazed  on  them  with  an 
admiration  too  deep  for  mere  words.  What  is 
alt  past  or  pri'sent  popularity  to  IhisT  Were 
nni  these  Plays  translated  into  almost  every 
language  of  arlicutate-speaking  men  ;  acted,  at 
least,  we  may  literally  say,  in  every  theatre 
from  Kamtschalha  to  CadiiT  Nay.  did  they 
not  mell  the  most  obdurate  hearts  in  all  coun- 
tries; and.  like  the  music  of  Orpheus,  draw 
lesrs  down  iron  cheeks!  We  ourselves  have 
known  the  flintiest  men,  who  professed  to  have 
wepi  over  them,  for  tlie  firsl  time  in  their  lives. 
So  was  it  twenty  years  ago;  how  stands  it  to- 
day! Koizebue.  lifted  up  on  the  hollow  bat- 
loon  of  popular  applause,  thought  wings  had 


a  that 


night  a 
I.  soaring,  sailing,  a 


Immortals:  ga 
with  supreme  < 
deep,  his  windbag  burst  asunder,  or  the  arrows 
ofkeeo  archers  pierced  it:  and  so  at  last  we 
find  him  a  compound-pendulum,  vibrating  in 
the  character  of  scarecrow,  io  guard  from  for- 
bidden fruit !  O  ye  Playwrights,  and  literary 
(loacks  of  every  feather,  weep  over  Kol/ebue, 
and  over  yourselves!  Know  that  the  loudest 
roar  of  the  million  is  not  fame ;  thai  the  wind- 
bag, nre  ye  mad  enough  lo  mount  it.  inll  burat. 
or  be  shot  Ibrpugh  with  arrows,  and  your  bones 
100  shall  aci  as  scarecrows. 
But,  qnitdng  ihi*  idVe  riXtyinoa.  ^  em^Vft** 


em,V».<a       || 
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at  length  proceed  in  plain  English,  and  as  be- 
seems mere  prose  Reviewers,  to  the  work  laid 
oat  for  us.  Among  the  hundreds  of  German 
dramatists,  as  they  are  called,  three  individuals, 
already  known  to  some  British  readers,  and 
prominent  from  all  the  rest  in  Germany,  may 
fitly  enough  stand  here  as  representatives  of 
the  whole  Playwright  class;  whose  various 
craft  and  produce  the  procedure  of  these  three 
may  in  some  small  dc^^rce  serve  to  illustrate. 
Of  Grillparzer,  therefore,  and  Klini^emani], 
and  Mulner,  in  their  order. 

Franz  Grillparzer  soeins  to  be  an  Austrian ; 
which  country  is  reckoned  nowise  fertile  in 
poets;  a  circumstance  that  miiy  perhnps  have 
contributed  a  little  to  his  own  rather  rapid 
celebrity.  Our  more  special  acquaintance 
with  Grillparzer  is  of  very  recent  date; 
though  his  name  and  samples  of  his  ware  have 
for  some  time  been  hun^  out,  in  many  British 
and  foreign  Magazines, ofton  with  testimonials 
which  might  have  be^^uiied  loss  timeworn  cus- 
tomers. Neither,  aftfr  all,  have  we  found 
there  testimonials  fal>er  than  other  such  are, 
but  rather  not  so  false ;  for,  indeed,  Grillparzer 
is  a  mo5t  inoffensive  man,  nay  positively 
rather  meritorious ;  nor  is  it  without  reluctance 
that  we  name  him  under  this  head  of  Play- 
wrights, and  not  under  that  of  Dramatists, 
which  he  aspires  to.  Had  the  law  with  regard 
to  mediocre  poets  relaxed  itself  since  Horace's 
time,  all  had  been  well  with  Grillparzer;  for 
undoubtedly  there  is  a  small  vein  of  tenderness 
and  grace  running  through  him,  a  seeming 
modesty  also,  and  real  love  of  his  art,  which 
gives  promise  of  better  things.  But  ^ods  and 
men  and  columns  are  still  equally  rigid  in  that 
unhappy  particularof  mediocrity, — even  pleas- 
ing mediocrity;  and  no  scene  or  line  is  yet 
known  to  us  of  Grillparzer's  which  exhibits 
any  thing  more.  Aon  connsierfj  therefore,  is  his 
sentence  for  the  present;  and  the  louder  his 
well-meaning  admirers  extol  him,  the  more 
emphatically  should  it  be  pronounced  and  re- 
peated. IVeveriheless  Grillpar/er's  claim  to 
the  title  of  Playwright  is  perhaps  more  his 
misfortune  than  his  crime.  Living  in  a  coun- 
try where  the  Drama  enj^rosses  so  much  at- 
tention, he  has  been  led  into  attempting  it, 
without  any  decisive  qualification  for  such  an 
enterprise ;  and  so  his  allotment  of  talent, 
which  might  have  done  good  service  in  some 
prose  department,  or  even  in  the  sonnet,  elegy, 
song,  or  other  outlying  province  of  Poetry,  is 
driven,  as  it  were,  in  spile  of  fate,  to  write 
Plays,  which,  though  regularly  divided  into 
scenes  and  separate  speeches,  are  essentially 
monological ;  and  though  swarming  with  cha- 
racters, too  often  express  only  one  character, 
and  that  no  very  extraordinary  one,  the  cha- 
racter of  Franz  Grillparzer  himself.  What  is 
an  increase  of  misfortune,  too,  he  has  met 
with  applause  in  this  career,  which  therefore 
he  is  likely  to  follow  farther  and  farther,  let 
nature  and  his  stars  say  to  it  what  they  will. 

The  characteristic  of  a  Playwright  is  that  he 
writes  in  Prose,  which  Prose  he  palms,  pro- 
bably, first  on  himself,  and  then  on  the  ^impler 
part  of  the  public,  for  Poetry:  and  the  manner, 
in  which  he  effecis  this  legerdemain,  consti- 
tutes his  specific  distinction,  fixes  the  species 


to  which  he  belongs  in  the  genus  Playvright 
But  it  is  a  universal  feature  of  him  that  he 
attempts,  by  prosaic,  and  as  it  were  mechaoictl 
means,  to  accomplish  an  enrf  which,  except  bj 
poetical  genius,  is  absolutely  not  to  be  accom- 
plished. For  the  most  part,  he  has  some 
knack,  or  trick  of  the  trade,  whieh  by  close 
inspection  can  be  detected,  and  so  the  heart 
of  his  mystery  be  seen  into.  He  may  have 
one  trick,  or  many;  and  the  more  cnoningly 
he  can  disguise  these,  the  more  perfect  is  he 
as  a  crai^man ;  for  were  the  public  once  lo 
penetrate  into  this  his  slight  of  hand,  it  were 
all  over  with  him, — Othello's  oceopatJon  vefe 
gone.  No  conjuror,  when  we  once  anderstaad 
his  method  of  fire-eating,  can  any  longer  pass 
for  a  true  thaumaturgist,  or  even  entertain  as 
in  his  proper  character  of  quack,  though  he 
should  eat  Mount  Vesuvius  itself.  Bat  hap- 
pily for  Playwrights  and  others,  the  Pnblic  is 
a  dim-eyed  animal;  gullible  to  almost  all 
lengths, — nay,  which  often  seems  to  prefer 
being  gulled. 

Of  Grillparzer's  peculiar  knack,  and  recipe 
for  play-making,  there  is  not  very  much  to  be 
said.  He  seems  to  have  tried  various  kinds 
of  recipes,  in  his  time ;  and,  to  his  credit  be  it 
spoken,  seems  little  contented  with  any  of 
them.  By  much  the  worst  Play  of  his,  that  we 
have  seen,  is  the  Jhnfrau  (Ancestress) ;  a  deep 
tragedy  of  the  Castle  Spectre  sort ;  the  wbde 
mechanism  of  which  was  discernible  and  con- 
demnable  at  a  single  glance.  It  is  nothing  but 
the  old  Story  of  Fate;  an  invisible  Nemesis 
visiting  the  sins  of  the  fathers  upon  tlie  children 
to  the  third  and  fourth  generation ;  a  method 
almost  as  common  and  sovereign  in  German 
Art,  at  this  day,  as  the  method  of  steam  is  in 
British  mechanics;  and  of  which  we  shall 
anon  have  more  occasion  to  speak.  In  his 
Preface,  Grillparzer  endeavours  to  palliate  or 
deny  the  fact  of  his  being  a  Schicksal'Dxchtr 
(Fate-Tragedian);  but  to  no  purpose;  for  it  is 
a  fact  grounded  on  the  testimony  of  the  seven 
senses :  however,  we  are  glad  lo  observe  that, 
wiih  this  one  trial,  he  seems  to  have  abandoned 
the  Fate-line,  and  taken  into  better,  at  least 
into  different  ones.  With  regard  to  the  Jkar 
frau  itself,  we  may  remark  that  few  things 
struck  us  so  much  as  this  little  observation  of 
Count  Borotins,  occurring,  in  the  middle  of  the 
dismalest  night-thoughts,  so  unexpectedly 
follows : — 

BERTHA. 

•  •  •  • 

Und  der  Jlimweif  sttmelos^ 
Starrt  aus  Ueren  J9uj^enhdklen 
In  doM  nngekeure  OraM 
Sckvari  kerab  I 

GRAF. 

H^«  rick  dock  die  Stunden  d$kven  ! 
Has  ist  wokl  du  Gloekt^  Berika  7 

BERTHA  {Ujuat  condoling  Jtitk  Aim,  m  tkut  wo'dsf 

•  •  •  • 

And  the  welkin,  starlcM, 

Glaren  from  empty  eye-holeft, 

Blacic  down  on  that  lioundleas  prmve : 

COUNT. 

How  the  hourff  do  linger: 

What  •'cUtk  xs%  prithee,  Berthm  T 
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A  more  deheate  lam,  we  venture  to  say,  is 
rarely  to  be  met  with  ia  tragic  dialogue.    As 
to  the  story  of  the  Jhnfrau,  it  is,  naturally 
enough,  of  the  most  heart-rending  description. 
This  Ancestress  is  a  lady,  or  rather  the  ghost 
of  a  lady,  for  slie  has  been  defunct  some  cen- 
taries,  who  in  life  had  committed  what  we  call 
an  ''indiscretion;"  which  indiscretion  the  nn- 
polite  husband    punished,   one   would    have 
thought  sufficiently,  by  running  her  through 
the   body.     However,  the  Schickml  of  Grill- 
parzer  does  not  think  it  sufficient;  but  farther 
dooms  the  fair  penitent  to  walk  as  goblin,  till 
the  last  branch  of  her  family  be  extinct.    Ac- 
cordingly she   is  heard,  from   time  to  time, 
slamming  doors  and   the  like,  and  now  and 
then  seen  with  dreadful  goggle-eyes  and  other 
ghost  appurtenances,  to  tiie  terror  not  only  of 
servant  people,  but  of  old  Count  Boroiin,  her 
now  sole  male  descendant,  whose  aAernoon 
nap   she,  on  one  occasion,  cruelly  disturbs. 
This  Count  Borotin  is  really  a  worthy,  prosing 
old  gentleman;  only  he  had  a  son  long  ago 
drowned  in  a  fish-pond  (body  not  found) ;  and 
has    still    a   highly  accomplished  daughter, 
whom  there  is  none  offering  to  wed,  except  one 
Jaromir,  a  person  of  unknown  extraction,  and 
to  ail  appearance,  of  the  lightest  purse ;  nay, 
as  it  turns  out  afterwards,  actually  the  head 
of  a  Banditti  establishment,  which  had  long 
infested  the  neighbouring  forests.    However, 
a  Captain  of  foot  arrives,  at  this  juncture, 
utterly  to  root  out  these  Robbers ;  and  now  the 
strangest    thinirs    come   to   light.     For   who 
should  this  Jaromir  prove  to  be  but  poor  old 
Borotin*s  drowned  son,  not  drowned,  but  stolen 
and  bred  up  by  these  Outlaws;  the  brother, 
therefore,  of  his  intended;  a  most  truculent 
fellow,  who  fighting  for  his  life  unwittingly 
kills  his  own  father,  and  drives  his  bride  to 
poison  herself;  in  which  wise,  as  was  also 
Giles  Scroggins'  ca>e,  he  ''cannot  get  married.'' 
The  reader  sees  all  this  is  not  to  be  accom- 
plished without  some  jarring  and  tumult.    In 
(act,  there  is  a  frightful  uproar  everywhere 
Ihronghout  that  night;   robbers  dying,  mus- 
qneiry  discharging,  women   shrieking,   men 
kwearing,  and  the  Ahnfrau  herself  emerging 
tt  intervals,  as  the  genius  of  the  whole  dis- 
cord.   But  time  and  hours  bring  relief,  as  they 
Always  do.    Jaromir,  in  the  long  run,  likewise, 
Wcceeds  in  dying;  whereupon   the   Borotin 
lineage  having  gone  to  the  Devil,  the  Ances- 
^«8  also  retires  thither,— at  least  makes  the 
^Pper  world  rid  of  her  presence, — and   the 
P'cce  ends  in  deep  stillness.    Of  this  poor  An- 
<^siress  we  shall  only  say  farther :  wherever 
^"^  b^,  requUiccU  !  requietcat ! 

As  we  mentioned  above,  the  Fate  method 
Qf^Qianufactaring  tragic  emotion  seems  to  have 
ji'^^^ded  Grillparzer  himself  little  contentment; 
^.    ^fler  this  Ahnfrau^  we  hear  no  more  of  it. 
^^^    Kdnig  Otiokan  GlUck  und  Ende  (King  Ol- 
^*ar's  Fortune  and   End)  is  a  much  more 
iat\ocent  piece,  and  proceeds  in  quite  a  dif- 
^^^^Dt  strain ;  aiming  to  subdue  us  not  by  old 
^^nien's  fables  of  Destiny,  but  by  the  accu- 
mulated splendour  of  thrones  and  principali- 
^'^;s,  ihe  cruel  or  magnanimous  pride  of  Aus- 
trian Emperors  and  Bohemian  conquerors,  the 
vitof  chivalrous  courtiers,  and  beautiful  but 


shrewish  queens ;  the  whole  set  off  by  a  pro' 
per  intermixture  of  coronation  ceremonies, 
Hungarian  dresses,  whiskered  halberdiers', 
alarms  of  battle,  and  the  pomp  and  circum- 
stance of  glorious  war.  There  is  even  some 
attempt  at  delineating  character  in  this  play; ' 
certain  of  the  dramatis  pcrsf.nx  are  evidently 
meant  to  differ  from  certain  others,  not  in  dress 
and  name  only,  but  in  nature  and  mode  of  being; 
so  much  indeed  they  repeatedly  assert,  or  hint, 
and  do  their  best  to  make  good, — unfortunately, 
however,  with  very  indifferent  success.  In 
fact  these  dramatu  pcno/uc  are  rubrics  and 
titles  rather  than  persons ;  for  most  part,  mere 
theatrical  automata,  with  only  a  mechanical 
existence.  The  truth  of  the  matter  is,  Grill- 
parzer cannot  communicate  a  poetic  life  to  any 
character  or  object ;  and  in  this,  were  it  in  no 
other  way,  he  evinces  the  intrinsically  prosaic 
nature  of  his  talent.  These  personages  of  his 
have,  in  some  instances,  a  certain  degree  of 
metaphysical  truth ;  that  is  to  say,  one  portion 
of  their  structure,  ps)'chologically  viewed,  cor- 
responds with  the  other; — so  far  all  is  well 
enough:  but  to  unite  these  merely  scientific 
and  inanimate  ijualilies  into  a  living  nian  is 
work  not  for  a  Playwright,  but  for  a  Dramatist*' 
Nevertheless,  K6aig  Ottokar  is  comparatively 
a  harmless  tragedy.  It  is  full  of  action,  strik" 
ing  enough,  though  without  any  discernible 
coherence ;  and  with  so  much  both  of  flirting, 
and  fighting,  with  so  many  weddings,  funerals, 
processions,  encampments,  it  must  be,  we 
should  think,  if  the  tailor  and  decorationist  do 
their  duty,  a  very  comfortable  piece  to  see 
acted,  especially  on  the  Vienna  boards,  where 
it  has  a  national  interest.  Rodolph  of  Hapsburg 
being  a  main  personage  in  it. 

The  model  of  this  Ottokar  we  imagine  to 
have  been  Schiller's  Picrdomini :  a  poem  of 
similar  materials  and  object;  but  differing 
from  it  as  a  living  rose  from  a  mass  of  dead 
rose-leaves,  or  even  of  broken  Italian  gum" 
flowers.  It  seems  as  though  Grillparzer  had 
hoped  to  subdue  us  by  a  sufficient  multitude' 
of  wonderful  scenes  and  circumstances,  with- 
out inquiring,  with  any  painful  solicitude,' ' 
whether  the  soul  and  meaning  of  them  were 
presented  to  us  or  not.  Herein  truly,  we  be- 
lieve, lies  the  peculiar  knack  or  playwright- 
mystery  of  Ottokar ;  that  its  effect  ts- calculated' 
to  depend  chiefly  on  its  quantity:  on  the  mere 
number  of  astonishments,  and  joyful  or  de- 
plorable adventures  there  brought  to  light; 
abundance  in  superficial  contents  compensat- 
ing the  absence  of  callida  junctura.  Which 
second  method  of  tragic  manufacture  we  hold 
to  be  better  than  the  first,  but  still  far  from 
good.  At  the  same  time,  it  is  a  very  common 
method,  both  in  Tragedy  and  elsewhere ;  nay, 
we  hear  persons  whose  trade  it  is  to  write 
metre,  or  be  otherwise  "imaginative,"  pro- 
fessing it  openly  as  the  best  they  know.  Do 
not  these  men  go  about  collecting  "  features ;" 
ferreting  out  strange  incidents,  murders,  duels, 
ghost-apparitions,  over  the  habitable  globe ;  of 
which  features  and  incident.>,  when  they  have 
gathered  a  sufficient  stock,  nothing  more  i-j 
needed  than  that  tht-y  bo  ample  enough,  higli- 
colouredt*nough,  thmij^h  huddled  into  any  case 
(Novel,  Tragedy,  or  Metrical  Romance)  the'. 
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will  hold  it  ain  Nevertheless  this  is  ag- 
glomeration, Dot  creation ;  and  avails  little  in 
Literature.  Quantity,  it  is  a  certain  fact,  will 
not  make  up  for  defect  of  quality ;  nor  are  the 
gayest  hues  of  any  service,  unless  there  be  a 
likeness  painted  from  them.  Belter  were  it 
for  Kdnig  Ottokar  had  the  story  liecn  twice  as 
short,  and  twice  as  expressive.  For  it  is  still 
true,  as  in  Cervantes'  time,  nvurn  lo  hieno  fvt 
murho.  What  avails  the  dram  of  brandy  while 
it  swims  chemically  united  with  its  barrel  of 
wort?  Let  the  distiller  pass  it  and  repass  it 
through  his  limbecs;  for  it  is  the  drops  of 
pure  alcohol  that  we  want,  not  the  gallons  of 
water,  which  may  be  had  in  every  ditch. 

On  the  whole,  however,  we  remember  Kdn\^ 
Otlo/car  without  animosity  ;  and  to  prove  that 
Orillparzcr,  if  he  could  not  make  it  poetical, 
might  have  made  it  less  prosaic,  and  has  in 
fact  something  better  in  him  than  is  here 
manifested,  we  shall  quote  one  passage,  which 
strikes  us  as  really  rather  sweet  and  natural. 
King  Ottokar  is  in  the  last  of  his  fields,  no 
prospect  before  him  but  death  or  captivity: 
and  soliloquizing  on  his  past  misdeeds : — 

I  have  not  borne  me  winely  in  thy  World, 

Thou  ffreat,  all  Judging  Ood .'    Like  ttorm  and  tempest, 

I  traverted  thy  fiiir  garden,  wasting  it : 

'T  !•  thine  to  waate,  for  thou  alone  canet  heal. 

Was  evil  not  my  aim,  yet  bow  did  I, 

Poor  worm,  presume  to  ape  the  Lord  of  Worlds, 

And  Uiroagh  the  Bad  seek  out  a  way  to  the  Good ! 

My  fellow  man,  sent  thither  for  his  Joy, 

An  end,  a  Self,  within  thy  World  n  World,— 

For  thou  hast  ftshion*d  him  a  inarvellous  work, 

With  lofYy  brow,  erect  in  look,  strange  sense, 

And  clothed  him  in  the  gnrmeiit  of  thy  Beauty, 

And  wondroiiHly  encirclnl  him  wiih  wonders; 

lie  hears,  and  sees,  and  feel»,  has  pain  and  pleasure  : 

He  takes  him  food,  and  cunning  powers  come  forth, 

And  work  and  work,  within  their  i>ecret  chambers, 

And  build  him  up  his  House :  no  royal  Palace 

Is  comparable  to  the  frame  of  Man  ! 

And  I  have  cast  them  from  me  liy  thi'usandft. 

For  whims,  as  men  throw  rubbiith  from  their  door. 

And  none  of  all  those  slain  but  had  a  Mother 

Who,  as  she  bore  him  in  sore  travail. 

Had  clasped  him  fondly  to  her  fost<^rins  breast; 

A  Aither  who  had  blestt'd  him  ns  liiti  pride, 

And  nurturing,  watrh'd  over  him  long  years  ; 

If  he  but  hurt  the  skin  u|M>n  his  finger, 

There  would  they  run,  with  anxious  look,  to  bind  it. 

And  tend  it,  cheering  him,  until  it  heal'd  ; 

And  it  was  but  a  flnger,  the  skin  o'  the  finger^. 

And  1  have  trod  men  down  in  heaps  and  squadrons, 

For  thr  stem  iron  opened  out  a  way 

To  thr  ir  warm  living  hearts. — O  God ! 

WUt  thou  go  into  Judgment  with  roe,  spare 

My  sudering  people. 

Kdniff  Ottokar,  160-1. 

Passages  of  this  sort,  scattered  here  and 
there  over  Grillparzer's  Plays,  and  evincing 
at  least  an  amiable  tenderness  of  natural  dis- 
position, make  us  regret  the  more  to  condemn 
him.  In  fact,  we  have  hopes  that  he  is  not 
born  to  be  for  ever  a  Playwright.  A  true 
though  feeble  vein  of  poetic  talent  he  really 
seems  to  possess;  and  such  purity  of  heart  as 
may  yet,  with  assiduous  study,  lead  him  into 
his  proper  field.  For  we  do  reckon  him  a 
conscientious  man,  and  honest  lover  of  Art: 
nay  ibis  incessant  fluctuation  in  his  dramatic 


schemes  is  itself  a  good  omen.  Besides  this 
Mnfrav  and  Oitoknr^  he  has  written  two  Dra- 
mas, Snppho,  and  Dcr  Goldene  VHeu,  (The  Golden 
Fleece.)  on  quite  another  principle;  aim* 
ing  apparently  at  some  Classic  model,  or  at 
least  at  some  French  reflect  of  sach  a  model. 
Snpphoj  which  we  are  sorry  to  learn  is  not  his 
last  piece,  but  his  second,  appears  to  as  very 
considerably  the  most  faultless  production  of 
his  we  are  yet  acquainted  with.  There  is  a 
decree  of  grace  and  simplicity  in  it,  a  soAnes^ 
polish,  and  general  good  taste,  little  to  be  ex- 
pected from  the  Author  of  the  Ahnfrau:  if  he 
cannot  bring  out  the  full  tragic  meaning  of 
Sappho^s  situation,  he  contrives,  with  laudable 
dexterity,  to  avoid  the  ridicule  that  lies  wilhia 
a  single  step  of  it;  his  Drama  is  weak  and 
thin,  but  innocent,  lovable; — nay,  the  last 
scene  strikes  us  as  even  poetically  merito- 
rious. His  nolfftne  nie^s  we  suspect  to  be  of 
similar  character,  but  have  not  yet  found  time 
and  patience  to  study  it.  We  repeat  our  hope 
of  one  day  meeting  Grillparzer  in  a  more 
honourable  calling  than  this  of  Playwright,  or 
even  fourth-rate  Dramatist;  which  titles,  as 
was  said  above,  we  have  not  given  him  with- 
out regret;  and  shall  be  truly  glad  to  cancel 
for  whatever  better  one  he  may  yet  chance  to 
merit. 

But  if  we  felt  a  certain  reluctance  in  class- 
ing Grillparzer  among  the  Playwrights,  no  sach 
feeling  can  have  place  with  regard  to  the  se- 
cond name  on  our  list,  that  of  Doctor  August 
Klingemann.    Dr.  Klingemann  is  one  of  the 
most  indisputable  Playwrights  now  extant:  nay 
80  superlative  is  his  vigour  in  this  department, 
we  might  even  designate  him  the  Playwright. 
His  manner  of  proceeding  is  quite  diffprent 
from    Grillparzer's;    not    a    wavering   over- 
charged method,  or  combination  of  methods, 
as  the  other's  was;  but  a  fixed   principle  of 
action,   which   he   follows    with    unflinching 
courage;  his  own  mind  being,  to  all  appear- 
ance, highly  satisfied  wiih  it.     If  Grillparzer 
attempted  to  overpower  us  now  by  the  method 
of  Fate,  now  by  that  of  pompous  action,  and 
grandiloquent  or  lachrymose  senti  ment.  heaped 
on  us  in  too  rich  abundance,  Khngemann,  with- 
out neglecting  any  of  these  resources,  seems 
to  place  his  chief  dependence  on  a  surer  and 
readier  stay:  on  his  magazines  of  rosin,  oil- 
paper, vizards,  scarlet-drapery,  and  gunpowder. 
What   thunder   and    lightning,  magic-lantern 
transparencies,  death's-heads,  fire-showers,  and 
plush  cloaks  can  do, — is  here  done.  Abundance 
of  churchyard  and  chapel  scenes,  in  most  tem- 
pestuous weather;   to  say  nothing  of  battle- 
fields, gleams  of  scoured  arms  here  and  there 
in  the  wood,  and  even  occasional  shots  heard 
in  the  distance.  Then  there  are  such  scowls  and 
malignant  side-glances,  ashy  paleness,  stamp- 
ings, and  hysterics,  as  might,  one  would  think, 
wring  the  toughest  bosom  into  drops  of  pi^y- 
For  not  only  are  the  looks  and  gestures  of  these 
people  of  the  most  heart-rending  description, 
but  their  words  and  feelings  also  (for  Klinge- 
mann is  no  half-artisi)  are  of  a  piece  with  them; 
gorgoous  inflations,  the  purest  innocence,  high- 
est ?T)agnanimity;  godlike  sentiment  of  all  sorts; 
everywhere  the  finest  tragic  humour.  The  mora/ 
too  is  genuine ;  there  is  the  most  anxioas  re- 


GERMAN  PLAYWRIGHTS. 


i«;  indwdadistioct  patronage boih 
|f  Providence  and  Ihe  Devil,  tii  tbia  manner, 
s  Dr.  Kliogemann  compound  his  drnmBlic 
'  tfe«luarics,  DO  less  cDDaingly  lha.D  Dr.  Kiich- 
ener  did  his  "  peplic  persuaders ;"  and  iruly  of 
Ifae  former  we  musi  say,  ihal  iheir  operation  is 
Bovise  anplea^anti  nay,  lo  oar  shame  be  ii 
■poken,  we  have  even  rend  Ihcsc  Plays  wifh  a 
CMttin  degree  of  saiisfaciion ;  and  shall  de- 
olKre  Ihat  if  any  man  wish  lo  amnse  himself 
irrationally,  here  is  the  ware  for  hi»  money. 

KlingeoiaiiD's  laiesi  driutiatic  undertaking  is 
Mutuir ;  a  purely  oripnal  invention,  on  which 
be  seems  lo  piqae  himself  somewhat;  confess- 
ing his  opinion  that  now  when  ihe  "  birth-pains" 
■n  <wer,  iha  character  of  Matucr  may  possi- 
Mr  do  pxA  service  in  many  a  famre  drama. 
we  Mv  not  prophels,  or  sons  of  prophets ;  so 
dull  leav«  ibiK  prediction  resting  on  its  own 
tuii.  Abasocr,  the  reader  will  be  interested 
to  leATO,  is  no  other  than  ihe  Wanderine  Jew 
or  Shoemaker  of  Jerusalem,  concerning  whom 
there  are  two  things  lo  be  remarked.  The  first 
ia  the  strange  name  of  ihia  Shoeranlter:  why 
do  Klinpmaon  and  all  the  Germans  call  the 
man  jSamrr,  when  his  anlhenlic  Chrtsiian 
Bune  is  John  ;  Joanna  a  Tmporibia  Chritti,  or, 
tbr  brevity's  sake,  simply  Joaxnti  a  Tem^riAui .' 
This  should  be  looked  into.  Our  second  le- 
■■rk  is  of  the  circumilance  that  no  Historian 
^  nr  Narralor,  neither  Schiller,  Siradi,  Thnanos, 
^Konroc,  nor  Dugald  Dalgeity,  makes  any  men- 
""  )  of  Ahaaner's  having  been  present  at  the 
e  of  Luizen.  Possibly  they  thought  the 
D  notorious  lo  need  mention.    Here,  at 


bar^  looks  after  him  : 
round   the   corpse ',  I 

curtain  falls."    Buch 

stern  caiasirophe  of  this  Tragedy 

which  it  were  superfluous  for  us 

ther  in  the  way  of  criticism.   We  shall  only  add 

that  there  is  a  dreadful  lithographic  print  in  it, 

representing  "Ludwig  Uerrieiil  as  Ahasner;" 

in  that  very  act  of  "stepping  solemoly   into 

the  wood;"   and  uttering  these  final   words:    ^ 


infer,  be 


t  been  at  Waterloo  also;  and  probably  at 
Tra&Igar,  though  in  which  fleet  is  not  so  clear; 
for  he  lakes  a  hand  in  all  great  batlles  andns- 
tioa*!  emergencies,  at  least  is  witness  of  them, 
being  boand  toil  by  his  destiny.   Such  is  ihepe- 
nUkf  occapition  of  the  WanderiAg  Jew,  as 
bRtOKhl   to  light  in  Ibis  Tragedy:  his  other 
ipceialiiies^— thai  he  cannot  lodge  above  three 
iii(ht>  in  one  place ;  that  he  is  ofa  mclancho' 
Bb  temperament ;  above  all,  that  be  cannot  die, 
Ml  bjr  hemp  or  steel,  or  Pmssic-acid  itself,  but 
nut  trarel  on  till  the  general  consummalioi 
I'  —•re  familiar  to  all  historical  readers.   Aha 
il  ibis  Battle  of  Liltzen  seems  i 
«  been  a  very  easy  one ;  simply  to  see  II 
-      *  ■'-t  North  brought  down;  not  by 
,  as  IS  generally  believed,  but,  t 
t  traitorous  pislol-bullel  of  one  Heinyn  r< 
'~''i,  a  bigoted  Catholic,  who  had  preiendi 
-I  frtim  the  Imperialists,  Ibat  he  mig 
ne  snch  opportunity.      Cnforlunatel 
I,  directly  afler  this   feai,  falls   into 
as.  balf  rabid  stale ;  comes   home   to 
;  Warth,  frightens   his  poor   wife  and 
f  a\A  noodle  of  a  Fatber;  then  skulks 
.  Ibr  some  time,  now  praying,  oflenercnrs- 
Jkhf  and  tweoring;  till  at  leng:lh  the  Swedes 
[:V  hoM  nf  him  and  kill   him.    Ahasaer.  as 
nal,  is  in  at  ibe  death:  in  the  interim,  how- 
9r,hehai  saved  Lady  Heinyn  fromdrownin^, 
fli  as  good  a.s  poisoned  her  with  the  look 
«  strange  stony  eyes  ;  and  now  his  busi- 
'o  all  appearance  l>etng  over,  be  signifies 
g  language  thai  be  must  begone  ;  ihere- 
^ffteps  solemol;  into  the  irood;  Wasi 


bdesenfr 


We 


e  heard  of  Herr  Derrienl  as  of  the  best 

ir  in  Germany ;  and  can  now  bear  testimO' 

if  there  be  truth  iu  this  plate,  that  he  is  one 

oi  the  ablest-bodied  men.     A  most  iruculent, 

rawboned   figure,  "  with   bare  le^   and    red 

leather  shoes  i'  huge  black  beard ;  eyes  turned 

iide  out;  and  miering  these   extraordinary 

words ; — "  But  /  go  on — on — on  !" 

Now,  however,  we  must  give  a  glance  at 
Klingemann's  other  chief  performance  in  this 
line,  the  tragedy  of  i'aiui.  Dr.  Klingemann 
admits  that  Ihe  subject  has  beeu  ofien  treated ; 
that  Goethe's  fsNif  in  particular  has  "dramatic 
points,"  [draiaatiirhe  tnomtnlti)  but  Ihe  business 

IS  to  tpvt  il  an  entire  dramatic  superlicies,  to 
make  it  an  Srkt  dramalucht,  a  "  genuinely"  dra- 
matic tragedy.  Setting  out  with  this  laudable 
intention,  Dr.  Klingemtinn  has  produced  a 
Fawi,  which  differs  fram  Ibat  of  Goethe  in 
morn  than  one  particular.  The  hero  of  this 
piece  is  not  the  old  Faust,  doctor  in  philosophy, 
driven  desperate  by  the  uncertainty  of  human 
knowledge:  but  plain  John  t'aust,  the  printer, 
and  even  Ihe  invenlor  of  gunpowder  i  driven 
desperate  by  his  ambiiioua  temper,  and  a  total 
deficiency  of  cash.  He  bas  an  excellent  wife, 
an  excellent  blind  father,  boih  ofwhoai  would 
fain  have  him  be  peaeeable,  and  work  at  his 
trade;  but  being  an  adept  m  Ihe  black  art,  he 
determines  rather  lo  relieve  himself  in  that 
way.  Accordingly  he  proceeds  to  make  n  con- 
tract with  the  Devil,  on  what  we  should  consi- 
der pretty  advantageous  terms ;  the  devil  being 
bound  to  serve  him  in  the  mast  effectual  man- 
ner, and  Fanst  at  liberty  to  commii /our  mortal 
sins  before  any  hair  of  his  head  can  be  harmed. 
However,as  will  be  seen,  Ihe  devilnroves  York- 
shire ;  and  Faust  naturally  enough  finds  him- 
self quite  jockeyed  in  the  long  ruo. 

Another  characteristic  distinction  of  Klinge- 
mann is  his  manner  of  imbodying  this  same 
Evil  Principle,  when  at  last  he  resolves  on  in- 
troducing him  to  sight;  for  all  these  rontracis 
and  preliminary  matters  are  very  properly 
managed  behind  ihe  scenes ;  only  the  main 
points  of  the  transaction  being  indicated  to  Ihc 
spectator  by  some  thaader-clap,  or  the  like. 
Here  is  no  cold  mocking  Mephistopheles ;  bal  a. 
swaggeriog,  jovial,  Wesl-Indi»-looking"Str«n- 
ger,"  with  a  rubicund,  indeed  qoiie  brick- 
coloured  face,  which  Faust  at  first  mistakes  for 
the  efleci  of  hard  drinking.  However,  it  is  a 
remarkable  feature  of  this  Slranger.  Ihat 
always  on  Ihe  introduction  of  any  religious 
topic,  or  the  meation  of  any  sacred  name,  he 
strikes  bis  glass  down  on  the  table,  and  gene- 
rally breaks  it. 

For  some  Ume,  aftw  Xiis  a,T»\A  \i»n 
Faust's  aSiairs  ^o  ot\  tciai&^'bui.'^t. . 
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xreit  scale,  and  he  seems  In  feel  preltf  comrorl- 
able.  Bal  Ihe  Slraoger  shows  him  "  his  wife," 
Helena,  Ihe  niosl  enchanting  crealiire  in  Ihe 
world :  and  Ihe  moii  cruel  tearled, — far  nol- 
wilhslantling  ihe  easy  temper  of  her  htishand. 
fifae  will  nol  grant  Falls!  the  smallesl  encou- 
ragemeiiMill  he  hurektlleJ  K^lhe.  his  own 
Jiving  helpmaie,  af-aiiist  whom  he  entertains 
no  manner  of  grudge.  Nevertheless,  reflecting 
thai  he  has  a  slock  of  four  mortal  sins  ta  drliW 
upAn,  nnd  maj  well  venture  one  tot  such  a 
'prize,  be  determines  on  kiliiDg  Klilhe.  But 
nere  mailers  lake  a  had  turn ;  for  having 
poisoned  poor  Kilihe,  he  discovers,  most  un- 
.ezpeciedly,  thai  she  is  in  the  family  way;  sod 
therefore  that  he  has  committed  nol  one  sm  but 
.two !  Nay  before  the  interment  can 
jie  is  farther  reduced,  in  a  son  of  acci^eoia! 
celf-dcfence,  to  kill  biii  faiher;  thus  accom- 
Jplisbine  his  third  mortal  sin ;  with  which  third, 
gs  we  shall  presently  discover,  his  whole  allot- 
ia«nt  is  eihausted,  a  fourth,  that  be  knew  n»i 
joT,  being  already  on  the  score  against  him  ! 
From  this  point,  it  cannot  but  snrprise  us  thai 
bad  grows  worse :  catehpoles  are  out  in 
euil  of  him,  "  black  masks"  dance  round 
in  a  must  aasplcioas  manner,  the  brick-faced 
ctranger  seems  lo  laugh  at  him,  and  Helena 
will  nowhere  make  her  appearance.  That  the 
eympathiKJog  reader  may  see  with  his  own 
eyes  how  poor  Faust  is  besel  at  this  juncture, 
we  shall  quote  a  scene  or  two.  The  first  may, 
jifoperly   enough,   be   that   of    those   "block 

SCENE  SEVENTH.    J  ligklrd  Halt. 


\  t«i  myHtf  t>c  mwJ 


ffty-  Motj.tlttB: 


Krfl.7t«r, 


••• 


GSBMAN  FLATWBIQHTa 


BCadKB 
t 


Wtan  li  btt  wbcrtY 

FromibMe  merely  terrestrial  eonstables, 
dM  jcnrial  8tFin|er  easily  AeKvers  Paost ;  but 
mm  edoies  the  tong-looked-for  tiUhJMit  with 

SCENE  TWELFTH.  * 

Tto  «a«r  JHMft*  •ftMrwf.) 
Wo  loig  ■tflft  ynmi  h— aty  t 


VAVST. 


ThttiMH 

•^And  so  ibrth,  throui^  four 
aad  iee»  till  at  last, 

VAVST  (<mMv.) 
Onb 

(rtiHwMir.) 
H«yl 
VAVST. 
It      ' 


of  flame 


Timrildattl 


lAVIT. 

OncklM! 

HXLXIIA. 

TaOceiti! 

(Tks  wm$k  mmd  kmiFdrtttfMfrtm  her :  mnd  tk*  grins 
<t  Umfrtm  m  dtatk*9  head  t  U%d  thund§r :  ami  tkt  wnuie 
ndtf «  with  m  shriek,  in  disssnanees.) 

TAUST  (sUfftrs  hsek.) 

O  Honor  I  wo ! 

nXLlITA. 

The  coach  to  roadj,  there ! 
OomCf  BrMegroom,  to  thy  flre-nuptlalil 

(ShsHnkt,  withnemshingUinndsr-ftnlt  into  tkerronni, 
•«l  tif  which  issme  Jiames.) 

A]]  this  is  bad  enough;  but  mere  childVplay 
to  the  *«  Thirteenth  Scene "  the  last  of  this 
strange  eventful  history :  with  some  parts  of 
which  we  propose  to  send  our  readers  weep- 
ing to  their  beds. 

SCENE  THIRTEENTH. 

{Ths  ■TBAWOCB  hurts  TAVwr^  whsss  fttct  is  desdly  pale, 
huekuths  slags,  bf  ths  hsir.) 

YAUST. 

Ha,  let  me  fly  i— Come !  Come  !— 

STBAVSKB  (with  wild  tkundsring  tsns.) 

'T  le  over  now ! 

FAUST. 

That  horrid  vlnge  l^tkrowing  himself,  in  a  tremor, 
•a  ths  eTTAMOBB'e  breast.)  Thou  art  my  Friend ! 

Protect  me !  t 

srmAirexR  {Isn/pkiitg  slsnd.) 

Balhal  ha! 


VAUST. 

0,Wv«Mt!t 
STB  A  veXB  (elutshss  him  with  irrs^tsttbUfsrts  t  whtHg 
Um  rsund,  ss  th$t  VAUST^S  fmcsi$tswsr4a  tteijMrtaHi-e, 
wMlvl  his  swn  is  tmrmsdmwmf  :  and  thns  hs  UsksU  him, 
mnd  Iwtb  with  thnm^Hng  «ek»  .*)* 

*T  is  I*t— (a  CLAF  Off  TBUiniBB.  VAVST,  wHk 
gssttarss  of  dsspsst  hsrrsr,  mshss  ts  thsgrsmmia  mtUriwg 
em  inaertttnists  ery.  Ths  sthsr,  tffisr  c  pmmtt'tmimms, 
with  etatimg  cssinsss :) 

la  that  tlM  mighty  Hell-sahdotr, 
Ttart  thraatened  «e  ?— Ha,  Ma ! !  {wiUk  lighmt  sso- 
Cfaijil.) 

Wora  of  the  dasftl . 

IhadreatnradUiytonBetfor  mffssjfll 
Deaeand  to  oChar  haada,  bt  sport  Ibr  alSTas-' 
Thoo  art  too  aaMll  fltrnt  1 1 

VAVST  (idPSisnal^aadMiBit  t#f«enperMeslrii^taj 

ABlaotiaaitY 


Thoa,BOt 

rAVST  (rMiyiaMaiaftoltaaAiBMaM.) 

Aceoiaad  I  Ha*  I  Sm  I  I  sail 
Dowa  at  any  |bet  1 1  am  thy 


I 


No 


M 


Hani  Hal  MyBaigala 


VAiraT  (ptfdiir.) 
It 

aTBAa^iB« 


VAvar. 


It 


STMAVOBB. 

The  Foorth  too  is  coamiittad  I 

TAVBT. 

My  wife,  my  chHd,  and  my  old  Fatber*a  Mood—  t 

aTRAFOKB  {holds  up  a  Parehmtnt  ts  him.) 
And  here  (Ay  own  /— 

VAV8T. 

That  is  my  coTenaatl 

STBAKGXB. 

TThis  signature— ms  thy  roost  damning  sin  I 

TAU8T  (rsging.) 
Ha,  spirit  of  lies ! !  Ac,  hte. 

BTBAFOXB  (in  kigkest  fuTf.) 

Down,  thou  accunwd ! 

{He  drags  kim  by  tke  kair  towards  ths  baek-ground  ;  at 
tkis  moment,  amid  violent  tknnder  and  Ugktning,  ths 
scene  changes  into  a  korrid  wilderness ;  in  tks  baek-gpsumd 
of  trhick,  a  yawning  Ckasm :  into  tkis  tks  Devil  kwHs 
Faust  ;  on  all  sidee  Fire  rains  down,  ee  tkat  tks  wkois  in- 
terior  of  tke  Cavern  aeeme  burning :  a  black  veil  desesnds 
ever  botk^  eo  soon  as  Faust  is  got  nndsr.) 

rAUST  {kmzeung  in  wild  dejiance.) 

Ha, down!  Down! 

{Thunder,  ligktning,  and  fire.  Botk  sink.    Tks  Cfurtatm 

falls.) 

On  considering  all  which  supernatural  trans- 
actions, the  bewildered  reader  has  no  theory 
for  it,  except  #iat  Faust  must,  in  Dr.  Cabanis*s 
phrase,  have  laboured  under  ^^  obstructions  in 
the  epigastric  region,"  and  all  this  of  the  Devil, 
and  Helena,  and  so  much  murder  and  carous- 
ing, have  been  nothing  but  a  waking  dream, 
or  other  atrabilious  phantasm ;  and  regrets 
that  the  poor  Printer  had  not  rather  a^^VvedV^ 
some  Abemelhy  on  \]tie  vql\>\^c\^  ox  ^^v^^Vs 
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:stc)i'ed  himself  [o  ihe  bosom  of 
hia  afflicted  family. 

Sach,  ihen,  for  Dr-KHopmann's  pari,  is  his 
nielhod  of  constructing  Trtigedi?s ;  lo  which 
melliod  it  may  perhaps  he  objected  Ihal  there 
isawantof  onginaliiy  in  il;  fordonotouroivn 
British  PtBywrightB  follow  precisely  the  .same 
plan  t  We  niighl  answer  Ihai,  if  not  hi»  plan, 
ai  least,  bis  intinitely  superior  ececuiion  of  it, 
innat  distinguish  Klingetnann :  but  we  rather 
think  his  claim  to  originality  rests  »n  a  diflerenl 
grooud,  on  the  ground,  namely,  of  his  entire 
conlentmeni  with  himself  and  with  this  bis 
dramaturgy ;  and  the  cool  heroism  with  which, 


3  all  n 


s,  he  a' 


Manager^dignity 
a  post  he  .seems 
■  for   the 


I   Ahasuer,   Doctor 


Here  is  no  poor,''  cuwering,  underfoot  Play- 
wright, bcf^ng  the  public  for  Gnd's  sake  not 
10  give  him  the  whipping  which  he  deserves; 
hut  a  bold  perpendicular  Playwright,  avowiug 
himself  as  such  ;  nay.  mounted  on  Ihe  top  of 
his  joinety,  and  therefrom  exercising  a  sharp 
critical  superintendence  over  the  German 
Drama  generally.  Klingemann,  wc  under- 
stand, has  laielv  eiecQied  a  theatrical  Tour. 
as  Don  Quixote  did  various  Sallies;  and  thrown 
stones  into  most  Oerman  Playhouses,  and  at 
various  German  Playwriiers ;  of  which  we 
have  seen  only  his  assault  on  Tieck ;  a  feat 
comparable  perhaps  in  that  "never-imagined 
adventure  of  the  Windmills."  Fortune,  it  is 
said,  favours  the  brave;  and  the  prayer  of 
Bums's  Kilmarnock  weaver  is  not  always  un- 
heard of  Heaven.  In  cooclusion.  we  con^ra- 
tulaie  Dr.  Klingemaun 
in  the  Brunswick  Thi 
made  for,  almost  as 
East  cheap  waitership. 
But  now,  like  his 
Klingemann  must  "go 
ther  and  greater  Doctor 

watting,  whose  seven  Deauiiiui  volumes  oi 
DramalUclic  H'rrki  might  well  secure  him  a 
heller  fate.  Dr.  Mullner.  of  all  these  Play- 
wrights, is  the  best  known  in  England  ;  some 
of  his  works  have  aveo,  we  believe,  been 
translated  inin  our  language.  In  his  own 
country,  his  fame,  or  at  least  notoriety,  is  also 
tnpreme  over  all;  no  Playwright  of  this  age 
makes  such  a  noise  as  Mullaer;  nay.  many 
there  are  who  affirm  thai  hv  is  something  far 
better  than  a  Playwright.  Critics  of  the  sixth 
and  lower  magnitudes,  in  every  corner  of  Crer- 
mony,  have  put  the  question  a  thousand  times : 
Whether  Milliner  ia  not  a  Poet  and  Dramatisil 
To  which  question,  as  Ihe  higher  authorities 
maintain  an  obstinate  silence,  or.  if  much 
pressed,  reply  only  in  groans,  these  siilh- 
inagnititde  men  have  been  obliged  to  make 
answer  themselves;  and  they  have  doneil  with 
an  emphasis  and  vociferation  calculated  to  dls- 

tel  all  remaining  doubts  in  the  minds  of  men. 
iMQIlner'smind,  at  least,  they  have  led  lillle; 
B  conviction  Ihe  more  excusable,  as  the  play- 
going  vulgar  seem  to  be  almost  unanimous  in 
■baring  It;  and  thunders  of  applause,  nightly 
through  so  many  theatres,  return  him  loud 
acclaim.  Such  renown  is  pleasant  food  for  the 
hungry  appetite  of  a  mau,  and  naturally  he 
rolls  il  OB  a  sweet  morsel  under  his  tongue: 


but,  afler  all,  it  can  profit  him  but  little ;  nay, 
many  times,  what  is  sugar  lo  the  tasle  may  be 
bugar-of-lead  when  it  is  swallowed.  Better 
were  it  for  Milliner,  we  think,  had  fainter 
thunders  of  applau.^e,  and  from  fewer  theatres, 
greeted  him.  For  what  gpod  is  m  it,  ercn 
were  there  no  evil  ?  Though  a  thonsand  c^ 
leap  into  ihe  air  at  hi.-^  name,  his  own  suiac 
is  no  hair's  breadth  higher;  neither  erca  eaq 
the  linal  estimate  of  its  height  be  thereby  In 
the  smallest  degree  enlarged.  From  gainsay- 
ers  these  greetings  provoke  only  s  stiieter 
scrutiny ;  the  mailer  comes  to  be  accuialely 
known  at  lant;  and  he,  who  has  been  Ireat^ 
with  foolish  hlierality  atone  period,  mnstnake 
up  for  it  by  Ihe  want  of  bare  necessaries  at 
another.  No  one  will  deny  that  MiiHner  is  a 
person  of  some  considerable  taleni :  we  under- 
stand he  is,  or  was  once,  a  Lawyer ;  and  can 
believe  that  he  may  have  acted,  and  talked, 
and  written,  very  prettily  in  that  capacity: 
but  Id  set  op  for  a  Poet  was  quite  a  i^fferenl 
enterprise,  in  which  we  reckon  that  he  ha* 
allngelher  mistaken  his  road,  and  these  mob- 
'leers  have  led  him  farther  and  farther  astray. 
Several  years  ago.  on  the  faith  of  very  ean>- 

of  Dr.  Milliner's  Tragedies,  the  Mbaninrtmm.- 
with  which,  such  was  its  effect  on  ns.we  eo^ 
willingly  enough  have  terminated  oar 
quainianee  with  Dr.  MQIlner.  A  palpable i 
talion  of  Beliiller's  f>'rnul  von  Mtuina;  vilbotlt 
any  philosophy  or  feeling  that  was  not  either 
perfectly  commonplace  or  perfectly  false,  a 
both  the  one  and  the  other;  inaalrd,  indeed, 
into  a  certain  hollow  bulk,  but  altogether  wilb- 
out  greatness ;  being  built  throughout  on  met 
rant  and  clangour,  and  other  elements  of  ^ 
most  indubitable  Pioset  such  a  work  eoaU 
not  but  be  satisfactory  to  us  respecting  'Dr. 
MGIIner's  genius  as  a  Poet;  and  time  b<' 
precious,  and  the  world  wide  enough,  we 
privately  determined  that  we  and  Dr.  Mi'illDen 
were  each  henceforth  to  pursue  his  i 
course.  Neverlhetefs,  so  considerable  has 
been  the  progress  of  our  worthy  friend,  si 
then,  both  at  home  and  abroad,  that  his  tabc 
are  again  forced  on  our  notice :  for  we  rte 
the  existence  of  a  true  Poet  in  any  cotinRr  la 
be  so  important  a  fact,  thai  eveu  Ihe  slight  pro. 
babilily  of  »uch  is  worthy  of  inrestigalMii. 
Accordingly,  we  have  again  perused  Ae  Jt 
torniMnnn,  and  along  with  it,  faithfblljr  hi- 
ammed  the  whole  Dramatic  works  of  MfUhMr, 
published  in  seven  volumes,  on  heaatifnl  p 
per,  in  small  shape,  and  every  way  very  fit  Sot 
handling.  The  whole  tragic  works,  weshonU 
rather  say :  for  three  or  four  of  his  comic  pe<^ 
fonnances  sulhciently  conlenled  us;  andtsme 
two  volumes  of  farces,  we  confess,  are  shU 
unread.  We  have  also  carefnlly  gone  Ihroaglii 
and  with  much  less  difficulty,  the  Prclkco, 
Appendices,  and  other  pnise  sheets,  whereia 
the  Anthor  exhibits  the  "/aia  hUlS"  defends 
himself  from  unjust  criticisms,  reports  jan 
nne$,  or  himself  makes  such.  The  toll*  of 
this  task  we  shall  not  magnify,  well  knowisc 
that  man's  life  is  a  fight  ihrotighooi;  oslr 
having  now  gathered  what  light  is  to  be  had  oft  ' 
this  matter,  we  proceed  to  apeak  forth  o«r  Te^ 
diet  thereon ;  fondly  hoping  that  we  shall  ■' 


^ 
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n  indefinite  period  of 


tare  Amc  wiih  ii. 

Dr.  MQlln^r,  (hew,  we  moJt  tufee  liberty  to 
betiPTF,  in  spite  of  all  that  has  been  said  or 
nng  on  the  sabjeci,istiol)r8malisl;  has  never 
vrinrn  a  Tragedy,  tnd  in  all  human  probabi- 
liif  will  never  write  one.  Grounds  for  Ihis 
kar*)].  ne^iive  opinion,  did  the  "burden  of 
proof'*  lie  cbiefly  on  our  side,  we  might  state 
in  eiireme  abundance.  There  is  one  gt^and, 
kowever,  which,  if  oar  obs^valion  be  correct. 
would  rirlaalljr include  all  the  resL  Dr.  Mull- 
Bef'»  whole  soul  and  character,  to  the  deepesi 
root  we  can  trace  of  il,  seems  prosaic,  nai 
poetical ;  his  Dramas,  therefore,  like  nrhatevet 
elK  he  produce^  must  be  manufactured,  noi 
created;  nay.  we  think  thai  his  principle  of 
maoDfacture  is  itself  rather  a  poor  and  second- 
hand one.  Vain  were  il  for  any  reader  lo 
■earch  in  these  seven  volumes  for  an  opinion 
any  deeper  or  clearer,  a  senliment  anyfineroi 
bigber.  than  may  conveniently  belong  lo  the 
commoDest  practising  advocate :  eieepl  stilting 
keroies,  which  ihe  man  himself  half  ki 
be  false,  and  every  other  man  easily  waives 
aside,  there  is  nothing  here  to  dislnrb  the  qui- 
eccenee  of  eilher  hean  or  head.  This  man  is 
a  I>>rfiir  Crrimgur  Jurii,  most  probably  of  good 

Srislic  talent;  and  nothing  more  whatever, 
i*  langaage,  too,  all  accurately  measured 
iaio  feet,  and  good  carreni  Genaao,  so  far  asa 
foreigner  may  judge,  beai^  similar  testimony. 
Eicepi  Ihe  rhyme  and  metre,  il  exhibits  no 
poetical  sympiom ;  without  being  verbose,  jt  is 
esxeotially  mea^r  atid  naiery;  no  idiomatic 
eippes  liven  ess,  no  melody,  no  vinue  of  any 
tad;  Ihe  commonest  rehiele  for  the  com- 
Bcmrst  meaning.  Not  that  our  Doctor  is  des- 
inote  of  meuphors  and  other  rhetorical  fUnher' 
incea ;  but  thai  these  aUo  arc  of  the  mast 
mvial  cbaracler;  old  threadbare  material, 
UAored  up  into  a  stale  of  shabby-gentility ; 
•lostly  lurtiing  on  "light"  and  "darkness;" 
'AasheH  through  clouds,"  "fire  of  heart," 
■mnpesi  .of  suul,"  and  the  libe,  which  can 
frofti  no  matt  iir  woman.  In  short,  we  must 
Kftv  II,  Dr.  MQIIner  has  yet  lo  show  thai 
tim  is  any  pariicle  of  poetic  meial  in  him ; 
Aathii  g«nius  is  other  than  a  sober  clay-pit. 
&MB  which  good  bricks  may  be  made 
wber^  to  look  for  gold  or  diamonds  were  sheer 
*ule  of  labour. 

When  we  (hialt  of  our  own  Malurin  and 
Sberidan  Koowles,  and  the  gala-day  of  popu- 
laHiy  which  tbey  also  once  enjoyed  with  us. 
•tean  beal  no  loss  for  Ihe  genus  under  which 
Dr.  Hallner  U  la  be  included  in  crilical  physi- 
ofaCT-  KevertbelesH,  in  marking  him  as  adis- 
ael  Playwright,  we  are  bound  to  mention 
Aai  ID  funeral  intelleclnal  talent  he  shows 
If  ?ery  considerably  superior  to  his  two 
wan  brethren.  He  has  a  much  belter  lasie 
»  Klingemann;  rejecting  Ihe  aid  of  plush 
1  faapowder,  we  may  say.  altogether;  is 
—  M  the  pains  to  rhyme  great  pari  of  his 


with 


id  decoroii"  composure,  to  whlL-h 

itwick  Mannger  seem."  tolally  indtf- 

Horeover,   he    appears    to    surpass 

Klingemano,  in  a  cer- 

faM  bodi  of  jndgmeni  and  punoB 


which  indeed  is  no  very  mighty  affair;  Orfll- 
parser  being  naturally  but  a  treUe  pipe  in 

these  matters ;  and  Klingemanu  blowing 
through  such  an  enormous  coach-horn,  that 
the  natural  note  goes  for  nathiog,  becomes  a. 
mere  vibraiioo  in  Ihal  all-subduing  volume  of 
sound.  At  the  same  lime,  it  is  singular  enough 
that  neither  Grill  parzer  nor  Klingemann  shoiUd 
be  Deariy  so  tough  reading  as  Mullner,  which. 
however,  we  declare  to  be  Ihe  fact.  As  to 
Klingemann.  he  is  even  an  amusing  artist; 
there  is  such  a  briskness  and  hean  in  him ;  so 
rich  is  he,  nay,  so  exuberant  in  riches,  so  full 
of  explosions,  tire-flashes,  eiecralioni,  and  all 
manner  of  catastrophes :  and  then,  good  soul, 
he  asks  no  attention  from  ns,  knows  his  trade 
belter  than  lo  dream  of  asking  any.  Grill- 
parzer  again  is  asadder  and  perhaps  a  wiser 
companion ;  lon^-winded  a  little,  but  peaceable 
and  son-hearted:  his  melanrhnly,  even  when 
he  pules,  is  in  the  highei^i  degree  inolTenaive, 
and  wc  can  often  weep  a  tear  or  two  /a-  him, 
if  not  wiih  him.  But  of  all  Tragedians,  may 
the  indulgent  Heavens  deliver  us  from  nay 
farther  Iraflic  wiib  Dr.  Milliner!  This  is  the 
lukewarm,  which  we  could  wish  to  be  either 
cold  or  hot.  Mullner  will  nol  keep  us  awake, 
while  we  read  him ;  yet  neither  will  he,  like 
Klingemann,  let  ns  fairly  get  asleep.  Ever 
am)  anon,  it  is  as  if  we  came  into  some  smooth 
quiescent  country;  and  the  soul  flatters  herself 
that  here  at  last  she  may  he  allowed  to  fall 
back  on  her  coshions.  the  eyes  meanwhile, 
like  two  safe  postillions,  comfortably  conduct- 
ing her  through  that  flat  region,  in  which  are 
nothing  bpl  fiai-ciYips  and  milestones;  and 
ever  and  anon  some  joll  or  uncxpecled  noise 
fatally  disturbs  her;  and  looking  out,  it  is  no 
waterfall  or  mountain  chasm,  but  only  the  vil- 
lanous  highway,  and  squalls  of  October  wind. 
To  speak  without  figure,  Dr.  Milliner  does 
Q  us  a  singularly  oppressive  wriler;  and 
IS,  for  this  reason,  Ihal  he  hovers  loo 
verge  of  good  writing;  ever  lemptiDg 
us  WIIH  some  hope  that  here  is  a  touch  of  poe- 
try: and  ever  disappoinling  us  with  a  touch 
of  pure  Prose.  A  stately  seatimeni  comes 
tramping  forth  with  a  clank  thai  sounds  poelic 
and  heroic:  we  start  in  brealhless  expectalioD, 
wailing  lo  reverence  the  heavenly  guest;  and, 
alas,  he  proves  lo  be  but  an  old  siager  dressed 
in  new  bnckram,  a  stager  well  known  lo  us, 
nay.oAcn  a  siager  that  has  already  been  dram- 
med out  of  most  well-regulated  coramnniiics. 
80  il  is  ever  with  Dr.  Miillner :  no  feeling  can 
be  traced  much  deeper  in  him  than  Ihe  longite : 
or  perhaps  when  we  search  more  strictly,  in- 
stead of  an  ideal  of  beauty,  we  shall  find  some 
vague  aim  aRer  strength,  or  in  defect  of  ihin, 
after  mere  size.  And  yet  how  conoingly 
he  manages  tbecoanlerfeill  A  most  plausible, 
fair-spoken,  dose-shaven  man;  a  man  whom 
you  must  not,  for  decency's-snke,  throw  oni  of 
Ihe  window;  and  yet  you  feel  that  being  pal- 
pably a  Turk  in  grain,  his  intents  are  wickei) 
and  not  charitable ! 

But  the  grand  question  with  regard  tr  Muli- 
ner,  as  wiih  regard  to  these  other  Plafwrighlx, 
is  ;  where  lies  his  peculiar  sleight  of  huid  111 
this  cran^     Let  us  endeavour, then, to  RtAow. 


perhaps. 
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communicate  tbe  same  for  behoof  of  the  British 
nation.  MiUlner's  recipe  is  no  mysterious 
one;  floats,  indeed, on  the  very  surface  :  might 
even  be  taught,  one  would  suppose,  on  a  tew 
trials,  to  the  humblest  capacity.  Our  readers 
may  perhaps  recollect  Zacharias  Werner,  and 
some  short  allusion,  in  our  First  Numher',  to  a 
highly  terrific  piece  of  his,  entitled  ThrTwen'y- 
fourth  of  Fihnwry,  A  more  detailed  account 
of  the  matter  may  be  found  in  Madame  dc 
StaePs  ^^lUmagnr:  in  the  Chapter  which  treats 
of  that  infatuated  Zacharias  generally.    It  is  a 


dramatists,  is  the  Dr.  Milliner,  at  present  n< 
der  consideration.  MQUner  deals  in  Fate  aid 
Fate  only;  it  is  the  basis  and  staple  of  bii 
whole  tragedy-goods ;  cut  oflf  this  one  prioch 
pic,  you  annihilate  his  raw  material,  and  k 
can  manufacture  no  more. 

MuMner  acknowledges  his  obhgatioos  to 
Werner ;  but,  we  think,  not  half  waralf 
enough.  Werner  was  in  fact  the  making  rf 
him;  great  as  he  has  now  become, oor Doctor 
is  nothing  but  a  mere  misletoe  growiogfraa 
that  poor  oak,  itself  already  half-dead;  bd 
there  been  no  Twtn'y-fourthof  Febnwii,ilM 


story  of  a  Swiss  peasant  and  bankrupt,  called 

Kurt  Kuruh,  if  we  mistake  not;  and  of  his  1  were  then   no   TtcefUy^ninlh  of  Ftbnarjf, 
wife,  and  a  rich  travelling  stranger,  lodged    Srhuld,   no   Mbandtcrinnf   most   probaU;  » 
with  them;  which  latter  is,  in  the  nie^ht  of  the    A'd/itg  Yngurd,    For  the  reader  is  to  aada* 
Twenty-fourth  of  Februar}%  wilfully  and  felo-   Ktand  that  Dr.  Milliner,  already  a  middle^gA., 
niously  murdered    by   the    two  former,  and  !  and  as  yet  a  perfectly  undramatic  mao,b(|IK-- 
proves  himself  in  the  act  of  dying  to  be  their  '  business  with  a  direct  copy  of  this  TmiI^ 
own  only  son,  who  had  returned  home  to  make  j  fourth;  a  thing  proceeding  by  Destioy,  m\ 
them  all  comfortable,  could  they  only  have  had  i  ending  in  murder,  by  a  knife  or  scythe, nil.' 
a  little  patience.    But  the  foul  deed  is  already  i  the  Kuruh  case;  with  one  improTemeBt, » 
accomplished,  with  a  rusty  knife  or  scythe; :  deed,  that  there  was  a  grindiog-stoDe  iai^ 
and  nothing  of  course   remains  but  for  the  \  duccd  into  the  scene,  and  the  spectator  hrf^ 
whole  batch  to  go  to  perdition.    For  it  was  '  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the  knife  prerioajT 
written,  as  the  Arabs  say,  "  on  the  iron  leaf;"  .  whetted.    The  Author  too  was  honest  etoipit 
these  Kuruhs  are  doomed  men ;  old  Kuruh,  the    publicly  to  admit  his  imitation ;  for  henaMl, 
grandfather,  had  committed  some  sin  or  other;  I  this  Pla]^',  the  7Wn/y-ntn/A  of  Frbnunf;  lA 
for  which,  like  the  sons  of  Atreus,  his  descend- 1  in  his  Preface,  gave  thanks,  though  soDefMl 

reluctantly,  to  Werner,  as  to  his  mister  flf 
originator.    For  some  inscrutable  reisoOiiMl 


ants  are  "  prosecuted  with  the  utmost  rigour :" 
nay,  so  punctilious  is  Destiny,  that  this  very 
Twenty-fourth  of  February,  the  day  when  that 
old  sin  was  enacted,  is  still  a  fatal  day  with 
the  family ;  and  this  very  knife  or  scythe,  the 
criminal  tool  on  that  former  occasion,  is  ever 
the  instrument  of  new  crime  and  punishment; 


Tu^Hiy-minlh  was  not  sent  to  the  greeiHgnNtt 
but  became  popular:  there  was  evei  li 
weakest  of  parodies  written  on  it,  tt^ 
EumcHid€$  DilMter,  (Eumenid^s  Gloomy,)  ihU 
Mullner  has  reprinted;  there  was  likewise'l 


the  Kuruhs,  during  all  that  half  century,  never    wish  expressed"  that  the  termination  tn! 


having  carried  it  to  the  !>mithy  to  make  hob- 
nails; but  kept  it  hanging  on  a  peg,  most  inju- 
diciously wc  think,  almost  as  a  sort  of  bait 


be  made  joyous,  not  grievous ;  with  wind 
wish  also,  the  indefatigable  wright  has  col 
plied ;  and  so,  for  the  benefit  of  weak  nerra 


and  bonus  to  Satan,  a  ready-maile  fulcrum  for  !  we   have   the   Wahrit  (Delusion.)  which  til 


ends  in  tears,  but  glad  ones.    In  short,  oi 
Doctor  has  a  peculiar  merit  with  this  Tww* 


whatever  machinery  he  might  bring  to  bear 
against  them.     This  is  the  tragic  lesson  taught 
in  Werner's  Turnty-funrth  of  February  :  and,  as  i  ninth  of  his ;  for  who  but  he  could  have  cat 
the  whole   drarrnitis  prrfofict  are   either  stuck  I  second  and  a  third  face  on  the  same  cherr 
through  with  old  iron,  or  hanged  in  hemp,  it  is  j  stone,   said  cherry-stone    having   first  to  1 
surely   taught   with   some  considerable    em-    borrowed,  or  indeed  half-stolen  1 
phasis.  At    this   point,   however.   Dr.   MQllner  I 

Werner^s  Play  was  brought  out  at  Weimar,    parenlly  began  to  set  up  for  himself;  aodei 
in  1809 ;  under  the  direction  or  permission,  as 
he  brags,  of  the  great  Goethe  himself;  and 
seems  to  have  produced  no  faint  impression 


henceforth  he  endeavours  to  persuade  his  oi 
mind  and  ours  that  his  debt  to  Werner  H 
minaies  here.    Nevertheless  clear  it  is  tk 


on  a  discerning  public.     It  is,  in  fact,  a  pifce  '  fresh  debt  was  every  day  contracting.   F 


had  not  this  one  Wernerean  idea  taken  ca 
plete  hold  of  the  Doctor's  mind, — so  that 
was  quite  possessed  with  it;  had,  we  mi| 
say,  no  other  tragic  idea  whaleverl  Thai 
man,  on  a  certain  day  of  the  month,  shall  I 
into  crime ;  for  which  an  invisible  Faie  sk 
silently  pursue  him;  punishing  the  trans^r 
sion,  most  probably  on  the  same  day  of 


nowise  destitute  of  substance  and  a  certain 
coarse  vigour;  and  if  any  one  has  so  obstinate 
a  heart  that  he  must  absolutely  stand  in  a 
slaughter-house,  or  within  wind  of  the  gallows 
before  tears  will  come,  it  may  have  a  very 
comfortable  effect  on  him.  One  symptom  of 
merit  it  must  be  admitted  to  exhibit, — an  adap- 
tation to  the  general  taste ;  for  the  small  fibre 

of  originality,  which  exists  here,  has  already  |  month,  annually  (unless,  as  in  the  Tvn 
shot  forth  into  a  whole  wood  of  imitations,  j  noirA,  it  be  leap-year,  and  Fate  in  this  may 
We  understand  that  the  Fate-line  is  now  quite  to  a  certain  extent,  bilked;  and  never  resii 
an  established  branch  of  dramatic  business  in  till  the  poor  wight  himself,  and  perhaps 
Germany:  thej^have  their  Fate-ilramatisis,  just  last  descendant,  shall  be  swept  away  viih 
as  we  have  our  gingham-weavers,  and  inkle-  besom  of  destruction  :  such,  more  orless< 
weavers.  Of  this  Fate-manufacture  we  have 
already  seen  one  sample  in  Grillparzer's  ^M/»- 

frau;   but   by  far   the   most  extensive  Fate- ;  or  galvanic   we  are  not  deciding,  of  all 
manufacturer,  the  head  and  prince  of  all  Fate- 1  Milliner's  Dramas.    Thus,  in  that  ererlast 


guised,  frequently  without  any  disguise,  is 
tragic   essence,   the   vital    principle,  naio 
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*  ^^Hii''*^'"'''*'/  f^tniiry,  we  htre  Ihe  principle 
u"  ''^  in  Diked  siaie:  Mtne  old  WoodcuUer  -■ 


.J^: 


has  fallea  into  deadlf 
itr,  1(mg*Eo,aii  thai  ioiercalar;  day ; 
_  ._    lis  whole  progeny  musi,  wittingly  or 
iwilringly,  procfed  in  incest  and  murder; 
diy  of  Ihe  caiaslrophe  regalariy  ocenrring, 
17  Ibar  years,  on  thai  same  Tweoty-ninlh ; 
kiopily  ihe  whole  are  murdered,  and  iherc 
iU  end.  80  likeviK  in  the  SrhJd,  (Guill,)  a 
ire  ambitions  perTortnance,  we  have 
le  same  doctrine  of  an  anniversary  ; 
interesl  once   more   turns   on    that 
iusme«s  of  murder  and  incest.  Iti  Ihe 
inn,  (Fair  Albaneie,)   again,  which 
likir  the  credit,  luch  as  it  is,  of  being 
ttr'i  best  Play,  we  find  the  Fale-lhenry  a 
Colonred;  ai  if  the  drag  bad  begun  to 
Doctor  woDld   hide   il  in  a 
FdI  of  syrup :  it  is  a  dying  man's  curse 
n(Ktalei   on  the  criminal;  vhich  curie, 
tirrngihened  by  a  sia  of  very  old  siand- 
ihe  family  of  the  cnrsee,  takes  siagular 
lliE  partiet  only  vealherlng  parricide, 
Ide.  and  the  old  stoiy  of  incest,  by  two 
lahments.  and  two  very  decisive  self- 
s,    Nay,  it  leems  as  if  our  Doctor 
Inly  could  not  act  at   all  without  this 
dtiiig   Yugurd,  we   might 
iliiRlr  that  he  h^  made  snch  an  al- 
and found  that  il  wonid  not  do.    This 
VniTurd,  an  imaginary  Peaaant-Kiog  of 
meant,  as  we  are  kindly  informed, 
i«  with  lome  adumbraiioD  of  Na- 
BgQBparie;  and  Imly,  for  the  two  or 
frsi  Acts,  he  goes  along  with  no  small 
iiry,  ID  what  drill'sergeanis  call  a  dash- 
er swashing  style;  a  very  virlnons  kind 
'~  I.  and  ai  bold  as  Buy  Diaz  or  any  other 
hen  suddenly  in  the  middle  of  a 
I  in  the  Play,  he  is  seized  with 
cjtprice,  or  whimsical  qnalm;  retires  to 
'  iry  place,  among  rocks,  and  there,  in 
SI  graluiioas  manner,  delivers  himself 
M  nn,  to  the  Devili  who  indeed  does 
appear  personally  lo  take  seisin  of  him. 
jn,  ai  aflFrwirds  comes  to  light,  has  with 
accepted  the  gift     For  now 
dreadfully  sulVy  and  wicted, 
Unte  henceforth  but  bully  men  and  kill 
.ill  at  length,  the  measure  of  his  ini- 
beiog  full,  he  himself  is  bullied  and 
.  and   the  Author,  carried  through   by 
k*  sovereign  tragic  elixir,  contrary  to  ex- 
terminates his  piece  with  reasonable 


^is,  ih(n,  is  Dr.  Milliner's  dramatic  mys- 

|ri  this  IS  the  one  patent  hook  by  which  he 

"id  bang  his  clay  tragedies  on  the  upper 

Xnal  world ;  and  so  establish  for  himself 

luicatioD,  almost  as  if  by  block- 

aekle,  between  iht  visible  Prose  Earth 

visible  Poetic  Heaven.    The  greater 

Ksi   merit  of  this  his  invention,  or  rather 

voveoient.  for  Werner  is  the  real  patentee, 

R  giran   rise,  we  Dnderstand,  to  eiieusive 

''^ent.    The  small  deer  of  criticism  seem 

H  mocb  divided  in  opinion  on  this  point ; 

Ithe  higher  orders,  as  we  have  slated,  de- 

J  to  throw  any  light  whatever  on  it,  Ihe 

:i  is  SHU  mooting  wiib  great  animation. 


For  onr  own  share,  we  confess  that  we  ineline 
to  rank  it  as  a  recipe  for  dramatic  tears,  a 
shade  higher  than  the  Page's  split  onion  in 
the  Tatning  "f  ihi  Shrm  CraAily  hid  in  (b« 
handkerchief,  this  onion  was  sullicieni  for  the 
dccepiiiin  of  Christopher  Sly;  in  that  way  at- 
ininlng  its  object ;  which,  al.-.o,  Ihe  Fate-inven- 
tion seems  lo  have  done  wilh  the  Christopher 
Slys  of  Germany,  and  these  nol  one  bat  many, 
and  therefore  somewhat  harder  lo  deceive. 
To  this  onion -superiority  we  think  Dr.  M,  is 
fairly  eniiiled  ■>  and  wilh  this  il  were,  perhaps, 
good  for  him  that  he  remained  content. 

Dr.  Manner's  Fate-scheme  has  bei;n  attacked 
by  ceriain  of  his  traducers  on  the  score  of  its 
hostility  10  the  Christian  religion.  Languish- 
ing, indeed,  should  wc  reckon  the  condition 
of  the  Christian  religion  to  be,  could  Dr.  MOII- 
uer's  play-joinery  produce  any  perceptible 
eSect  on  il.  Nevertheless,  we  may  remark, 
since  the  metier  is  in  band,  ihat  Ihis  bosineaa 
of  Fale  does  seem  to  us  nowise  a  Christian 
doctrine;  not  even  aMohammedan  or  Heathen 
one.  The  Fait  of  the  Greeks,  though  a  false, 
was  a  lofty  hypothesis,  and  harmonized  suf^ 
ficiently  wilh  the  whole  sensual  and  material 
structure  of  their  theology:  a  ground  of  deep- 
est black,  on  which  thai  gorgeous  phantas- 
magoria was  Gily  enoueh  painted.  Besides, 
with  them,  the  avenging  Powar  dwell,  at  least 
in  its  visible  manifestations,  among  the  high 
places  of  Ihe  earth ;  visiting  only  kingly  houses, 
and  worid's  criminals,  from  whom  it  might  be 
supposed  the  world,  but  for  such  miraculous  in- 
terferences, could  have  eiacied  no  vengeance, 
or  found  no  protection  and  purification.  Never, 
that  we  recollect  of,  did  the  Erinoyes  become 
mere  sheriffs'-officers,  and  Fale  a  justice  of 
the  peace,  haling  poor  drudges  to  the  tread- 
mill for  robbery  ofhen  roosts,  or  scattering  the 
earth  with  steel-traps  to  keep  down  poaching. 
And  lehai  has  all  Ihis  to  do  with  the  revealed 
Providence  of  these  days;  that  power  whose 
path  is  emphatically  through  the  great  deep; 
bis  doings  and  plans  manifested,  in  complete- 
ness, not  by  the  year,  or  by  the  century,  on  in- 
dividuals or  on  nations,  but  stretching  throagh 
eternity,  and  over  ihe  infiailude  which  he  roles 

But  there  needs  no  recourse  lo  theological 
arguments  for  judging  this  Fate-tenet  of  Dr. 
Manner's.  Its  value,  as  a  dramatic  principle, 
may  be  eslimalcd,  it  seems  to  tis,  by  Ihis  one 
consideration:  that  in  these  days  no  person  of 
either  sex  in  the  slightest  degree  believes  it; 
thai  Dr.  Milliner  himself  does  not  believe  iL 
We  are  not  contending  that  fiction  should  be- 
come fact,  or  Ihat  no  dramatic  incident  is 
genuine,  unless  it  could  be  sworn  10  before  t 
jury;  but  simply  that  fiction  should  not  be 
falsehood  and  delirium.  How  shall  any  ana 
in  ihe  drama,  or  in  poetry  of  any  sort,  present 
a  consisieni  philosophy  of  life,  which  is  the 
soul  and  ultimate  essence  of  all  poetry,  if  he 
and  every  mortal  know  thai  the  whole  moral 
basis  of  his  ideal  world  is  a  lie  7  And  is  it 
other  than  a  lie  that  man's  life  is.  or  was,  or 
could  be,  grounded  on  this  peiiifugEing  princi* 
pie  of  a  Fale  that  pursues  woodcutiers  and 
cowherds  wilh  miraculous  vi^iiaiions,  on  stated 
days  of  the  month  1    Can  we,  wilh  any  profit. 


fcmLnjWi  nyMijmEoqi  TOnmag. 


«  *  nnnoj  laaoepMi,  aod  tbu  louf  >iiioe   i 

Wa  mi^t  add,  wen  ii  of  ur  monuU  ia 
tliia  cue,  ibu  we  rackon  Dr.  MBIliier'a  ingic 
kawk  alhigetlwr  Intnffleient  for  k  itill  more 
aomjnhietuivt  wMfi  uHplf  Ibr  ibe  ratitso 
ttttt  It  i(  k  knuk,  a  raci|M,  or  Mcrat  of  Ihe 
ttiA,  which,  «oiild  it  be  Dorer 
BOit  bf  teMUed  BM  ' 

maiBO,  au  Iho^afinc 

kareiB  .Um,  die  difienoBe  between  .-^ 

■Mdnuonactarc;  (he  Utter  hu  iu,iDiBipnla- 
lioBi,i(tMeietf>n)oeSMS,iAiek'o^  baleuited 
.  I7  appreniieeilup ;  ihc  Ibnstr  U*  .Mt  For 
Ik  pQvUj  we  baTe  beard  of  bo  tftnt  poewit- 
iaf  Aa  rauUeM  eftMaal  nrtae,  es^t  ihii 
OM  sanafal  Mcrot:  that  the  poet' be  a  man  of 
«  mu«r,  bi^ier,  richer  uutm  Aw  other  men } 
WMb  UsMr  oinre  ihall  ittel^  aAar  eameu 
inqnii7t  uive  tan^t  Jiim  iha  proper  form  for 
buoajiLf  ito  inqiirmtionii  ai  taoeed  ihe  im- 
periibable  beaniy  of  these  will  ibiDe,  wiib 
Mon  or  leu  diatioBtaeM,  throng  any  fcrm 
wkairm. 

Bad  Dr.  MOllner  anj  viiibl«  prelnuon  to 
dd«  laat  great  aecrat,  ii  mi^t  be  a  dot^  to 
dwell  longar  aad  more  grarely  on  hi*  minor 


o  Lhai  altogeilier,  u  *ei 


.  liappean  to  ne  that  for  the 
praiaBt  wa  Aa*  take  onr  lean.    To  nn 


vaaatrtliirflui  indtridnal  dfamaa  woi 


tat  an  earthly  machine,  ma^  be  taken  asunder 
with  some  prospect  or  acienlific  advantage; 
hut  who  would  spend  time  in  screwing  and 
nnscreving  the  mechanism  of  ten  pepper- 
nulls  1  Neither  shall  we  offer  any  eitmc^  as 
a  specimen  of  ib«  diction  and  sentiment  that 
reigns  in  these  dramas.  We  have  said  already 
that  it  is  fair,  well-ordered  stag&^eDtiment  this 
of  his;  that  the  diction  loo  is  good,  well- 
■canaed,  gramtnatical  diction ;  no  fault  lo  be 
fonnd  wilh  either,  escepi  that  they  pretend  to 
be  poetry,  and  are  thronghotit  the  most  nn-. 
adulterated  prose.  To  exhibit  this  fact  in 
extracts  would  be  a  vain  nndenaking.  Not 
the  few  sprigs  of  heath,  but  the  thousand  acres 
of  it,  characterize  the  wilderness.  Let  any 
one  who  covels  a  trim  heath-nosegay,  clutch 
at  random  into  Miillner's  seven  volumes;  for 
ourselves,  we  would  not  deal  further  in  that 
article. 

Besides  his  dramatic  Isboors,  Dr.  Miillner  is 
known  to  the  public  as  a  journalist.  For  some 
considerable  time,  he  has  edited  a  literary  news- 
paper of  his  own  originating,  the  Mitumiichl- 
Mlatt  (Midnight  Paper) ;  xtray  leaves  of  which 
we  occasionally  look  into.  Id  this  last  capacity, 
we  are  happy  to  observe,  he  shows  to  much 
more  advantage ;  indeed,  the  joarnolietic  office 
seems  quite  natural  lohioi;  and  would  he  take 
any  advice  from  us,  which  he  will  not,  here  : 
were  the  arena  in  which,  and  not  in  the  Fate- 
drama,  he  would  exclusively  continue  to  fence,  1 
for  his  bread  or  glory.    He  is  not  without  a  ' 

vein  of  small  wit;  a  certain  degree  of  drollery  I  found   that  cobwebs  Were  worth  i 
there  is,  and  griaaing  half-risible,  half-impD-  j  could   even    be   woven  iolo   silk  stocU 
dOBt;  ha  baa  a  fair  band  at  (he  feebler  sort  of  1  wherenpon,  he  esbibitri  &  verf  handsoae 


inGns 

the  mott readable  paper  ofits'kind' 
in  that  conntr;.    Not  that  we,  in  the  tban 
much  'adaite  Dr.  MQIlner's  newspapn 
eednre ;  his  s^le  is  merely  the  coinini>a-iii 
style,  fomiliar  euough  in  aitr  own  prngA 
literature-,  riotous,  blustering,  with 
tare  of  blackguardism  ;  a  half-disbi 
and  smells  coo-idcr.iiily  nriobaccandapt 
otu  liquor.    N'-j'.iier  l1>i  u-f  find  thii  S 
the  tmallest  friTUuri  ,;(  valuable  Irauwli 
opinion eommi]ijji:ai''ii  in  the  Midni^t 
indeed,  except  it  be  the  knowledge udi 
IhatDr.MOluieriiagrcatdrauLiiitl.uil 
who  presnme  to  think  otherwise  are  isii 
memners  of  society,  we  cannot  eluti 
memory  wilh  having  gathered  antt  kim 
from  it  wbaiev'er.    It  may  be,  loo,  IkH 
HQllnerisnotpericcily originalinhisj'  ' 

light  were,  to  acertain  nu-ai,  a  borrewji 

""    kindled  at  the  great  pilch  Hi 

Kagatni.    But  « 

.     nponns  10  deeidt 

One  rfMIUteer'*  regular  jonrnaluiieMi 
ia  the  Xri^tiiUmg,  or  War-intellijene^L^ 
the  pl^eFianUs,  feuds,  de&ances,  and  ji 
MMIsinationa,  chiefly  dramatic,  whicb  -^ 
in  Ibe  more  disiracied  portion  of  the  ( 
Literary  RepnbUc      This    KrUgardm 
MQIlner  evideiitly  writes  with  great  g 
a  lively  bragga^ducia  manner,  especisll 
touching  on  his  •tvo  exploits;  vet  toi 
far  the  most  melancholy  pan  of  the  «if 
Elatt.    Alas!  this  IS  not  what  we  sesreltl  — 
a  German  newspaper;  how  "Rerr  Sapffe 
Herr   Carbnncle.  or   so   many   other  H 
Dousterawivel,  are  all   bnsily  moteit 
another!  We  ourselves  are  pacific  met 
a  point  "  lo  shan  discrepant  circles  rallur 
seek  them:"  and  how  sad  is   it  ti  ' 
many   illustriou-. -obscure   person: 
foreign  parts,  and  bear  only,  what  wM 
known  without  hearing,  that  they  bIsoi 
stinct  with  Ihe  spirit  of  Satin  !    For^ 
the  bone  that  these  Jonrnatists,  in  Bertt 
elsewere,  are  worrying  over;  what  iii* 
mate  purpose  of  all  Ihis  barking  and  sds 
Sheer  love- of  G^bt,  you  would  say;  %m 
make  one  anolher's  life  a  tiltle  biiierer, 
Pate  had  not  been  cross  enough  10  Ifx 
picst  of  them.    Were  there   any  perwf 
subject  of  dispute,  any  doctrine  10  adM 
even  a  false  one.  it  wonld  be  somethiBf; 
so  far  as  we  can  discover,  whether  froa 
phire  and  Company,  or  the  "  Nabob  e! 
senfels,"  (our  own  worthy  Doctor,)  * 
none.    And  is  tins  their  appointed  fiitt 
Are  Editors  scattered  over  the  conDti] 
supplit'd  wilh  victuals  and  fuel,  purely  1 
nneanolherl  Certainly  not.  Buithe.seJo 
ists,  we  tbinkr   are  like   the   Acadeau 
colony  of  spiders.    This  French  virtooe 


/,  is  eBODorag^ 
Bmre^and  socol- 
if  spiders,  and  puts 
kit,  with  everj  eoa- 
Bat  will  ibe  Ticious 
If  In  pliec  of  it,  they 
iknt  whole  Tigoar, 
Academician's  atmost 
l:  and  end  aoC.  tiH  there 
'  M  firiag;  and  not  a  shied 
■ar'lhfBcfbcih  lo  be  ex- 
—  of  paragraphs, 
IMt  exterminate 
it  would  perhaps  be 
B.  Bnt  an  Editor  is 
ilaC  in  ^jHieral  cases,  in- 
^wn  oat,  the  man  will 
tHis  n  veO  ftaovB  ftct  in  Jonnalistics, 
Kf  ant  oalj  Ihre,  hot  sopport  wife 
bf  hm  labours*  in  this  line,  years 
bnin  (if  there  crer  was  any)  has 
I7  abstraeied.  or  redneed,  bf 
pe,  into  a  slate  of  dry 
islobedonel  Is  there 
JsAis  brawling ;  and  will -the  nnpro- 
~niss  endwre  tor  ererl  B^  way  of 
ivnhnve  sometimes  imagiB«#that  a 
I  ef  all  German  Editors  might  be  ap- 
^^prerlnmaHoD,  in-some  central  spot, 
I  Mmberr  Markeiiilace,  if  it  woold 
an :  here  we  wonld  hnmbly  suggest 
I  whoto  Mf^uaHtiik  might  assemble  on 
dij,  and  under  the  eye  of  proper 
I,  snflcientljr  and  satisfiictorily  horse- 
-^me  another  simaltaneoasly,  each  his 
woar,  till  the  very  tonghest  had  enongh 
^«f  vhippiog  and  of  being  whipped.  In 
•»^,it  seems  probable,  little  or  no  injas- 
*  voold  be  done :  and  each  Journalist, 
■N  of  gall,  for  several  months,  might  re- 
^kooieiD  a  more  composed  frame  of  mind, 
I  bdtke  himself  with  new  alacrity  to  the 
t^Ciesof  his  office. 
H  eaoogh !  eonagh  ?    The    hamonr    of 

■  BMQ  may  be  infections;  it  is  not  good 

■  to  be  here.     Wandering  over  the  Ely- 
ields  of  German  Literature,  not  watch- 

Ihe  gloomy  discords  of  its  Tartanis,  is 
^ve  wish  to  be  employed  in.  Let  the 
gite  again  close,  and  shut  in  the  pallid 
bau  from  view;  we  gladly  rerisit  the 


-       •  Ml 

upper  ah.  Not  in  despite  lawards  the  Gerfun 
nation^ which  we  lore  honestly,  hare  we  spo- 
ken thus  of  these,  its  Playwrights  and  Jonr* 
nalists.  Alas!  wlim  we  look  around  as  at 
home,  we  feel  too  well  that  the  Germans  might 
say  to  as,— Neighbonr,  sweep  thy  own  floor ! 
Neither  is  it  with  any  hope  of  bettering  the 
existence  of  these  three  hMiridnal  Poetasten, 
still  less  with  the  smallest  shadow  of  wish  to 
make  it  more  miserable,  that  we  have  spoken. 
After  all,  there  m^t  be  Playwrights,  as  we 
hare  said:  and  these  are  among  the  best  of 
the  clasa.  80  long  as  it  pleases  them  to  mann- 
iketore  ui  this  INm,  and  any  body  of  German 
ThebanaJo  pay  them,  in  grmekn  or  plaudits, 
for  thei^Vare,  let  both  parties  persist  in  ao 
doing,  and  fiur  befall  them !  But  the  duty  of 
Foreign  Beriewers  is  of  a  two-fold  sort  Fdr 
not  only  are  we  stationed  on  the  coast  of  the 
country,  as  watchers  and  spials,  to  report 
whatsoever  remarkable  thing  becomes  visible 
in  the  dist^ce ;  but  we  stand  there  a|so  a»  a 
sort  of  Tide-waiters  and  Preventive-serviot- 
men,  to  contend,  with  our  utmost  VS^^>*  ^^^'^ 
no  improper  article  be  landed.  These  oflees, 
it  would  seem,  as  in  the  material  woridrto 
also  in  Che  literary  and  spiritual,  usually  ftil 
to  tiie  lot  of  aged,  invalided,  impoverished,  or 
otherwise  decayed  persons ;  but  this  is  litda  in 
the  natter.  As  true  British  auMebts,  with 
ready  wUI,  though  it  ma^  be,  w«i  ouf  laal 
strength,  we  are  here  to  discharge  that  dooMa 
duty.  Movements,  we  observe,  are  making 
along  the  beach,  and  signals  out  sea-wards,  aa 
if  these  Klingemauns  and  Mnllners  were  to 
be  landed  on  our  soil:  but  through  the 
strength  of  heaven  this  shall  not  be  done,  till 
the  **  most  thinking  people  "  know  what  it  w 
that  is  landing.  For  the  rest,  if  any  one  wishes 
to  import  thai  sort  of  produce,  and  finds  it 
nourishing  for  his  inward  man,  let  him  do  so, 
and  welcome.  Only  let  him  understand  that 
it  is  not  German  Literature  he  is  swallowing, 
but  the  froth  and  scum  of  German  Literature; 
which  scum,  if  he  will  only  wait,  we  can  fbr- 
ther  promise  him  that  he  may,  ere  long,  enjoy 
in  the  new,  and  perhaps  cheaper,  form  of  sidi- 
meni.  And  so  let  eveiy  one  be  active  for  him* 
seifl 
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Coto&B  ambition  always  obooae  ita  pwn  path, 
aad  were  will  in  Inman  ajSdertakiiigt  sjmony- 
aoKnia  with  fkcnlty,  all  trnly.  amluiioat  men 
wonkl  be  mea  of  letters,  jfcilsiiily,  if  we 
examine  that  ]ove  of  jmwer,  whieh  enters  so 
largely  into  most  practwal  ealcnlatftns,  nay, 
-TOch  oar  Utilitarian  iheods  haye  recogmsed 
as  the  sole  end  and  origin^  "both  4noliVe  and 
reward,,  of  alt  earthly  enterprises,  animating 
alike  the  philanthropist,  the  oooqaeror,  the 
money-ehanger,  and  Che  missionary,  we  shall 
find  that  all  other  arenas  of  ambition,  com- 
nared  with  this  rich  and  boondless  one  of 
Literatnrcti  meaning  thereby  whatever  respects 
the  promulgation  of  Thoncjit,  are  poor,  limited, 
and  inefiectnaL  For  doll,  nnreflectiFe,  mere- 
ly instinctiTe  as  the  ordinary  man  may  seem, 
he  has  nerertheless,  as  a  quite  indispensable 
a|ipendagi,.a  head  that  in  some  degree  eon- 
nSiBtt  mA  computes ;  a  lamp  or  rushlight  of 
mderstandjw  has  been  given  Jiim^  which, 
tfuxnuA  whatever  dim,  besmoked,  and  strange- 
ly dinractive  media  it  may  shine,  is  the  ulti- 
mate guiding  light  of  his  whole  path :  and 
here,  as  wdl  as  there,  now  a^  at  sJl  tiiaes  in 
man's  history*  Opinion  rules  the  world. 

Cufious  it  is,  moreover,  to  consider,  in  this 
respect,  how  different  appearance  is  from 
reality,  and  nnder  what  singular  shape  and 
circumstances  the  truly  most  important  man 
of  any  given  period  might  be  found.  Could 
some  Asmodeus,  by  simply  waiving  his  arm, 
open  asunder  the  meaning  of  the  Present, 
even  so  far  as  the  Future  will  disclose  it,  how 
much  more  marvellous  a  sight  should  we 
have,  than  that  mere  bodily  one  through  the 
roofs  of  Madrid !  For  we  know  not  what  we 
are,  any  more  than  what  we  shall  be^  It  is  a 
high,  solemn,  almost  awful  thought  for  every 
individual  man,  that  his  earthly  influence, 
which  has  had  a  commencement,  will  never- 
through  all  ages,  were  he  the  very  meanest 
of  us,  have  an  end !  What  is  done  is  done ; 
has  already  blended  itself  with  the  boundless, 
ever-living,  ever-working  Universe,  and  will 
also  work  there,  for  good  or  for  evil,  opeolv 
or  secretly,  throughout  all  time.  But  the  li^ 
of  every  man  is  as  the  well-spring  of  a  stream, 
whose  small  beginnings  are  indeed  plain  to 
all,  but  whose  ulterior  course  and  destination, 
as  it  winds  through  the  expanses  of  infinite 
years,  only  the  Omniscient  can  discern.  Will 
it  mingle  with  neighbouring  rivulets,  as  a 
tributary ;  or  receive  them  as  their  sovereign  ? 

■  --         1  -  __  

*  MimMresmr  FUtelrc^  «t  ««r  m»  Omvraf§t  pur  Lang- 
ekamp  et  fVagniiftk  m*  Steritmim;  tiJvu  d»  divtrg 
R*erit»  inidiU  dt  la  Martwbe  du  Ck&UieU  du  Prttidtnt 
Henatdtt  4^.,  towK  rdmtif*  A  V^lUtir:  (Memoira  con- 
cerninf  Voltaire  and  his  Woriu,  by  Lonfchamp  and 
Waf^nidre,  hii  8ecr«Uiiiefl;  Witti  varloaa  unpubli«hed 
piecm  by  the  Marqulae  du  ChAtelct,  Ac,  all  relatinc  to 
Voliaire.)    tTooMf.    Paris,  MM. 


Isittobaa  iiam^e^  MmI^ ud w9 inj 
waters,  among  miUiona  <#iiMr  ber  *'" 
rills,  increase  t^  current  mfom 
river  1  Or  isU  tabaitaelfalOiiaeitl 
'hose  goings  fortlran  to  the 


iu  flood  an  evelfU|ti]|gboiuularp4iae 
globe  itself  the  bulJwr  aad 


whole  kingdoms  and  diml 
not :  only  in  either  iaasaS  we  kaov : 
to  the  gteat  oeean:  its  waleis,  mi, 
a  handraU  are-Afrcvana'aaanot  be< 
oa  permanently  held  baalci  . 

As  little  caifwe  prdgaosticaliii 
certainty,  the  future  inflneaecs  fidm 
sent  aspects  of  $n  individnaL  Hov^ 
QfBmagoignes,  Crastuses,  C^nqqcyuni 
own  agk  with  joy  or  terror,  with  a : 
promises  to  be  pereoaial ;  aad  a 
age  die  away  into  iniignificaiiBe  aadi 
lliese  are  the  ibresta  of  gowds^  ilalJ 
the  infkat  cedars  aad  alpetitBi,'bejbr 
Prophet's  gourdt  wither  -eto  Iha 
What  was  it  to  the  Pharaohs  ofBgyp!.! 
ohi  era,  if  Jethro.  the  IKdiaaitiih 
graaier  accepted  the  Hqbrew  eeikW' 
herdsman!    Yet  the  jPharaohs, withi 
chariots  of  war,  are  buned  deep  in  the^ 
(if  time ;  and  that  Moses etill  lives, noli 
his  own  tribe  only,  but  in  the  hearts  iiij 
business  of  all  civilized  nations. 
Mahomet,  in  his  youthful  years,  **  trtt 
the  horse-fairs  of  Syna-!"     Nay,  to 
infinitely  hii^her  instance,  who  has  c 
gotten  those  lines  of  Tflflbitus ;  ioterid'l 
small,  transitory,  altogether  trifliag 
stance  in  the  history  of  Such  a  . 
llero  t    To  us  it  is  the  most  earnest, 
sternly  significant  passage  that  we 
exist  in  writing:    ErgOM 
tubdidit  rtot,  et  qiftukigntma  pom 
per  fiagitia  inmaotfVulgmt  Canirni 
bat.    jiuctor  nomkm  f/as  CaaitTua,^j 
ui^ritanle,  per   ~  -      -       - 

tupplicio  affedui  erat.  ii\rpivwofm  ts 
exitiabiHi  attpentiiio  rmrtuM 
per  Judetam  wigmem  fjme  mytU,  aed  pr 
etiam,  quo  cutieta  umdi^mi}  airoeuL  md 
conJluutU,  oeUbrantwrqmem  ^  Boi  for  the  .^-^ 
of  this  rumour,*  Nero  judicially  ehai]^] 
the  crime,  and  punished  with  most 
severities,  that  class,  hated  for  dieir 
wickedness,  whom  the  vulgar  call 
The  originator  of  that  name  was  ose^ 
who,  in  the  reign  of  Tiberius,  suffned 
by  sentence  of  the  procurator,  Pontivs 
The  baneful  superstition,  thereby  iff 
for  the  time,  again  brokp  out,  not  m 
Judea,  the  native  soil  of  that  miscki 
in  the  City  also,  where  from  eveiy  s 

•  or  kis  hSTii«  stt  in  to  Bmm. 
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:ioas  and  abominable  things  collect  and 
isb.*'*  Tacitus  was  the  wisest,  most  pene- 
Dg  man  of  his  generation ;  and  to  such 
b,  and  no  deeper,  has  he  seen  into  this 
saction,  the  most  important  that  has  oc- 
ed  or  can  occur  in  the  annals  of  mankind. ; 
or  is  it  only  to  those  primitive  ages,  when  , 
pons  took  their  rise,  and  a  man  of  pure 
high  mind  appeared  not  merely  as  a 
her  and  philosopher,  but  as  a  priest  and 
)het,  that  oor  observation  applies.  The 
e  uncertainty,  in  estimating  present  things 
men,  holds  more  or  leas  in  all  times ;  for 
II  times,  even  in  those  which  seem  most 
iai,  and  open  to  research,  human  society 
s  on  inscrutably  deep  foundations;  which 
it  of  all  others  the  most  mistaken,  who 
Ml  he  has  explored  to  the  bottom.  Neither 
htl  sequence,  which  we  love  to  speak  of 
'a  chain  of  causes,'*  properly  to  be  figured 
I  "chain,''  or  line,  but  rather  as  a  tissue, 
vperficies  of  innumerable  lines,  extending 
xeadth  as  well  as  in  length,  and  with  a 
ipleziiy,  which  will  foil  and  utterly  be- 
ler  the  most  assiduous  computation.  In 
,lhe  wisest' of  us  must,  for  by  far  the  most 
,  judge  like  the  simplest;  estimate  im- 
ance  by  mere  magnitude,  and  expect  that 
I  strongly  affects  our  own  generation,  will 
igly  affect  those  that  are  to  follow.  In  this 
it  is  that  conquerors  and  political  revo- 
«ists  come  to  figute  as  so  mighty  in  their 
tecet;  whereas  truly  there  is  no  class  of 
DOS,  creating  such  an  uproar  In  the  world, 
in  the  long  run  produce  so  very  slight  an 
vaaioD  on  its  affairs.  When  Tamerlane 
Snished  building  his  pyramid  of  seventy 
•and  human  skulls,  and  was  seen  ^  stand- 
U  the  gate  Damascus,  glittering,  in-  steel, 
his  baule-axe  on  his  shoulder,"  till  his 
t  hosts  filed  out  to  new  victories  and  new 
■ge»  the  pale  onlooker  might  have  fancied 
Natnre  was  in  her  death-throes ;  for  havoc 
lespairhad  taken  possession  of  the  earth, 
SQ  of  manhood  seemed  setting  in  seas  of 
L  Yet,  it  might  be,  on  that  very  gala-day 
unerlane,  a  little  boy  was  playing  nine- 
oo  the  streets  of  Mentz,  whose  history 
more  important  to  men  than  that  of 
ty  Tamerlanes.  The  Tartar  Khan,  with 
^Mggy  demons  of  the  wilderness,  **  passed 
'  like  a  whirlwind"  to  be  forgotten  for 
;  and  that  German  artisan  has  wrought 
itAU  which  is  yet  immeasurably  expand- 
sel^  and  will  continue  to  expand  itself 
gfa  all  countries  and  through  all  times. 
I  are  the  conquests  and  expeditions  of  the 
i  corporation  of  captains,  from  Walter 
tanyless  to  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  com- 
:  with  these  **  movable  types  "  of  Johannes 
;  ?  Traly,  it  is  a  mortifying  thing  for 
Conqueror  to  reflect,  how  perishable  is 
ctaJ  which  he  hammers  with  snch  vio- 
:  huw  the  kind  earth  will  soon  shroud 
is  bloody  footprints;  and  all  that  he 
red  and  skilfully  piled  together  will  be 
le  bis  own  ''canvas  city  "  of  a  camp, — 
evening  loud  with  life,  to-morrow  all 
c  and  vanished,  ''a  few  earth-pit.s  and 
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heaps  of  straw !"  For  here,  as  always,  it 
continues  true,  that  the  deepest  force  is  the 
stillest;  that,  as  in  the  Fable,  the  mild  shining 
of  the  sun  shall  silently  accomplish  what  the 
fierce  blustering  of  the  tempest  has  in  vain 
essayed.  Above  all,  it  is  ever  to  be  kept  in 
mind,  that  not  by  material,  but  by  moral  power,, 
are  men  and  their  actions  governed.  How 
noiseless  is  thought !  No  rolling  of  drums,  no 
tramp  of  squadrons,  or  immeasurable  tumult 
of  baggage-w^agons,  attends  its  movements  :  in 
what  obscure  and  sequestered  places  may  the 
head  be  meditating,  which  is  one  day  to  be 
crowned  with  more  than  imperial  authority ; 
for  Kings  and  Emperors  w;ll  be  among  its 
ministering  servants;  it  will  rule  not  over, 
but  t;i  all  heads,  and  with  these  its  solitary 
combinations  of  ideas,  as  with  magic  formulas 
bend  the  world  to  its  will!  The  time  may 
come,  when  Napoleon  himself  will  be  better 
known  for  his  laws  than  for  his  battles;  and 
the  victory  of  Waterloo  prove  less  momentous 
than  the  opening  of  the  first  Mechanics'  In- 
stitute. 

We  have  been  led  into  such  rather  trite  re- 
flections, by  these  volumes  of  Memoin  oh  Vol' 
taire;  a  man  in  whose  history  the  relative  im- 
portance of  intellectual  and  physical  power  is 
again  curiously  evinced.  This  also  was  a 
private  person,  by  birth  nowise  an  elevated 
one ;  yet  so  far  as  present  knowledge  will  ena- 
ble us  to  judge,  it  may  be  said,  that  to  abstract 
Voltaire  and  his  activity  from  the  eighteenth 
century,  were  to  produce  a  greater  difference 
in  the  existing  figure  of  things,  than  the  want 
of  any  other  individual,  up  to  this  day,  could 
have  occasioned.  Nay,  with  the  single  excep- 
tion of  Luther,  there  is,  perhaps,  in  these 
modern  ages,  no  other  man  of  a  merely  intel- 
lectual character,  whose  influence  and  reputa- 
tion have  become  so  entirely  European  as  that 
of  Voltaire.  Indeed,  like  the  great  German 
Reformcr\s,  his  doctrines  too,  almost  from  the 
first,  have  affected  not  only  the  belief  of  the 
thinking  world,  silently  propagating  themselves 
from  mind  to  mind ;  but  in  a  high  degree  also, 
the  conduct  of  the  active  and  political  world; 
entering  as  a  distinct  clement  into  some  of  the 
most  fearful  civil  convulsions  which  European 
history  has  on  record. 

Doubtless,  to  his  own  con  temporaries,  to  such 
of  them  at  least  as  had  any  insight  into  the 
actual  state  of  men's  minds,  Voltaire  already 
appeared  as  a  note-worthy  and  decidedly  his- 
torical personage :  yet,  perhaps,  not  the  wildest 
of  his  admirers  ventured  to  assign  him  such  a 
magnitude  as  he  now  figures  in,  even  with  his 
adversaries  and  detractors.  He  has  grown  in 
apparent  importance,  as  we  receded  from  him, 
as  the  nature  of  his  endeavours  became  more 
and  more  visible  in  their  results.  For,  unlike 
many  great  men,  but  like  all  great  agitators,. 
Voltaire  everywhere  shows  himself  emphati- 
cally as  the  man  of  his  century:  uniting  in  his 
own  person  whatever  spiritual  accomplish- 
ments were  most  valued  by  that  acre ;  at  the 
same  lime,  with  no  depth  to  discern  its  ulterior 
tendencies,  still  less  with  any  maRnanimiiy  to 
attempt  withstanding  these,  his  greatness  and 
his  littleness  alike  fitted  him  to  produce  an  im- 
mediate effect ;  for  he  leads  whiiher  the  multi- 
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ttde  WM  of  itself  dimlf  minded  to  ran;  and 
keepe  the  van  not  less  bjslrill  in  comaiandinK» 
than  .by  cunning  in  dNejring.  Besides,  now 
thai  we  look  on  ihe  matter  from  some  distance, 
the  eiforts  of  a  thousand  coadjators  and  disci- 
ples, uKff  %  BftitB  of^migfatj  political  vicissi- 
todes.  In  the  production  of  which  these  efforts 
had  hot  aTsnhsidiary  sl^^,  have  sU  come,  na^ 
toraUj  ih  .soch  a  case»  to  appear  as  if  ezclu- 
aively  his  work ;  so  that  he  rises  t>efbre  as  as 
the  paragon  and  epitome  of  a  whole  spiritnal 

Giriod,  how  almost  passed  away,  jret  remarka^ 
e  in  itself,  and  more  than  erer  ihterestiog  to 
QS,  who  seem  to  standi  as  it  wtWH^n  the  con- 
fines of  a  new  and  better  one. 

Nay,  had  we  forgotten  that  ours  is  die  **  Age 
of  the  Press,"  when  he  who  mns  may  not  onily 
xetA  but  fiunish  ns  with  residing ;  and  simply 
•eonnted  the  books,  abd  scattered  leaves,  thick 
MM  the  antnmnal  in  Yallombrosa,  that  have  been 
irriltea  and  printed  conceniing  this  man,  we 
«ight  almost  ftncy  him  the  most  important. 
peinoB,  not  of  the  eighteenth  ceotunr,  bat  of  all 
the  centaries  fVom  Noah*s  flood  downwards. 
We  have  Lkm  of  Voltaire  by  fKend  and  by  foe: 
Oondorcet,  Dvivemet,  Lepan,  have  each  given 
«■  a  whole;  portions,  docaments,  and  all  manner 
of  avthentic  or  sparioas  contribotions  have 
been  snppli^  by  innamerable  hands ;  of  Which 
we  mention  only  the  laboars  of  his  varions 
•eentariip  i  Colfini's,  pablithed  some  twenty 
jfars  agOt  and  now  these  two  massive  octavos 
thrai  Longchamp  and  Wagniere.  To  say  no- 
thing of  the  Baron  de  Grimm's  Collections, 
unparalleled  in  more  than  one  respedt;  or  of 
thesiz-and-thirty  volaihes  of  scnrrilbas  eaves- 
dropping, long  siDce  printed  under  the  title  of 
Jiitiwiru  de  Saehaumont ;  or  of  the  daily  and 
hoarly  attacks  and  defences  that  appeared 
separately  in  his  lifetime,  and  all  the  judicial 
pieces,  whether  in  the  style  of  apotheosis  or 
of  excommunication,  that  have  seen  the  light 
since  then;  a  mass  of  fugitive  writings,  the 
very  diamond  edition  of  which  might  fill  whole 
libraries.  The  peculiar  talent  of  the  French 
in  ail  narrative,  at  least  in  all  anecdotic,  de- 
partments, rendering  most  of  these  works  ex- 
tremely readable,  still  further  favoured  their 
ciroulation,  both  at  home  and  abroad :  so  that 
now,  in  most  countries,  Voltaire  has  been  read 
of  and  talked  of,  till  his  name  and  life  have 
grown  familiar  like  those  of  a  village  acquaint- 
ance. In  England,  at  least,  where  for  almost 
a  century  the  study  of  foreign  literature  has, 
we  may  say,  confined  itself  to  that  of  the  French, 
with  a  slight  intermixture  from  the  elder  Ita- 
lians, Voltaire*8  writings  and  sach  writings  as 
treated  of  him,  were  little  likely  to  want  readers. 
We  suppose,  there  is  no  literary  era,  not  even 
any  domestic  one,  concerning  which  English- 
men in  general  have  such  information,  at  least 
have  gathered  so  many  anecdotes  and  opinions, 
as  concerning  this  of  Voltaire.  Nor  have  native 
additions  to  the  stock  been  wanting,  and  these 
of  a  due  variety  in  purport  and  kind:  maledic- 
tions, expostulation^,  and  dreadful  death-scenes, 
painted  like  Spanish  Sanbenitotf  by  weak  well- 
meaning  persons  of  the  hostile  class ;  eulogies, 
generally  of  the  gayer  sort,  by  open  or  secret 
friends :  all  this  has  been  long  and  extensively 
'"'•on  among  us.    Th6re  is  even  an  Eng- 


lish Zj/^  e/  FoCtowv  ,••  Baj,  ««  TCDiemb 
have  seen  portions  of  his  wriiiBga  eiied^  • 
romifi,  and  with  ericici^ms,  in  soom  puo] 
*'  by  a  country  gentleman,"  either  on  Ihe 
cation  of  the  People,  or  else  on  the  qvestii 
Preserving  the  Game. 

With  the  **  Age  of  the  Press,"  and  such  i 
festations  of  it  on  this  subject,  we  are  &t 
quarrelling.  'We  have  read  grefttpart  of 
thousand-and-first  **  Memoirs  on  Voltaire^ 
Longchtfmp  and  Wagniire,  not  witboot  i 
faction;  and  can  cheerfolly  ]o4c  forwa 
still  other  "  Memoiff^  following  ui  their  t 
Nothing  can  be  more  hi  the  course  of  m 
than  the  wish  to  s^Mr  <me*s  eelf  wm  k 
ledge  of  all  sorts  anm  any  dietiDgaiBM 
son,  esfecially  of  our  owa.4n ;  die  ir«e  i 
of  his  character,  his  spiritnml  iadividi 
and  peculiar  manner  of  ezielepce»  ie  II 
instraetion  fot  aM*  mankind :  even  diat  e 
looks,  sayings,  habitudes,  and  ktiHtt^Km 
tiona,  were  ndt  ihe  raeoidf  of  diem  fiM 
lies,  is  rather  to  be  eonmended;  nay*  abi 
snch  lies  themselves,  when  they  hi^m 
bounds,  and  the  subjeet  of  them  baa  Wen 
for  some  time,  equal  to  snipe-ehoodai^ei 
bnm-Novds,  at  least  little  inferior  in'  Ike , 
art  of  getting  done  with  lift,  or,  aa  it  is 
nically  called,  killing  time  1  For  oar 
part,  we  sayr-woold  thai  tfrery  iohasi 
the  worid  had  hif  vetiilieal  Boewi^  or  1 
of  Bos  wells!  We  coald  ibcn  toleraM 
Hawkins  also,  tboegh  not  veridSeal.'  1 
regard  to  Voltaire,  in  partieiilar,  it  aesa 
us  not  only  innocent  but  profitable,  thai 
whole  troth  regarding  him  sfaoald  be  weB 
derstood.  Surely,  the  biography  of  soe 
man,  who,  to  say  no  more  of  him,  spest 
best  efforts,  and  as  many  still  think,  ssee 
Ailly,  in  assaulting  the  Christian  religioa,! 
be  a  matter  of  considerable  import;  wlul 
did,  and  what  he  could  not  do ;  how  be  Hi 
or  attempted  it,  that  is,  with  what  dffret 
strength,  clearness,  especially  with  what  90 
intents,  what  theories  and  feelings  on  mait 
man's  life,  are  questions  that  will  bear  M 
discussing.  To  Voltaire,  individnally,ftr I 
last  fifty-one  years,  the  discussion  bai  ta 
indifferent  enough;  and  to  us  it  is  a  difCoMi 
not  on  one  remarkable  person  only,aadehid 
for  the  curious  or  studious,  bot  involviif  M 
siderations  of  highest  moment  to  all  mm,9i 
inquiries  which  the  atmost  compesi  of  * 
philosophy  will  be  unable  to  embraee. 
.  Here,  accordingly,  we  are  aboot  toii 
some  further  ol^rvations  on  this  |M^ 
vexata ;  not  without  hope  that  the  reader  a^ 
accept  them  in  good  part  Donbllest,*^ 
we  look  at  the  whole  bearings  «f  the  wf^ 
there  seems  little  prospect  of  any  ustvBil 
respecting  it,  either  now,  or  within  a  cakdi 
ble  period :  it  is  probable  that  many  viU  «*■ 
tinue,  for  a  long  time,  to  speak  of  tliit'i" 

*  <•  Bf  Prank  H«ll  AtSAteh,  Km.'*  (I/Nrfoi,  iWj 
work,  which  we  can  racomnand  only  to  Mcivr 
thennelToa  in  eitrenw  want  of  tefbnaatloa  mtm 
Ject,  and,  a  xcept  in  thatr  own  laBfaapa,  maUc 
any.    It  ia  written  Tary  hadly.  ihoath  wkk 
and  not  without  considerable  indicattontaf  lalf«i}^ 
appearance,  by  a  nrinor,  manv  nf  whaaa  eUtei 
opinioni  (for  be  ■eems  an  iaqnlrins,  boncH 
rather  decisive  character)  voat  hsYe  bafin  ti 
evea  himaeU^  aeveral  yaan  sgo. 


il  genius,"  Ihis  "  apostle  of  Reason,"  and  I 
"  falheror  lonai)  Philostrphr^'  and  many  again 
of  ihis  "  moDster  of  impiely."  this  "  sophist."  | 
and  "albrial,"  BDii  "ape-ileinon;"  or,  like  the  i 
lale  Dr.  Clarke  orCa—bridgc,  dismiss  him  more  I 
bricfljwilh  informstioD  ihaibe  is"adriveller;"  ' 
DCidier  is  il  essential  thai  these  two  parties  ' 
gttanld.  on  the  spur  of  the  i[)Staiii,  rceanciU ' 
thcmselTes  herein.  Nevertheless,  truth  is 
belter  than  error,  were  il  only  "on  Hannibal's  I 
tiae^Br."  It  may  be  expected  that  meo'a , 
opinions  coneemingVoltairt,  which  isof  some  ' 
I,  and  concerning  Voltairism,  which  is 
•il  lioiindlMi  moment,  will,  iflhcy  can- 
■  meet,  gradaally  ai  every  new  comparison  ' 
"oBch  towards  meeting;  anil  what  is  still  i 
e  desirable,  towards  meeting  somewhere 
vr  the  tmih  tfam  they  actually  slaod.  I 

HTitti   honest  wishes  to  promote   such  ap- 1 
BitBalion,  there   is   one  oondition,  which,  | 
V  all  olherE,  in  this  inquiry,  we  must  heg ' 
ler  to  impose  on  himself:  the  duly  of  ' 
I   towards   Voltaire,  of  Tolerance   to- ' 
lim,  as  towards  all  men.    This,  truly,  | 
htty,  which  we  have  ihe  happiness  to  hear ' 
f  ioenleated :  yet  which,  ii  has  been  well  I 
I  ao  mortal  is  al  bottom  disposed  to  prar- ! 
Nerenheless.  if  we  realty  desire  to  un- 1 
d  the  tmth  on  any  sobjeei,  not  merrly. 
k  maeh  more  common,  to  confirm  our  al- 1 
y  aniline  opinions,  and  gratify  this  aud  | 
~*  M  pitiful  claim  of  vanity  or  malice  in 
□f  il,  lulerance  may  be  regarded  as  the 
I  indiipensabte  of  all   prerequisites;   the, 
"'m,   indeed,  by  which   alone  any  real 
*n  the  question  becomes  possible.   In  , 
oor  fellow-men.  and  all  real  insight 
r  their  characters,  this  is  especially  true. 
^^aracier.  we  may  affirm,  was  ever  rightly 
il  had  first  been  regarded  with  a 
1  feeling,  not  of  tolerance  only,  but  of 
■  y.     For  here,  more  than  in  any  other 
m  verified  that  the  bean  sees  fanher 
11  i1m  head.    Let  us  be  sure,  our  enemy  is 
t  baleful   being  we  are  loo  apt  to  paint 
His  vices  and  basenesses  lie  combined 
^Mbar  order  before  his  own  mind,  than 

*  ovn ;  and  under  colours  which  palliate 
I,  nay,  perhaps,  exhibit  ihem  as  virtues. 

*  he  the  wretch  of  oor  imagining,  his  life 
Irtd  be  a  burden  to  himself;  for  it  is  not  by 
_Bd  alone  thai  the  basest  mortal  lives ;  a  cer- 
h  approval  of  conscience  is  equally  essen- 
*    Ycn  to  physical   existence',  is  the  fine 

rvading  cement  by  which  that  wondrous 

ft,  a  Self.is  held  together.    Since  the  man, 

"" "    is  not  in  Bedlam,  and  has  not  shot 

d  himself,  let  ns  lake  comfort,  and 

i«  that  he  IS  0 


«A«.ii. 


5  gaisi 


obe  v 


■  laoamed  over,  and  greaily  marvelled  at; 
MR,  and,  coosetjuenlly,  not  wilhoul 
il  worth,  which  is  to  be  enlighlened,  and 
Wt%T  approved  oC  Bui  to  judge  rightly  of 
.ebarBCier.  we  must  learn  to  look  at  it,  not 
I  with  hi*  eyes,  than  with  onr  own ;  we 
tl  lean  to  pity  him,  lo  see  him  as  a  fellow- 
1  a  word,  to  love  him,  or  his  real 
i|riri<ual  nature  will  ever  be  mistaken  by  us. 
u  inlerprptiag  Voltaire,  accordingly,  it  will  be 
^  awdful  to  bear  some  thinga  earefnllyia  mind, 


and  (0  keep  many  other  things  as  carefftllf  b 
abeyance.  Let  us  forjrel  that  our  npiniotii 
were  ever  assailed  by  him,  or  ever  defended; 

thai  Kv  have  to  ihank  him,  or  upbraid  him,  for 
pain  or  for  pteatinre ;  let  us  forget  that  we  are 
Deists,  or  Milleoariaus,  Bishops,  or  Radical 
Reformers,  and  remember  only  thai  we  are 
men.  This  is  a  European  subject,  or  xhere 
never  was  one ;  and  mnat,  if  we  would  in  the 
least  comprehend  it,  be  looked  at  neither  from 
the  parish  belfry,  nor  any  Pelerloo  Platform ; 
but.  if  passible,  from  some  natural  and  infi- 
nitely higher  point  of  vision. 

It  is  a  remarkable  fact,  thai  Ihroughont  the 
last  fifty  yearaof  his  life,  Voltaire  was  seldom 
or  never  nanied,  even  by  his  detraclors,  with- 
out the  epiihet  "great"  being  appended  Id  him; 
so  that,  had  the  syllables  suited  such  a  junc- 
tion, as  they  did  in  the  happier  case  of  CAorfc- 
Magntt-ae  might  almost  have  expected  that, 
not  I'ebatre,  but  Vollairc-n-grandJtammt  would 
be  his  designation  with  posterity.  However, 
posterity  is  much  more  stinted  in  its  allow- 
'     mnltiiude  of  things 

be   conceded  with  any 

permanence.  The  million,  even  the  wiser 
pari  of  ibem,  are  apt  to  lose  ih^ir  discretion, 
when  "tumnliuonsly  assembled;"  for  a  small 
object,  near  at  hand,  may  sobtend  a  Urge 
angle ;  and  often  a  Pennenden  Heath  has  been 
mistaken  for  a  Field  of  Runnymede ;  whereby 
the  couplet  on  that  immortal  Dalhonsie  proves 
to  be  the  emblem  of  majiy  a  man's  real  for- 
tune with  the  public: 

And  iliiHj,  Diitiniidf,  the  rrpiii  O'-S  nf  wir, 
I.leuIcnlin.CDlniwI  ta  Ibi  Bail  of  Mir  ; 

the  latter  end  corresponding  poorly  with  the 
beginning.  To  ascerlain  what  was  the  true 
significance  of  Voltaire's  history,  both  as  re- 
spects himself  and  ihe  world ;  what  was  bis 
!>pecific  character  and  value  as  a  man ;  whal 
has  been  the  character  and  value  of  his  in- 
fluence on  society,  of  his  appearance  as  an  ac- 
tive agent  in  the  culture  of  Europe;  all  this  leads 
us  into  much  deeper  investigaiion.s ;  on  the 
settlement  of  which,  however,  ihe  whole  busi- 

To  our  own  view,  we  confess,  on  looking  at 
Voltaire's  life,  the  chief  qualily  thai  shows 
itself  is  one  for  which  mlrnilnta  seems  the 
fitter  name.  Greatness  implies  several  condi- 
tions, the  existence  of  which,  in  his  ease,  it 
might  be  diRtculi  to  demonslraie;  but  of  his 
claim  to  ihis  other  praise  there  can  be  no  dis- 
pnling.  Whatever  he  his  aims,  high  or  low, 
just  or  the  contrary,  he  is  at  all  times,  and  lo 
the  almost  degree,  expert  in  pursuing  them. 
It  is  lo  be  observed,  moreover,  that  his  aims  in 
general  were  not  of  a  simple  sorl,  and  th« 
attainment  of  ihem  easy :  few  literary  meti 
have  had  a  course  so  diversifi^sd  with  vicissi- 
tudes as  Vulialre'F.  Hi!!  life  i;  nol  spent  in  a 
corner,  like  that  of  a  studious  recluse,  but  on 
the  open  theatre  of  the  wiirld ;  In  an  Ige  ftiH 
of  commotion,  when  society  u  rending  ilieir  ' 
asDnder,  Supersliiion  nlrvady  ariiicd  for  deadly 
battle  against  Unbelief;  in  wtiich  battle  he 
himself  plays  a  dtatingiiished  part.  .Prom  hia 
earliest  years,  we  find  him  in  ^i^v^aXtoi* 
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xnanication  with  the  higher  personages  of 
his  time,oAen  with  the  highest:  it  is  in  circles 
of  avthohty,  of  reputation,  at  lowest,  of  fashion 
and  rank,  that  he  lives  and  works.  Ninon  de 
I'Enclos  leaves  the  boy  a  legacy  to  buy  books ; 
he  is  still  young,  when  he  can  say  of  his  supper 
companions, "  We  are  all  Princes  or  Poets.'* 
In  aAer  life,  he  exhibits  himself  in  company 
or  correspondence  with  all  manner  uf  princi- 
palities and  powers,  from  (^ueen  (.•aruline  of 
£ngland  to  the  Empress  Catherine  nf  Russia, 
from  Pope  Benedict  to  Frederic  the  Crcat. 
Meanwhile,  shifting  from  side  to  side  uf  Europe, 
hiding  in  the  country,  or  hvinitc  sumptuou.sly 
in  capital  cities,  he  quits  not  his  pen,  with 
which,  as  with  some  enchanter's  rod,  more 
potent  than  any  king's  sceptre,  he  turns  and 
winds  the  mighty  machine  of  European  Opi- 
nion; approves  himself,  as  his  schoolmaster 
had  predicted,  the  Curypiier  tin  iJiimic ,  and, 
not  content  with  this  elevation,  strives,  and 
nowise  ineffectually,  to  uniio  with  it  a  poetical, 
hislorical,  philosophic,  and  even  scientific  pre- 
eminence. Nay,  we  may  add,  a  pecuniary 
one ;  for  he  speculates  in  the  funds,  diligently 
solicits  pensions  and  promotions,  trades  to 
America,  is  long  a  regular  victualling-contrac- 
tor for  armies ;  and  thus,  by  one  means  and 
another,  independently  of  literature,  which 
would  never  yield  much  money,  raises  his  in- 
come from  800  francs  a-year  to  more  than 
centuple  that  sum.*  And  now,  having,  besides 
all  this  commercial  and  economical  business, 
written  0ome  thirty  quartos,  the  most  popular 
that  were  ever  written,  he  returns  aAer  long 
exile  to  his  native  city,  to  be  welcomed  there  al- 
most as  a  religious  idol ;  and  closes  a  life,  pros- 
perous alike  in  the  building  of  country-seats, 
and  the  composition  of  Hcnriades  and  Philoso- 
phical Dictionaries^  by  the  most  appropriate 
demise;  by  drowning,  as  it  were,  in  an  ocean 
of  applause,  so  that  as  he  lived  for  fame,  he 
may  be  said  to  have  died  of  it. 

Such  various,  complete  success,  granted 
Anly  to  a  small  portion  of  men  in  any  age  of 
the  world,  presupposes,  at  least,  with  every 
allowance  for  good  fortune,  an  almost  un- 
rivalled expertness  of  management.  There 
must  have  been  a  great  talent  of  some  kind  at 
work  here  :  a  cause  proportionate  to  the  effect. 
It  is  wonderful,  truly,  to  observe  with  what 
perfect  skill  Voltaire  steers  his  course  through 
so  many  conflicting  circumstances :  how  he 
weathers  this  Cape  Horn,  darts  lightly  through 
tl^t  Mahlstrom;  always  either  sinks  his 
enemy,  or  shuns  him ;  here  waters,  and  careens, 
and  traffics  with  the  rich  savages ;  there  lies 
land-locked  till  the  hurricane  is  overblown ; 
and  so,  in  spite  of  all  billows,  and  sea- monsters, 
and  hostile  fleets,  finishes  his  long  Manilla 
voyage,  with  streamers  flying,  and  deck  piled 
with  ingots !  To  say  nothing  of  his  literary 
character,  of  which  this  same  dexterous  ad- 
dress will  also  be  found  to  be  a  main  feature, 
let  us  glance  only  at  the  general  aspect  of  his 
conduct,  as  manifested  both  in  his  writings 
and  actions.  By  turns,  and  ever  at  the  right 
season,  he  is  imperious  and  obsequious;  now 
shoots  abroad,  from  the  mountain  tops,  Hype- 

*  Hfie  Tome  ii.  p.  828  of  these  MhMtrts. 


non-like,  his  keen,  innumerable  shafts;  anoBr 
when  danger  is  advancing,  flies  to  obscnre 
nooks;  or,  if  taken  in  the  fact,  swears  it  was 
but  in  sport,  and  that  he  is  the  peaceablest  of 
men.    He  bends  to  occasion ;  can,  to  a  certain 
extent,  blow  hot  or  blow  cold ;  and  never  at- 
tempts force,  where  cunning  will  serve  his 
turn.    The  beagles  of  the  Hierarchy  and  of 
the  Monarchy,  proverbially  quick  of  scent,  and 
sharp  of  tooth,  are  out  in  quest  of  him ;  but  this 
is  a  lion-fox  which  cannot  be  captured.    By 
wiles  and  a  thousand  doublings,  he  utterly  dis- 
tracts his  pursuers;  he  can   burrow  in  the 
earth,  and  all  trace  of  him  is  gone.*     With  a 
strange  system  of  anonymity  and  publicity,  of 
denial  and  assertion,  of  Mystification  in  ail 
senses,  has  Voltaire  surrounded  himself.    He 
can  raise  no  standing  armies  for  his  defeDce» 
yet  he  loo  is  a  ''European  power,"  and  not 
undefended;  an  invisible, impregnable, tboogli 
hitherto  unrecognised  bulwark,  that  of  PuUie 
Opinion,  defends   him.    With    great  art*  be 
maintains   this  stronghold;   though  ever  and 
anon  sallying  out  from  it,  far  beyond  the  per- 
mitted limits.    But  he  has  his  coat  of  darkness, 
and  his   shoes  of  swiftness,  like  that  other 
Killer  of  Giants.    We  find  Voltai/e  a  sapple 
courtier,  or  a  sharp  satirist;  he  can  talk  bltf- 
phemy,  and  build  churches,  according  to  the 
signs  of  the  times.    Frederic  the  Great  is  Dot 
too  high  for  his  diplomacy,  nor  the  poor  Prii- 
ter  of  his   Zadig  too  low;^  he  manages  tk 
Cardinal  Fleuri,  and  the  Cure  of  8l  Sulpiee; 
and  laughs  in  his  sleeve  at  all  the  world.    We 
should  pronounce  him  to  be  one  of  the  best 
politicians  on  record;  as  we  have  said,  tiie 
adroitcst  of  all  literary  men. 

At  the  same  time,  Voltaire's  worst  enemifs, 
it  seems  to  us,  will  not  deny  that  he  hid 
naturally  a  keen  ^ensc  for  rectitude,  indeed, for 
all  virtue  :  the  utmu^t  vivacity  of  temperameni 
characterizes  him;  his  quick  ^uscep^iblIJlyfo^ 
every  furm  of  beauty  is  moral  as  well  as  in* 
tolleciual.  Nor  was  his  practice  without  in* 
dubilable  and  hit(hly  creditable  proofs  of  this. 
To  the  help-needing  he  was  at  all  times  i 
ready  benefactor:  many  were  the  hungry »d' 
venturers  who  pmfiied  of  his  bounty,  and  then 
bit  the  hand  that  had  fed  them.  If  wecDalD^ 
rate  his  generous  act^,  from  the  case  of  the 
AblMj  Dcvsfontaines  down  to  that  of  the  widow 
Calas,  and  the  Serfs  of  Saint  Claude,  we  shiU 
find  that  few  private  men  have  had  so  widei 
circle  of  charity,  and  have  watched  over  it  so 
well.  Should  it  be  objected  that  love  of  repu- 
tation entered  largely  into  these  pnvccedings. 
Voltaire  can  afford  a  handsome  deduction  ob 
that  head :  should  the  uncharitable  even  cal- 
culate that  love  of  reputation  was  the  sole 
motive,  we  can  only  remind  them  that  love  of 
null  reputation  is  itself  the  efleci  of  a  social. 
humane  di.^position;  and  wish,  as  an  immease 

♦  Of  one  siicli  "  uking  lo  cover,"  tvc  have  a  curwo* 
and  rather  ridiculous  nrcnunt  in  thi^  work,  by  h>^' 
champ.  It  was  with  the  Diichesm  dii  Maine  tliai  '■' 
Houpht  shelter,  and  on  a  very  slii^ht  ocraftion :  neverib^ 
lew  he  It.'id  to  lio  i>crduc.  f«)r  two  monthji,  at  ihi'  C»>''' 
of  Kreaux ;  and,  with  rlosed  windowi*.  and  hnni^ 
candlcti  in  daylight,  cimipOite  Zaiiig,  Babaur,  .Ves*<^ 
8cr.,  for  hi^  amusement. 

+  See  in  I^mechanip  (pp.  151— ira")  how  by  nm"' 
legerdemain,  a  knave  may  tm  caught,  and  the  duK* 
rendu  d  des  imprimeurs  if\fidiU». 
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__, nil,lh&lall  mfa  B'»re  ammaied  with 

ft.  Toltaire  v<u  nol  withool  his  experience 
of  hninaa  bBsenesi ;  but  he  siill  bad  a  fellow- 
reeling  for  hoiuaa  siiflcrmgs;  and  delighted, 
vere  it  only  as  an  bonesi  luiury,  to  relieve 
ibem.  His  altacbmenis  seem  rcmarkably 
eoestut  KDd  lasting :  even  such  sots  as  Thiriot, 
iriiom  aothing  bni  bibil  could  have  enil^ared 
M  him,  he  continues,  and  after  repeated  m- 
JBTies,  to  (real  and  regard  as  friends.  To  his 
rqoals  tredu  not  observe  him  envious,  al  least 
notp&lpably  andde&picably  so:  though  this,  ve 
shonid  add,  mi^hi  be  in  him,  vho  wai  from  Ibe 
fint  &o  paramounlly  popular,  no  such  hard 
ailaiproenl.  Agam^t  Montesquieu,  perhaps 
a^iosi  bim  alone,  he  cannot  help  enieriainmg 
(small  secret  grudge;  yel  ever  jn  public  he 
does  him  the  amplest  josiice :  FJlrU^um  Gro- 
i»j  of  the  fire-side  becomes,  on  all  grave  occa- 
«ions,  the  aathor  of  the  Eipril  dn  Lou. 
Neither  to  bis  enemies,  and  even  betrayers,  is 
Voltaire  implacable  or  meanly  vindictive:  the 
buuni  of  their  sabmission  is  also  the  instant 
nf  bis  forgiveaess;  their  hostility  itself  pro- 
unices  only  casDal  salliei  from  bim;  bis  heart 
is  loo  kindly,  indeed  loo  light,  to  cherish  any 
raneoar.  any  eontinuation  of  revenge.  If  he 
has  not  the  virtue  to  forgive,  he  is  seldom 
vithoal  the  prudence  to  forget;  if,  in  his  life- 
long eonteiittoiis,  he  cannot  treat  hiii  opponents 
viih  any  magnanimity,  he  seldom,  or  perhaps 
never  once,  treats  them  quite  basely  ;  seldom 
or  never  mih  that  abKolule  unfairness  which 
ihc  taw  of  retaliation  might  so  oi)ea  have 
seemed  to  justify.  We  would  say  that,  if  nol 
heroic,  he  is  at  all  limes  a  perfectly  civilized 
nan;  which,  considenng  that  his  war  was 
with  eiasperated  theologians,  and  a  "war  to 
ibe  knile,"  on  their  part,  may  be  looked  upon 
u  rather  a  surprising  circumstance.  He  ei- 
hibiis  many  minor  vinues,  a  due  appreciation 
of  Ibe  higbesi;  and  fewer  faults  than,  in  his 
situation,  might  hare  been  expected,  and  per- 
haps pardoned. 

All  this  II  well,  and  may  fit  out  a  highly  ex- 
pert and  much  esteemed  mao  of  business,  in 
ibe  widest  sense  of  that  term;  but  is  siill  far 
from  constituting  a  "  great  character."  In  fact, 
there  is  one  deficiency  in  Voltaire'i  original 
tmeiDre,  which,  it  appears  to  us,  must  be 
quile  fatal  (o  sach  claims  for  him;  we  mean 
his  inborn  levity  of  nature,  his  entire  want  of 
Earnestness.  Voltaire  was  by  birth  a  Mocker, 
and  tight  Pot^nrantt .  which  natural  disposi- 
tu>n  his  way  of  life  conrinued  into  a  predomi- 
sant,  indeed  all-pervading  habit.  Far  be  ii 
from  as  to  say.  that  solemmty  is  an  essential 
of  greatness;  thai  no  great  man  can  have 
oiher  tluu)  a  rigid  vinegar  aspect  of  counie- 
(laoce,  never  to  be  thawed  or  warmed  by  bii- 
!uws  o(  mirth !  There  are  things  in  this  world 
to  be  laughed  at,  as  tcell  as  things  to  be  ad- 
mired :  and  bis  is  no  complete  mind,  that  can- 
not give  to  each  sort  its  due.  Nevertheless, 
eoatcrapl  is  a  dangerous  element  to  spurt  in ; 
a  deadly  one,  if  we  habitually  live  in  it.  How, 
indeed,  to  take  (he  lowest  view  of  this  matter, 
shall  a  man  accomplish  great  enterprises.— 
enduring  all  toil,  resisting  temptations,  laying 
liide  every  weight. — unless  he  zealously  love 
what  be  pursue*!     The  faculty  of  love,  of 


a  be  regarded  as  the  sign  aoJ 
high  souls  :  uuwisely  directed. 
it  leads  to  many  evils ;  but  wiihout  it,  there 
cBitnui  be  any  g;ood.  Ridicule,  on  the  other 
hand,  is  indeed  a  faculty  mucb  priced  by  its 
possessors;  yet,  intrinsically,  it  is  a  sro^ 
faculty ;  we  may  say,  the  smallest  of  all  facuU' 
ties  thai  other  men  are  at  the  pains  to  repaj' 
with  any  esteem.  It  is  directly  opposed  to 
Thought,  to  Knowledge,  properly  so  called ; 
its  nourishmenl  and  essence  is  Denial,  which 
hovers  only  on  the  surface,  while  Knowledge 
dwells  far  below.  Moreover,  it  is  by  nature 
selfish  and  morally  trivial ;  it  chenahes  nothing 
but  our  Vamiy,  which  may  in  general  be  lefi 
safely  enotigh  to  shift  for  itself.  Little  "  dis- 
course of  reason,"  in  any  sense,  is  implied  in 
Ridicule:  a  scolhng  man  is  in  no  lufly  mood, 
for  Ibe  time;  shows  more  of  the  imp  than  of 
the  augel.  This  loo  when  his  scoffing  is  what 
we  call  just,  and  has  some  foundation  on 
truth :  while  again  the  laughter  of  fools,  that 
vain  sound,  aatd  in  Scripture  (u  resemble  the 
"crackling  of  thorns  under  the  pot," — wbicb 
they  cannot  heat.aud  only  soil  and  begrime, — 
must  be  regarded,  m  these  latter  limes,  as  a 
very  serious  addition  to  the  sum  of  human 
w reiehedu ess ;  and  may  not  always,  when 
considering  the  Increase  of  Crime  in  the  Me- 
tropolis, escape  the  vigilance  of  Parliament. 

We  have,  oftener  than  once,  endeavoured' 
to  attach  some  meaning  lo  that  aphorism,  vul*' 
garly  imputed  to  8haflesbury,  which,  hovever,' 
we  can  find  nowhere  in  his  works,  that  riifinije' 
ii  thr  till  of  tnuk.  Bat  of  all  chimeras,  that 
ever  advanced  themselves  in  the  shape  of  phi- 
to.<;ophical  doctrines,  this  is  to  us  the  most 
formless  and  purely  inconceivable.  Did  or 
could  the  unassisted  human  faculties  ever  un- 
derstand it,  much  more  believe  it !  Surely,  so 
far  as  Ibe  common  mind  can  discern,  laughter 
seems  lo  depend  nol  less  on  the  laugher  than 
on  the  laughee;  and  who  gave  laughers  a  pa-- 
lenl  lo  be  always  just, and  always  omniscient !' 
If  the  philosophers  of  Nootka  Bound  were' 
pleased  to  laugh  at  the  mancEuvres  of  Cook's 
seamen,  did  thai  render  these  manieuvres  use-' 
less,  anil  were  the  seamen  lo  stand  idle,  or  take 
to  leather  canoes,  till  the  laughter  abated?  Iiet~ 
a  discerning  public  judge- 
But,  leaving  these  questions  for  the  preienV 
we  may  observe  at  least  that  all  great  men- 
have  been  careful  to  subordinate  this  laleol  ot 
habit  of  ridicule;  nay,  in  ihe  ages  which  we' 
consider  the  greatest,  most  of  the  arts  thai 
contribuie  to  it  have  been  thoaght  disgraceful 
for  freemen,  and  confined  lo  the  exercise  of 
slaves.  With  Voltaire,however.  there  is  nosacfa' 
subordination  visible :  by  nature,  or  by  prae-- 
tice,  mockery  has  grown  to  be  Ibe  irresistible 
bias  of  his  disposition ;  so  that  fur  him,  in  alt' 
matters,  the  first  question  is  nol  what  is  true, 
but  what  is  false ;  not  what  is  to  be  loved.anit' 
held  fast,  and  earnestly  laid  to  heart,  but  vbnl 
is  to  be  canlemaed,and  derided,  and  sportfully 
cast  out  of  doors.  Here  truly  he  earns  abun- 
dant triumph  as  an  image-bieaber.  but  pockeu 
little  real  wealth.  Vanity,  with  its  adjuncts, 
as  we  hive  said,  finds  rich  solacement;  but 
for  augbl  belter,  there  is  not  much.  Reverence, 
the  higbest  feeling  Ihai  man's  nature  it  cK^h- 
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11»«(  tta  erowB  of  hit  whole  monl  maaboodv 
and  pfoeiooB,  like  fine  gold,  were  it  in  the  rudest 

Honut  he  leeme  not  to  nndentand,  or  have 
bawd  of,  even  by  credible  tmdition.     The 
floiy  of  knowing  and  belieTing  is  all  but  a 
stranger  to  him ;  only  with  that  of  qoestion- 
ittf  and  qualifying  is  he  familiar.    Accord- 
ia^y,  he  sees  bnt  a  little  way  into  Nature:  the 
nigihty  All*  in  its  beaoty,  and  infinite  myste* 
rions  grandeur,  humblmg  the  small  Mt  into 
aothingaess,  has  nerer  even  for  moments  been. 
Vprealed  to  him ;  only  this  and  that  other  atom 
<tf  it»  and  the  difierenoes  and  discrepancies  of 
these  two,  has  he  looked  into,  and.  noted  down. 
His  theory  of  the  wCfrid,  his  picture  of  man 
and  man's  life,  is  little ;  for  a  Poet  ahd  Philoso- 
pher, even  pitifol.    Examine  it,  in  its  highest 
^Bnp^apfatntMi  yon  find  it  an  altogether  vulgar 
picture;  simplr  a  reflex,  from  more  or  fewer 
miriort  of  8e|f  and  the  poor  interests  of  Belli 
«  The  DiTine  Idea,  that  which  lies  at  the  bot- 
tom of  Appearance/*,  was  never'  more  invisi- 
Ms  to  any  man.    He  reads  History  not  with  the 
4fa  of  a  devout  Beer,  or  even  of  a  Critic ;  bnt 
throagh  a  pair  of  mere  anti-catholic  specta^ 
«lea,    It  is  hot  a  mighty  drama,  enacted  on  the 
theatre  of  Infinitude,  with  Btins  for  .lamps,  and 
Sleraity  as  a. back-ground;  whose  author  is 
-Godt.  sad  whose  purport  and   thousand-fold 
moral  lead  us  tip  to  the  ^dark  with  excess  of 
Jight"  of  the  Tlvone  of  God;  but  a  poor  wea- 
«iaome  debatiof-elub  dispute,  spun  through 
tan  ooftaries,  between  the  EmeydipSdii  and  the 
ftrieawi.    Wtidom  or  fbll^,  nobleness  or  base- 
aess,  are  merely  superstitious  or  unbelieving: 
CM'f  Universe  is  a  larger  Patrimony  of  St. 
Fster,  fkom  which  it  were  well  and  pleasant  to 
hunt  the  Pope. 

In  this  way,  Voltaire's  nature,  which  was 
■originally  vehement  rather  than  deep,  came  in 
its  maturity,  in  spite  of  all  his  wonderful  glAs, 
to  be  positively  shallow.  *  We  find  no  heroism 
of  character  in  him,  from  first  to  last ;  nay, 
•there  is  not,  that  we  know  oC  one  great  thought, 
in  all  his  six-and-thirty  quartos.  The  high 
"Worth  implanted  in  him  by  Nature,  and  still 
•often  manifested  in  his  conduct,  does  not  shine 
(there  like  a  light,  but  like  a  coruscation.  The 
•enthusiasm,  proper  to  such  a  mind,  visits  him ; 
hut  it  has  no  abiding  virtue  in  his  thought,  no 
local  habitation  and  no  name.  There  is  in  him 
a  rapidity,  but  at  the  same  time  a  pettiness ;  a 
certain  violence,  and  fitful  abruptness,  which 
takes  firom  him  all  dignity.  Of  his  emportttnens 
and  tragi-comical  explosions,  a  thousand  an- 
ecdotes are  on  record ;  neither  is  he,  in  these 
cases,  a  terrific  volcano,  but  a  mere  bundle  of 
rockets.  He  is  nigh  shooting  poor  Dom,  the 
Frankfort  constable;  actually  fires  a  pistol, 
into  the  lobby,  at  him ;  and  this,  three  days 
after  that  melancholy  business  of  the  '*  (Ewre  de 
Point  du  Roi  mon  Maitrt "  had  been  finally  ad- 
justed. A  bookseUer,  that,  with  the  natural 
instinct  of  fallen  mankind,  overcharges  him, 
receives  from  this  Philosopher,  by  way  of 
payment  at  sight,  a  slap  on  the  face.  Poor 
Longchamp,  with  considerable  tact,  and  a 
prai;»ewortby  air  of  second-table  respectability, 
details  various  scenes  of  this  kind :  how  Vol- 
taire dashed  awav  his  combs,  and  maltreated 
his  wig,  and  otnerwise  fiercely  comported 


UmaeU;  the  .my  fint  monliips  Inv  euee, 
having  a  keenness  of  appetite^  tharpeMd  by 
walking,  and  a  diet  oi  weak  tea,  he  beesae 
uncommonly  anxious  for  supper  j  tod  Clairaat 
and  Madame  du  Chatelet,  sunk  in  algebnie 
calculations,  twice  promised  to  bone  dsvs, 
but  still  kept  the  dishes  coolings  hod  the  Phi- 
losopher  at  last  desperately  htfired  open  their 
bclKd  door  with  his  foot;  eshlaimiag  «  Vdm 
ku  done  doeomxri  pom  mc  /otrv  iimwirf*— And 
yet  Voltaire  liid  a  true  kinduM  oTbeut;  an 
hit  domcfstics  and  depend^nta  loved  kin,  and 
continued  with  him.  He  has  Buoy  elemeats  of 
goodness,  bnt  fioating  loosely;  nothing  is  eom- 
bined  in  steadfhst  union.  It  is  troe,  lie  pimaii 
in  general  asurihceofsmoothiiesa,ofadiinl 
regularity ;  yet,  under  it,  there  ia  nMAeaitaat 
rock-bound  strength  of  a  World,  b«t  te  will 
tnmulu  of  a  Chaos  are  ever 
He  is  a  man  of  power,  but  not  of 
authority;  we  fear, but eaunht 
we  feel-him  to  be  stronger,  not  IdgtiCT. 

Much  of  this  spiritual  shon-eiofluag  aai  ■» 
version  might  be  due  to  natarmi  dMBt:  m 
much  of  it  also  is  doe  to  tho  aco  into  wMak 
he  wasr  cast  II  was  an  age .  of  dlMoid  sal 
division;  the  approadli  of  a  yraai  eiWi'li 
hudian  sl&iia.  Ahready  we  dmcem  la  it-al 
the  elements  of  the  French  BovohMioa;  wii 
wonder,  so  easily  do  we  forger  how  mim0A 
and  hidden  the  meaning  of  the  pnseutfip^ 
rally  is  to  us,  that  all  meb  did-  not  Ibrtsee  to 
comings  on  of  fliaft  thaifhl  oonvulfeiM.  Oh 
the  one  hilnd,  a  high  alKaiteiBptiBg>aetifi^  rf 
Intellect ;  the  ttiost  peremptory  spiiit '«  ii* 
quiry  abroad  on  every  subjeet;  things  h«MB 
and  things  divine  alike  cited  without  ab* 
givings  before  the  same  boastful  tribunal  of  so* 
called  Reason,  which  meant  here  a  wa^ 
argumentative  Logic ;  the  strong  in  mind  e^ 
eluded  from  his  regular  influence  in  the  staK^ 
and  deeply  conscious  of  that  injury.  On  tie 
other  hand,  a  privileged  few,  strong  in  lie 
subjection  of  the  many,  yet  in  itself  weak;  i 
piebald,  and  for  most  part  altogether  decrepit 
battalion,  of  Clergy,  of  purblind  NobLlity,or 
rather  of  Courtier^,  for  as  yet  the  Nobilitf  is 
mostly  on  the  other  side :  these  caonot  ifti 
with  Logic,  and  the  day  of  Persecution  is  v^ 
nigh  done.  The  whole  force  of  law,  indeei 
is  still  in  their  hands;  but  the  far  deeper  foree^ 
which  alone  gives  efiSlcacy  to  law,  is  besrif 
passing  away  from  them.  Hope  animates  one 
side;  fear  the  other;  and  the  battle  will  te 
fierce  and  desperate.  Por  there  is  wit  witboit 
wisdom  on  the  part  of  the  self-styled  PbilosO' 
phers;  feebleness  with  exasperation  on  tie 
part  of  their  opponents ;  pride  enough  os  all 
hands,  but  little  magnanimity;  perhaps  n^ 
where  any  pure  love  of  troth,  only  everywhere 
;  the  purest,  most  ardent  love  of  self.  In  snel 
;  a  state  of  things,  there  lay  abundant  principles 
'  of  discord  :  these  two  influences  hung  like 
fast-gathering  electric  doud^,  ai  yet  on  op* 
\  posite  sides  of  the  horizon,  but  with  a  mali^ 
nity  of  aspect,  which  boded,  whenever  they 
might  meet,  a  sky  of  fire  and  blackness,  thoB- 
;  derbolts  to  waste  the  earth,  and  the  sun  vA 
stars,  though  bat  for  a  season,  to  be  blotted  ost 
from  the  heavens.  For  there  is  no  condacting 
,  medium  to  unite  softly  these  hostile  elements; 


• 


there  is  no  imp  Tirtne,  no  (nie  wisdom, 
on  the  one  side  or  on  the  olber.  Never  per- 
haps, was  there  an  epoch,  in  Ihe  hihlory  of 
■he  world,  when  aniversal  carruptian'  called 
so  loudly  for  reform  ;  and  Ihey  who  undertook 
Ifaal  task  were  men  inirinsically  so  worthless. 
Nut  by  Gracchi,  but  b;  CatiUue.i ;  not  by  Lu- 
ihcr$i  bnl  by  Areimes,  was  Europe  to  be  re- 
noTaied.  The  (ask  has  been  a  long  and  bloody 
one ;  and  is  siiU  far  froai  done. 

[n  this  condition  of  sITairs,  what  side  (Qcha 
nan  as  Voltaire  was  to  take  could  not  be  doubi- 
fu!.  Whether  he  ooghl  to  have  lakeo  either 
side :  whether  he  should  not  rather  have  i 
stationed  himself  in  the  middle :  the  paciisan 
of  neither,  perhaps  haled  by  bolhi  acknow- 
ledging, and  forwarding,  and  striving  to  re- ' 
eoncile,  what  truth  was  in  each ;  and  preach-  [ 
ing  forth  a  far  deeper  troth,  which,  if  his  own  \ 
century  had  neglected  it,  bad  persectKed  it, 
hllurv  cenitirics  would  have  recognised  as 
priceless  ;  all  ibis  was  another  qnestion.  Of 
no  man,  however  gifted,  can  we  require  what 
b«  has  not  10  give :  but  Voltaire  called  him- 
self Philosopher,  nay,  Ike  Philosopher.  Aud 
nch  has  often,  indeed  generally,  been  the  fate 
of  great  men,  and  Lovers  of  Wisdom;  their 
own  age  and  caanlry  have  treated  them  as  of 
no  account;  in  the  great  Corn-Eichange  of  the 
world,  iheir  pearls  have  seemed  but  spoiled 
barley,  and  been  ignomiDiously  rejected.  Weak 
in  adherents,  strong  only  in  their  faith,  in 
their  indeslraciible  consciousness  of  worth 
aod  well-duing,  Ihey  have  silently,  or  in  words, 
appealed  tu  coming  ages,  when  their  own  ear 
would  indeed  be  shut  to  the  voice  of  love, and 
ofhatred,  but  the  Truth  that  had  dwelt  in  them 
woald  speak  with  a  voice  audible  to  all.  Bacon 
left  his  works  lo  future  generations,  when 
SDOIF  centuries  should  have  elapsed,  "Is  it 
much  for  me,"  said  Kepler,  in  bis  isolation, 
and  eitreme  need,  "thai  men  should  accept 
my  discovery!  If  the  Almighty  waited  sii 
Ihouiand  years  for  one  to  see  what  He  had 
made,  I  may  surely  wait  tiro  hundred,  for  one 
ID  UQdetstand  what  I  have  seen  !"  AH  this, 
and  more,  is  implied  in  love  of  wisdom,  in 
(tnuine  seeking  of  truth ;  the  noblest  function 
that  can  be  appointed  for  a  nan,  but  requiring 
alto  the  noblest  man  to  fulfil  it. 

With  Voltaire,  hovrever,  (here  is  no  symptom, 
perhaps  there  was  no  conception,  of  such 
nobleness ;  Ihe  high  call  for  which,  indeed,  in 
Uie  existing  stale  of  things,  his  intellect  may 
have  had  as  lilile  the  force  to  discern,  as  his 
heart  had  the  force  to  obey.  He  follows  a 
■impler  course.  Heedless  of  remoter  issues, 
he  adopts  the  cause  of  his  own  party ;  of  that 
eliaa  with  nhom  he  lived,  and  was  most  ani- 
iroi  10  stand  well ;  he  enlists  in  their  ranks, 
nol  without  hopes  that  he  may  one  day  rise  to 
b*  their  general.  A  resolution  perfectly  ac- 
cordant with  bis  prior  habits,  and  temper  of 
mind;  and  front  whicb  his  whole  subsequent 
procedure, and  moral  aspect  as  amannatural- 
iy  enough  erolves  luelf.  Kot  that  we  would 
say,  Voltaire  was  a  mere  prize-figbteri  one 
of  "Heaven's  Swist,"  contending  for  a  cause 
which  he  ooly  half,  or  not  ai  all  approved  of. 
Far  fri^m  it.  Doubden  he  loved  truth,  donbl- 
!•<•  b?  par.ially  feH  hinueiflo  te  advocating  ( 
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truth ;  nay,  we  know  not  that  he  has  ever  yet, 
in  a  single  instance,  been  convicted  of  wilfully 
perverting  bis  belief;  of  uiiering.  in  all  his 
controversies,  one  dehberate  falsehood.  Nor 
should  this  negative  praise  seem  an  altogelhor 
slight  one.  for  greatly  were  it  to  be  wished 
that  even  the  best  of  his  beller-inlentloned  op- 
ponents hart  always  deserved  the  like.  Never- 
theless, his  love  of  truth  is  not  thai  deep,  in- 
finite love,  which  beseems  a  Philosopher; 
which  many  ages  have  been  fotltinate  enough 
to  witness ;  nay,  of  which  his  own  age  had 
still  some  examples.  It  is  a  far  inferior  love, 
we  should  say,  10  that  of  poor  Jean  Jacque*. 
half-sage,  half-maniac  ns  he  was;  it  is  more  a 
prudent  calculation  than  a  passion.  Voltaire 
loves  Truth,  but  chiefly  of  the  triumphant 
sort;  we  have  no  ibslancc  of  his  fighting  for 
a  quite  discrowned  and  outcast  Truth  ;  it  ia 
chiefly  when  she  walks  abroad,  in  distress,  it 
may  be.  but  still  with  queen-like  insignia,  Aid 
knighthoods  and  renown  are  lo  be  earned  in 
her  battles,  that  he  defends  her,  that  he  charges 
gallantly  against  the  Cades  and  Tylers.  Nay, 
at  all  times,  belief  iiself  seems,  with  him,  Iv 
be  less  the  product  of  Mediulion  than  of  Argu- 
ment. His  first  question  with  regard  to  any 
doctrine,  perhaps  his  final  test  of  its  worth  and 
genuineness,  is  1  can  others  be  convinced  of 
this  1.  Can  I  track  it,  in  the  market,  for  power  t 
"To  such  questioners,"  it  has  been  said. 
"  Truth,  who  buys  not,  and  sells  not,  goes  on 
her  way.  and  makes  no  answer." 

In  fact,  if  we  inquire  into  Voltaire's  ruling 
motive,  we  shall  find  that  it  was  at  boiiom  bnl 
a  vulgar  onei  ambition,  the  desire  of  mlingr 
by  such  means  as  he  bad,  over  other  men.  He 
acknowledges  no  higher  divinity  than  Public 
Opinion  ;  for  whatever  he  asserts  or  performs, 
the  number  of  voles  is  Ihe  measure  of  strength 
and  value.  Yet  let  us  be  jnst  to  him;  Ictus 
admit  that  he,  is  some  degree,  estimates  his 
voles,  as  well  as  counts  them.  If  love  of  fame, 
which,  especially  for  such  a  man,  we  can  only 
call  another  modification  of  Vanity,  is  always 
his  ruling  passion,  he  has  a  certain  taste  in 
gratifying  it.  His  vanity,  which  cannot  be 
extinguished,  is'ever  skilfully  concealed ;  even 
his  just  claims  are  never  boisterously  insisted 
on ;  throughout  his  whole  life  he  shows  no 
single  feature  of  the  quack.  Nevenheless, 
even  in  the  height  of  his  glory,  he  has  a 
strange  sensitiveness  lo  the  judgment  of  the 
world  ■■  could  he  have  conirived  a  Dionysius' 
Ear,  in  the  Rue  Traversiere,  we  should  have 
found  him  watching  at  it,  uighi  and  day.  Let 
but  any  tittle  evil-disposed  Abbf,  any  Fr£ron, 

write  a  libel  or  epigram  on  him.  what  a  Ouster 
he  ia  in !  We  grant  he  forbore  much,  in  these 
cases;  manfully  consumed  his  own  spleeoi 
and  sometimes  long  held  his  peace :  but  it  waa 
his  pan  to  have  always  done  to.  Why  shonid 
such  a  man  roffle  himself  with  the  spile  of 
exceeding  small  persons  1  Why  not  lei  lhe«e 
poor  devila  write;  why  should  they  not  enm 
a  dishonest  penny,  at  his  exjwnse,  ^  vVe-j  \A)i 
no  readier  way!  But  Voluire  cuitiQ\  ^m\ 
wiih  his  "  voices,"  tis  "tnosv  s  ~ 
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Jbr  ihBf  are  his  gods;  take  thete,  and  what 
Ittf  he  leftl  Aecordiogly,  in  literature  and 
aiorals,  in  all  his  comings  and  goingi^  we  And 
him  striving,  with  a  religions  care,  topsail 
strictly  with  the  wind.  In  Art,  the  Parisian 
PwrUnt  is  his  conrt  of  last  appeal:  hereon* 
anlts  the  Cafi  de  Prorop€,  on  his  wisdom  or  his 
lioUj,  as  if  It  were  a  true  Delphic  Oracle.  The 
Ibllowing  adrentare  belongs  to  his  flf^-fourth 
year,  when  his  iame  might  long  have  seemed 
^ahniidantly  established.  We  translate  ftx»m 
4he  fiiienr  Lcmgchamp's  thin,  half-rognish, 
.aildly  obseqnioas,  most  lackey-)0^e  Narra- 
«ti?e: 

*  Judges  eonld  appreciate  the  merits  of  Si- 
minmU,  which  hhs  continued  on  the  stagey  and 
always  been  seen  there  with  pteasnre.  ETery 
one  knows  how  the  two  principal  parts  in  this 
pi0ce  contributed  to  the  celebrity  of  two  great 
engedians,  Mademoiselle  Biimdsnil,  and  M.  le 
ttuu  The  enemies  of  M.  de  Voltaire  renewed 
Ihirir  attemjpts  in  the  subsequent  representa- 
tioiis;  but  It  only  the  better  confirmed  his  tri- 
anplL  Firon,  to  console  himself  for  the  de- 
ihat  of  his  party,  had  recourse  to  his  usual 
.remedy  s  pelting  the  piece  with  some  paltry 
j9f&mxa^  which  did  it  no  harm. 

MtiTererdieless,  M.  de  Voltaire,  who  always 
-loTcd  to  correct  his  works,  and  perfect  them, 
became  desirous  to  learn,  more  especially  and 
«t  first  hand,  what  good  or  ill  the  public  were 
raying  of  his  Tragedy;  and  it  appearsd  to  him 
mt  he  could  nowhere  learn  it  better  than  in 
•IheCa^  dt  iVneapc  which  was  also  called  the 
>tefv  (cavern)  Jt  FrorDpe,  because  it  was  very 
.dark,  even  in  full  day,  and  ill-lighted  in  the 
.evenings ;  and  because  you  oAen  saw  there  a 
set  of  lank,  sallow  poets,  who  had  somewhat 
the  air  of  apparitions.  In  this  Caf%,  which 
ftonts  the  Comddk  Francaite,  had  been  held,  for 
more  than  sixty  years,  the  tribunal  of  those 
self-called  jSrutarchi,  who  fancied  they  could 
pass  sentence  without  appeal,  on  pla^s,  au- 
thors, and  actors.  M.  de  Voltaire  wished  to 
compeer  there,  but  in  disguise,  and  altogether 
imagnita.  It  was  on  coming  out  from  Uie 
playhouse  that  the  judges  usually  proceeded 
thither,  to  open  what  they  called  their  great 
sessions.  On  the  second  night  of  8Smirami$, 
be  borrowed  a  clerg3naaan's  clothes;  dressed 
himself  in  cassock  and  long  clock:  black 
stockings,  girdle,  bands,  breviary  itself;  no- 
thing was  forgotten.  He  clapt  on  a  large 
peruke,  unpowdered,  very  ill  combed,  which 
covered  more  than  the  half  of  his  cheeks,  and' 
left  nothing  to  be  seen  but  the  end  of  a  long 
nose.  The  peruke  was  suhnounted  by  a  large 
three-cornered  hat,  comers  half  bruised  in.  In 
this  equipment,  then,  the  author  of  ShuramU 
proceeded  on  foot  to  the  Cafd  de  Procope,  where 
AC  squatted  himself  in  a  comer,  and  waiting 
for  the  end  of  the  play,  called  for  a  haoarvitty 
a  small  roll  of  bread,  and  the  gazette.  It  was 
not  long  till  those  flimiUars  of  the  Parterre 
and  tenants  of  the  Cafi  stept  in.  They  in- 
stantly began  discussing  the  new  Tragedy. 
Its  partisans  and  its  adversaries  pleaded  their 
cause,  with  warmth ;  each  giving  his  reasons. 
Impartial  persons  also  spoke  their  sentiment ; 
and  repeated  some  fine  verses  of  the  piece. 
ji)uriDg  all  this  time,  M.  de  Voltaire,  with 


spectacles  ov:  nose,  head  atoopiiig  over  dK 
gazette  which  he  pretended  to  be  reading;  was 
listening  to  the  debate :  profltiiig  br  letsoa- 
able  observations,  sufiering  much  to  near  veiy 
absurd  ones,  and  not  answer  them,  which  iiri- 
tated  him.  Thus,  during  an  hour  and  a  haK 
had  he  the  courage  and  patience  to  bear  5M- 
f  amtf  talked  of  «nd  babbled  of,  wdthoot  tpedt- 
ing  a  word.  At  last,  all  these  pretetuM  judges 
of  the  fame  of  a^itbors  having  eooe  their 
ways,  without  converting  'one  another,  Kde 
Voltaire  also  went  off;  took  a  ooaoh  in  the 
Rue  Mazarine,  and  returned  home  about  elena 
o'clock.  Though  I  knew  of  his  djaguise,  I 
confess  I  was  struck  and  almost  frimeaed  ii 
see  him  accoutred  so.    I  took  him  wt  Wkfigto 


tre,  or  shade  of  Ninua.  that  was  apipaariM  w 
me :  or  af  least,  for  one  of  those  aaekat  B|l 
debaters,  arrived  at  the  end  of  their  9um 
after  wearing  themsdvea  oat  in  sebqol^l^ 
gisins.  I  helped  him  to  doff  all  that  imnm 
which  I  carried  next  moraing  is  as  Im 
owner^rra  doctor  of  the  Sa^boiiBe.''. 

This  stroke  of  art,  whisk  eaaaM  la  m 
wise  pake  for  sublime, mig^hayailB  vpeiai 
rational  purpose  in  one  casa»  aaid  oalf  iaMi: 
if  SMrvMifwas  meanttobeap^abraiNb 
that  was  to  live  or  die  by  its  ftnt  iapnariB 
on  fhe.idls  multitude;  Which  apoondiB^Vt 
must  mfer  to  have  been  its  real^  al  mm^ 
chief  destination.    la  say  ether  ea«B^  wt  c» 
not  but.consider  thia  Haroaa-AliasQliidfiilii 
the  Cafi  di.Proeepi  as  qaeslioBabla^  ndd^* 
gedker  inadequate.    If  mimnnm  wasaFlMfc 
a  living  Creation,  won  ftnAa  the  empfiiaaly 
the  silent  power,  and   long-eontiDiied  A» 
methean  toil  of  iu  author,  what  could  Ae 
Cafi  de  Procope  know  of  it,  what  coeU  ill 
Paris  know  of  it,  "on   the  second  nightr 
Had  it  been  a  Milton's  ParadiM  lost  theynfht 
have  despised  it  till  after  the  fiftieth  jftf <' 
True,  the  object  of  the  Poet  is,  and  mast  k, 
to  "  instruct  by  pleasing,"  yet  not  by  pleisaf 
this  man  and  that  man;  only  by  pleasugM^ 
by  speaking  to  the  pure  nature  of  maB,eia 
any  real  <*  instruction,"  in  this  sense,  be  €» 
veyed.    Vain  does  it  seem  to  search  ktv 
judgment  of  this  kind,  in  the  largest  Oiftij 
the  largest  Kingdom,  **  on  the  second  ai|^ 
The  deep,  clear  consciousness  of  one  atf 
comes  infinitely  nearer  it^  than  the  loud  otfaf 
of  a  million  that  have  no  such  consckMM>; 
whose  "  talk,"  or  whose  ^'babble,"  but  diaHiMi 
the  listener;  and  to  most  genuine  Poets ha^ 
from  of  old,  been  in.  a  great  measure  mH^ 
ent    For  the  multitude  of  voices  is  aolfr 
thority ;  a  thousand  voices  may  not,  ilM 
examined,  amount  to  one  vote.    Maakoih 
this  world  are  divided  into  fiocks,  aad^ 
low  their   several  bell-wethers.    Now,  ftj 
well  known,  let  the  bell-wether  rush  tkroiF 
any  gap,  the  rest  rush  after  him,  were  ilitf> 
bottomless  qua^ires.    Nay,  so  conscSealiMi 
are  sheep  in  this  particular,  as  a  qnaiat  atfi* 
ralist  and  moralist  has  noted,  ••  if  you  WJ» 
stick  upon  the  wether,  so  that  he  is  fixw* 
vault  in  his  passage,  the  whole  ^h>ck^*j 
the  like,  when  the  stick  is  withdrawn;  ■■■'j 
thousandth  shMp  shall  be  seen  vaultjeyiapj 
tuously  over  air,  as  the  first  did  over  aa<wgj 
wise  impassable  hairier  I"   Aftirlherpieiii^ 


.  n  (Ton snl ling  Acis  of  pBrliameut, 
fc«her«nthenlic  records,  noionly  as  regards 
"Ifttholic  Pnabililies,"  bul  many  other  mal- 
I,  yon  m«y  llnd  cnriously  renfied  in  ihe  hn- 
in  ipecJei  also  '. — On  the  whole,  ve  mast  con- 
•r  this  excursion  to  PrarBpr'i  lilrrary  Cavern 
UltiMniiiiig  Voluirp  id  ralberpJeasani style; 
n  nowise  mncb  to  big  honour.  Fame  seems 
kr  loo  high,  if  not  ihe  highest  object  with 
1 ;  nay,  someiimes  €ven  popularity  ti 
dnlched  al ;  we  see  do  heavenly  polar-slar  in 
liii*  voyage  of  his;  bat  only  the  guidance  ol 
a  proverbially  uncfnain  wind. 

Voltaire  reproachrully  says  of  St.  Louis. 
Ihal  "he  ought  to  have  b^n  above  his  age;" 
btit,  in  bis  own  case,  we  can  find  few  eymp- 
loms  of  soch  heroic  superiority.  Tbe  same 
perpetual  appeal  to  his  contemporaries,  the 
tune  iniense  regard  to  repuiaiioo,  as  he  viewed 
it,  prpsc  ribes  for  him  both  his  enterprises  and 
hil  manner  of  conducting  them.  His  aim  is 
to  please  the  more  enlightened,  31  least  the 
politer  pari  of  the  world;  and  be  oSer^  them 
timply  what  they  most  wish  for.  be  it  in  the- 
atrical shows  for  Iheir  pastime,  or  in  skepiioal 
doctrines  for  their  edification.  For  this  latter 
purpose.  Ridicule  is  the  weapon  he  selects, 
■nd  It  mils  him  well.  This  was  not  the  age 
of  deep  thonghlst  no  Dnc  de  Richelieu,  no 
Prince  Conti,  no  Frederic  Ihe  Great  woald 
ha»e  listened  lo  soch:  only  sportful  coniempl, 
and  a  ihin  cooveraalionai  logic  will  avail. 
There  may  be  wool-quilts,  which  the  lalh- 
tword  of  Harlequin  will  pierce,  when  the  club 
of  Hercules  has  rebounded  from  them  in  vain. 
Ai  little  was  this  an  age  for  high  virtues;  no 
heroism,  in  any  form,  ii  requir^,  or  even  ac- 
knowledged; bul  only,  in  all  forms,  a  certain 
MnurafliY.  To  this  rule,  also,  Voltaire  readily 
conforms ;  indeed,  he  finds  no  small  advanlaee 
in  it.  For  a  lax  public  morality  not  only  al- 
lows him  ihe  indulgence  of  many  a  little  private 
vice,  and  brings  him  in  this  and  Ihe  other 
windfall  of  Hifniii  ptauiit,  but  opens  him  Ihe 
readiest  resource  in  many  enierprises  of  dan- 
ger. Of  all  men,  Vollaiie  has  the  least  dispo- 
Rlioo  to  increase  the  Army  of  Martyrs.  No 
IMtiaiony  will  he  seal  with  hia  blood ;  scarcely 
uy  will  he  so  mnch  as  sign  with  ink.  His 
obnoxious  doctrines,  as  wc  have  remarked,  he 
publishes  under  a  ihotisand  concealments ; 
with  underplDts  and  wheels  within  wheels;  so 
thai  his  whole  track  is  in  darkness,  only  hi.s 
works  seethe  light  No  Proieus  is  so  nimble, 
orassames  so  many  shaped ;  if,  by  rare  chance, 
caught  sleeping,  he  whisks  through  the  smait- 
csi  hole,  and  is  out  of  sight,  while  ihi:  noose  is 
getting  ready.  Lei  his  judges  take  him  lo 
task,  he  will  shut^e  and  evade;  if  directly 
^sesuoned.hewill  even  lie.  In  regard  to  this 
last  point,  the  Marquis  de  Condorcet  has  set 
tip  a  defence  for  him.  which  has,  at  least,  the 
merit  of  being  frank  enough. 

••  The  necessity  of  lying  in  order  to  disavow 
uy  irork,"  says  he,  "  is  an  eirremity  equally 
repugnant  to  etmicience  and  nobleness  of 
c)wracter:  but  the  crime  lies  wiih  iboiie  unjust 
men,  wha  render  such  disavowal  necessary  tn 
Ihe  n.ifely  of  hiro  whom  they  force  to  it.  If 
yoo  have  made  a  crime  of  what  it  not  one; 
'J.  by  absard  or  by  arbitrarj-  laws,  you  have  in- 
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fringed  the  nataral  right,  which  all  men  hatre, 
not  oDty  to  form  an  o]  nion,  but  lo  render  it 
pnblic:  then  you  dest  ve  to  lose  Ihe  right 
which  every  man  has  f  hearing  the  truth 
frnm  Ihe  mouth  of  anoth^^r:  a  right,  which  it 
the  sole  basis  of  that  rigorous  obligation,  not 
10  lie.  If  it  is  not  permitted  to  deceive,  tbe 
reason  is,  that  lo  deceive  anyone,  is  tn  do  him 
a  wrong,  or  expose  yourself  to  do  him  one ; 
but  a  wrong  supposes  a  right ;  and  no  one  has 
the  right  of  seeking  to  secure  himself  the 
means  of  commilting  an  injustice." — tu  dt 
Foltain.  p.  32. 

It  is  strange,  how  scientific  discoveries  do 
mainlain  themselves;  here,  quile  in  other 
hands,  and  in  an  altogether  differem  dialect, 
we  have  the  old  Catholic  doctrine,  if  it  ever 
was  more  than  a  Jesuitic  one, "  that  faith  need 
not  be  kept  with  heretics."  Truth,  it  appears, 
is  too  precious  an  article  for  our  enemies;  is 
fit  only  for  friends,  for  those  who  will  pay  us 
if  we  tell  it  Ihem,  It  may  be  observed,  how- 
ever, thai,  granting  Cnndorcet's  premises,  this 
doctrine  also  must  be  granted,  as  indeed  is 
usual  with  that  sharp-sighted  writer.  If  the 
doing  of  right  depends  on  ihe  receiving  of  it ; 
if  our  fellow-men,  in  this  world,  are  not  per- 
sons, but  mere  things,  that  far  services  besto  trad 
will  return  services, — steam-engines  that  will 
manufacture  calico,  if  we  put  in  coals  and 
waler, — then,  doubtless,  the  calico  ceasing,  our 
coals  and  waier  may  also  rationally  cease ;  the 
questioner  threatening  lo  injure  ns  for  the 
truth,  we  may  rationally  lell  him  lies.  But  if, 
on  the  other  hand,  our  fellow-man  is  no  steam- 
engine,  but  a  man;  united  with  us,  and  with 
all  men,  and  with  the  Maker  of  all  men,  io 
sacred,  myslerious,  indissoluble  bonds,  in  an 
all-embracing  Love,  that  encircles  alike  tbe 
seraph  and  the  glow-worm;  then  will  otir du- 
ties to  him  rest  on  quite  anoiher  basis  than 
this  very  humble  one  of  quid  pro  juo ;  and  the 
Marquis  de  Condoccei'a  conclusion  will  be 
false  1  and  might,  in  ils  practical  extensions, 
be  infinitely  pernicious. 

Such  principles  and  habits,  too  lightly 
adopted  by  Voliaire.  acted,  as  it  seems  lo  ds, 
with  hostile  effect  on  his  moral  nature,  not 
originally  of  Ihe  noblest  son.  but  which,  under 
other  inQueuces,  might  have  attained  to  far 
greater  nobleness.  As  it  is,  we  see  in  hia 
simply  a  Man  of  the  World,  soch  as  Paris  and 
the  eighteenth  century  produced  and  approved 
of:  a  polite,  attractive,  most  cultivated,  but 
essenliully  Kelf-inte rested  man ;  not  wtlhonl 
highly  amiable  qualities ;  indeed,  with  a  gene- 
ral disposition  which  we  could  have  accepted 
withoot  disappoinlmenl  in  a  mere  Man  of  Iba 
World,  but  must  find  very  defective,  some- 
times altogether  out  of  place,  in  a  Poet  and 
Philosopher.  Above  this  character  of  a  Pa- 
risian "  honourable  man,"  he  seldom  or  never 
rises ;  nay,  sometime*  we  find  hiin  hoverlBf 
on  the  very  lowest  bonndaries  of  it,  or,  per- 
haps, even  fairiy  below  it.  We  shall  nowise 
accuse  him  of  excessive  regard  for  money,or 
any  wish  to  shine  by  the  influence  of  mero 
wealth:  lei  those  commercial  speculalioni, 
including  even  ihc  victualing-con tracts,  pais 
for  laudable  prudence,  for  luve  o(  \ntefc«6r 
euce,  and  of   the  powct  V)  io  ^otii.    "B^X 


J 
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tiBM  alincul  vergn  lotfirdi.t&rikiiiK.  Will 
Bi^t  ii  proToke  die.  Mora  of  Alferaif  fUr 
ftan  ii  BolbiiiK  _b«U*r  thu  Iho  ^pittevt 


TMidi  ptobttu,"  ■ppucat  in  it  Mach,  we 
iDOT,  vai7  Bndi  iboold  be  allowed  fct  difibr- 
Mpe  of  BktioMi  maanvra,  which  in  geiMral 
'miBlfdeMnaine|he.iimniDgor«ieh  ihings: 


II  IVqrM  H»4t<a«lra(  r  MpMJAllj  when  we 

who  ifac  Tnjui  was,  will  aJwqrt  re- 
mnu  an  anfintoBate  lariBg-  I!he  more  Mi  a« 
nwiaa  tinwelf  inncd  hi*  liack  on  it,  withont 
aaw«r;  daoJiniim.  ind— J.  ihroafh'  life,  lo 
Uim  to  ihe  Toioc  of  lUa  ebarmer,  or  diftnrb 
hU  OWB  "  Aw  jMiriik,'' lor  oM  adiMKi,  Ibovgh 
viA  Aa  bint  phUoa^her  in.Naian.  Najr, 
Amfadnrhanelfwai  applied  to;  aad  er«n 
mmt  Muidenbla  pmgraa*  nada,  t^  that  n*- 
dwirwiad  .pBaaage,had  not  an  ennoH  band 
IM  aooB  aM  Atallf  iDlamnvd.  D'Alembart 
■aji,  ibare  an  two  thiiigi  that  un  reach  tb 
top  of  a  pjrramida  the  eacle  and  tba  wptili 
* -tij,  yoltaite  wi*bad  lo  eombine  both 

;  and  be  had,  with  one  of  thea  ' 


Tka  tralh^we  . 

UA  a  itandatd;  eonparing  him  with  as  ideal 
w&eh  he  hiaM^  .never  attova  allar,  peikapa 
■neraertoBclr  aimed  at.  He  ia  no  great  Man, 
liu  onlva  (leat  Pwiiilnr,-  a  man  lorwhoai 
Uh,  and  aU  that  pettatM  to  it,  baa,  al  beat.  b« 
a  daiptoable  meaaing ;  who  meets  it«  dilB(~' 
tiei  not  with  eamett  hna,  but  with  gar  *kU<  . 
and  ia  foond  alwaya  at  Ihe  top,  leu  hy  power 
in  iwimmitig,  than  b;  lightuesa  in  fioaiiug. 
Takt  bim  in  tbii  character,  rnrgetting  that  t^y 
Other  wee  cTcr  escribed  la  bim,  and  wc  find 
that  he  enacted  it  almost  to  perfection.  Never 
man  better  nedentood  the  whole  secret  of  Ptr- 
•tlld^;  meaning,  tberebj,  not  only  Ihe  eileraal 
Ihcalty  of  polite  coulempt,  but  that 
general  inward  contempt,  b;  which  a 
thii  sort  endeavanrs  to  sabjecl  the  < 
stances  oT  fait  Destinj  to  his  Volitioc,  and  be, 
what  is  (he  inslicctive  effort  of  all  men,  thoagh 
in  the  midst  of  material  Necessity,  morally 
Free.  VolUire's  latent  derision  is  as  ligbl, 
copious,  and  all-pervading  as  Ihe  derisi 
which  he  niters.  Nor  is  this  so  simple  an 
tainmeni  as  we  might  fancy ;  a  certain  icind 
and  degree  of  Bioicism,  or  approach  lo  Sioic- 
iam,  is  necessary  for  ihe  completed  PiriiJIair; 
U  for  moral,  or  even  practical  completion,  io 
any  other  way.  The  most  indiScreul-minded 
nan  ia  not  by  nature  indiflerenl  to  his  own 
pain  and  pleasure:  this  is  an  indifference, 
which  he  must  by  some  meihud  sindy  to  ac- 
qaire,or  acquire  Ihe  show  of;  and  which,  it  is 
fair  to  say,  Tattaire  man.ifesls  in  a  rather  re- 
npeetable  degree-  Withoui  murmuring,  he 
has  reconciled  himself  to  mosi  things :  Ibe 
bcmac  lot,  in  Ibis  lower  world,  seems  n  strange 
basiness,  yet,  on  Ihe  whole,  with  more  of  the 
farce  in  it,  ihaa  of  Ihe  tragedy ;  to  him,  ii  is  '■ 
Dowiee  hearl-rendiog,  that  this  Planet  of  ours  | 
■hould  be  seoi  sailing  through  Space,  liVe  a ; 
miserable,  aimless  8bip«f-Fools,  and  he  bim-  j 
self  be  a  foot  among  the  rest,  and  only  a  very  I 


lt,likeBDli^l^ 

■idence,"  though  n^ 

a^ediiail  ^ni  il  /an  ' 

indicate  a 

of  that  acTt :  bal,'al  all  erenls,  he  nerer  opes^ 
leviasw^^fainstHeaTeDt  well  knowing  ibal 
llw  liBM  spent  iaHwUic  malediction,  directed 
Mlkir,  Bight  be  spent  ntherwise  wilb  mc 
proflL  Tien  Is,  tralj,  no  WtntHim  in  hi 
eilber  in  its  bad  or  it*  good  sense.  IT  be  m 
no  n^^eakable  nuijeetj-  in  heaven  and  canh. 
noilhet  does  ke  see  any  unsuflerable  humr 
there.  His  view  of  Ibe  world  is  a  cool,  grntlf 
aeonAili  aitogelber  proeaic  one  i  his  sublioett 
Apocalypae  of  Nuure  lits  in  the  micrDteept 
•nd  telescope  j  die  Banh  is  a  place  for  pr> 
dneiogcomilhaSlaRrHeaveDsareBdmifkUi 
aa  ananlietl limeJnepcr.  Vpt,  like  a  iwadni 
»an,  he  haa,«diB*ted  himself  to  bi^  condilioi. 
SKb  aa  it  iai  b«  does  no)  chant  any  Mmtm 
orer  bnntn  life,  ealonlaiing  that  no  chariuMt 
dote,  bat  Miy  langbiea.  would  be  tbe  n 
of  sncb  an  eaterpriBeiil'o^  qoI  hang  ordrm 
hintelf;  clearly -ODdan:ari{l)DK  thai  dealh  «f 
itaelf  will  soon  save  hiiri  diat  iroable.  ' ' 
tloB,  it  ia  tme,  baa  not  lor  him  any  pr 
jewel  ia  ita  hcadt  on  ilie  contrary,  it 
gumUed  nniaance;  fel,  happily,  not  oni 
bowled  OTCT,  ao  miMli  as  one  to  be  spcrditr 
naored  dat  of  sight:  if  he  does  not  \tm 
tnta  it  Hamiliq^  and  the  sublime  lesioa  ti 
Besignftion,  neidier  docs  it  teach  bun  bci^ 
hcaitedaes*,  and  deUy  disconlent;  but  kt 
bottnds  li^tljr  over  Jl,  leni-in^  both  iht  jeeil 
and  the  lou  at  a  sab  distance  behind  hia. 

Nor  was  Toltaire**  history  vithoai  pM- 
pleiities  enongfa  to  keer  ihis  principle  in  tm- 
cise;  to  try  wfaelher  in  life,  as  in  hteralurc,  Ii' 
ruHmlum  were  really  beiter  ihan  the  orer.  Wt 
mnst  own,  that  on  no  occasion  dors  ii  ilio- 
getber  fail  him ;  never  docs  he  seem  perftrlly 
at  a  nonplns;  no  adreniiirc  is  so  hidmu;,  ilui 
he  cannot,  in  [he  long  run,  find  some  m 
Id  langb  at  it,  and  Ibrgel  il.  Take,  for  insU 
that  last  ill-omeoed  Tisn  of  his  to  Frfdeni 
Great.  This  was,  prob^iMv.  the  mnsi  msr 
ing  incident  in  Vottairr'-  nticli^  In'c:  an  ' 
eiperimeoi,  in  the  sight  ni'iiii  E[in>iit-,  lui: 
tain  whelher  French  riiil>i™phj-  hail  v 
enough  in  illo  found  any  friendly  union,  in  i 
circumalanccB,  even  beiweea  iis  greai  mi 
and  his  most  illntlrions  disciple  i  and  si 
pehment  which  aniwerf'd  in  Ihe  negaltrci) 
was  nalural  euon^  ;  fiiT  Vanity  is  i?f  a  dfvM" 
not  ofa  uniting  natore;  und  b'.'iire!:ii  iht  Ki: 
of  Letters  and  the  King  of  .\i'mies!hei>'eii'i 
no  other  lie.  They  ^f'lild  hate  kejTi  u;' 
ioierchange  of  flattery,  from  afur :  grai-a."i: 
towards  one  another  li^c  rHe^lial  iirnijiirn 
if  Ihey  reckoned  themai'lvos  such  ;  yci  ilm 
with  a  doe  centrifugal  fcrcp ;  for  ifVithei  -t 
madly  from  hia  sphere,  h'Htiiiig  tun  colJ;>i! 


the  consequence.  On  ihc  whole,  we  musl , 
Frederic,  environed  wiih  ihai  cluster  of  Phil* 
sophets:  doubtless  he  mpani  raiher  wed;  T 
Ihe  French  at  Roahac)!.  u'iih  guns  in  'be 
hands,  were  but  a  small  luaiier.  compatsJ  »ii 
Ihese  French  In  Sahs-Botici.  Mauperran  fi 
sullen,  mopoBjltabie ;  gli^oicy  like  the  bFir" 
his  own  aictic  acm« :  Voltaire  is  Ihe  mud  r'^  I 
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that  will  make  him  dance  to  tunes  and  aniase 
ihe  people.  In  this  roaly  circle,  with  its  para- 
sites and  bashaws,  what  heats  and  jealousies 


importunate  stratagems  to  keep  him  in  Paris, 
where  was  her  heaven.  Indeed  it  is  clear  that,  his 
goods  and  chattels  once  made  sure  of,  her  chief 


nast  there  not  have  been;  what  secret  heart- !  care  was  that  so  fiery  a  patient  might  die  soon 
durnings,  smooth-faced  maliee,plottings,coun- !  enough;  or,  at  best,  according  to  her  own  con- 
lerplottings,  and  laurel-water  pharmacy,  in  all  I  fession,  "  how  she  was  to  get  him  buried."  We 
Its  branches,  before  the  ring  of  etiquette  fairly  |  have  known  superannuated  grooms,  nay  effete 
burst  asunder,  and  the  establishment,  so  to  saddle-horses,  regarded  with  more  real  syropa- 
speak,  exploded !  Yet  over  all  these  distress- 1  thy  in  their  home,  than  was  the  best  of  uncles 
ing  matters  Voltaire  has  thrown  a  soft  veil  of  i  by  the  worst  of  nieces.  Had  not  this  surprising 
^yety :  he  remembers  neither  Doctor  Akakia,  {  old  man  retained  the  sharpest  judgment,  and 
Aor  Doctor  Akakia's  patron,  with  any  ani- ,  the  gayest,  easiest  temper,  his  last  days,  and 
nosity ;  but  merely  as  actors  in  the  grand  ;  last  years,  must  have  been  a  continued  scene 
Guce  of  life  along  with  him,  a  new  scene  of  !  of  violence  and  tribulation. 
which  has  now  commenced,  quite  displacing  I  Little  better,  worse  in  several  respects^ 
the  other  from  the  stage.  The  arrest  at  Frank-  though  at  a  time  when  he  could  better  endure 
(bet,  indeed,  is  a  sour  morsel ;  but  this,  too,  he  '  it,  was  the  far-famed  Marquise  du  Chatelet. 
swallows,  with  an  effort.  Frederic,  as  wc  are  \  Many  a  tempestuous  day  and  wakeful  night 
|i¥en  to  understand,  had  these  whims  by  kind ;  had  he  with  that  scientific  and  too-fascinating 
was,  indeed,  a  wonderful  scion  from  such  a  shrew.  She  speculated  in  mathematics  and 
nock;  for  what  could  equal  the  avarice,  malice,  .metaphysics;  but  was  an  adept  also  in  Ult, 
and  rabid  snappishness  of  old  Frederic  Wil-   very  far  different  acquirements.    Setting  aside 


Uam,  the  lather  f 

"He  had  a  minister  at  the  Hague,  named 
Luicios,"  says  the  wit:  *'this  Luicius  was,  of 
all  royal  ministers  extant,  the  worst  paid.  The 
poor  man,  with  a  view  to  warm  himself^  had  a 
few  trees  cutdown.in  the  garden  of  Honslardik, 
dten  belonging  to  the  House  of  Prussia ;  im- 
mediately thereafter  he  received  despatches 
from   the  king,  his  master,  keeping  back  a 
year  of  his  salary.    Luicius,  in  despair,  cut  his 
throat  with  the  only  razor  he  had  (avec  le  tnU 
rawir  ^*i7  eut :)  an  old  lackey  came  to  his  as- 
tisiance,  and  unfortunately  saved  his  life.    At 
an  after  period,  I  myself  saw  his  Excellency 
at  the  Hague,  and  gave  him  an  alms  at  the  gate 
of  that  Palace  called  La   VicilU  Cqw^  which 
belongs  to  the  King  of  Prussia,  and  where  this 
mhappy  Ambassador  had  lived  twelve  years." 
With  the  Roi'Philomphe  himself,  Voltaire  in 


its  whole  criminality,  which,  indeed,  perhaps 
went  for  little  there,  this  literay  amour  wears 
but  a  mixed  aspect;  short  sun-gleams,  with 
long  tropical  tornadoes ;  touches  of  guitar- 
music,  soon  followed  by  Lisbon  earthquakes. 
Marmontel,  we  remember,  speaks  of  Jtmvn  being 
used,  at  least  brandished,  and  for  quite  other 
purposes  than  carving.  Madame  la  Marquise 
was  no  saint,  in  any  sense ;  but  rather  a  So- 
crates* spouse,  who  would  keep  patience,  and 
the  whole  philosophy  of  gaycty,  in  constant 
practice.  liike  Queen  Elizabeth,  if  she  had' 
the  talents  of  a  man,  she  had  more  than  the 
caprices  of  a  woman. 

We  shall  take  only  one  item,  and  that  a  small 
one,  in  this  mountain  of  misery:  her  strange 
habits  and  methods  of  locomotion.  She  is 
perpetually  travelling:  a  peaceful  philosopher 
is  lugged  over  the  world,  to  Cirey,  to  Lun^- 


a  Httle  while  recommences  correspondence  ;  j  ville,  to  that  pied  a  tare  in  Paris ;  resistance 
pad  to  all  appearance,  proceeds  quietly  in  his  i  avails  not ;  here,  as  in  so  many  other  cases. 


ofice  of  **  buckwashcr,'*  that  is,  of  verse-cor- 
itctor  to  his  Majesty,  as  if  nothing  whatever 
had  happened. 

Again,  what  human  pen  can  describe  the 
troables  this  unfortunate  Philosopher  had  with 
bii  women?  A  gadding  feather-brained,  ca- 
pricious, old-coquettish,  embittered,  and  em- 
nttering  set  of  wantons  from  the  earliest  to  the 
last!  Widow  Denis,  for  example,  that  diso- 
bedient niece,  whom  he  rescued  from   fur- 


fnut  te  ranger.  Sometimes,  precisely  on  the 
eve  of  such  departure,  her  domestics,  exas- 
perated by  hunger  and  ill  usage,  will  strike 
work,  in  a  body ;  and  a  new  set  has  to  be  col- 
lected at  an  hour's  warning.  Then  Madame 
has  been  known  to  keep  the  postilion  crack- 
ing and  sacre-ing  at  the  gate,  from  dawn  till 
dewy  eve,  simply  because  she  was  playing 
cards,  and  the  games  went  against  her.  But 
figure  a  lean  and  vivid-rempered  philosopher 


flished  lodgings  and  spare  diet,  into  pomp  and   starting  from  Paris   at  last;  under  cloud  of 
plenty,  how  did  she  pester  the  last  stage  of  his    night,  for  it  is  always  at  night;  during  hard 


existence,  for  twenlj-four  years  long!  Blind 
to  the  peace  and  roses  of  Ferney :  ever  han- 
kering and  fretting  after  Parisian  display;  not 
without  flirtation,  though  advanced  in  life; 
losing  money  at  play,  and  purloining  where- 
with to  make  it  good  ;  scolding  his  servants. 


frost;  in  a  huge  lumbering  coach,  or  rather 
wagon,  compared  with  which,  indeed,  the  ge- 
nerality of  modem  wagons  were  a  luxurious 
conveyance.  With  four  starved,  and  perhaps 
spavined  hacks,  he  slowly  sets  forth,  •'  under  a 
mountain  of  bandboxes :"  at  his  side  sits  the 


quarrelling  with  his  secretaries,  so  that  the  too-  wandering  virago ;  in  front  of  him,  a  serving- 
induigent  uncle  must  turn  off  his  beloved  Col- 1  maid,  with  additional  bandboxes  "<■/  tlirersfffets 
lioi,  nay,  almost  be  run  through  the  body  by  i  (if.  sn  tnnUresitc.*'  At  the  next  stage,  the  posti- 
hini,  for  her  sake  !  The  good  Wagniere,  who  i  lions  have  to  be  beat  up ;  they  come  out  swear- 
(ttcceeded  this  fiery  Italian  in  the  secretarysnip,  I  ing.  Cloaks  and  fur-pelisses  avail  little 
tod  loved  Voltaire  with  a  most creditahle.affcc- 
^0,  cannot,  though  a  simple,  humble,  and  quite 
philanthropic  man,  speak  of  Madame  Denis 
^ihout  visible  overflowings  of  gall.  He  openly 

^uses  her  ofhastening  her  uncle's  death  by  her !  through  the  solitude,  making  night  hideous^-* 
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against  the  January-cold;  "time  and  hours" 
are.  once  more,  the  only  hope:  but  lo,  at  the 


tenth 
One 


mile,  this   Tybuni-coach 
many-voiced    discordant 


breaks  down! 
wail    shrieks 
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;  Ihe  Bile-iree  has  giTei  wa^,  the 
TBhicle  has  oversel,  and  lusrehioDesses,  cham- 
bemiids.  baodboies.  anil  philosophers,  are 
wetiermg  in  laexmcable  Chsos. 

"  The  carringe  was  in  ihe  stage  ueit  Nangia, 
about  balf-wajT  lo  thai  town,  vhen  the  hind 
■xle-tr«e  broke,  and  it  tumbled  on  the  roail,  lo 
M.  de  Voltaire's  side :  Madame  du  Chaielet.  and 
bcr  maid,  fell  abnve  him,  with  all  the  bundles 
and  bandboies,  for  these  were  not  tied  to  the 
front,  but  only  piled  up  on  both  hands  of  the 
maid ;  and  so  observing  the  laws  orequilibrium 
and  gravitation  of  bodies,  ihey  rushed  tooarda 
Ihe  coroer  where  M.  de  Voltaire  lay  squeezed 
together.  Uaderso  many  burdens,  which  half- 
anffbcaied  him.  he  kept  shouting  billerl;  [pous- 
lait  Ai  rrit  aigui) :  bw  -it  was  impossible  to 
-change  place;  all  had  to  remain  as  it  was,  till 
the  two  lackeys,  one  of  whom  was  hurt  by  the 
fall,  could  come  up,  viih  the  postilion,  to  dis- 
encumber the  vehicle:  Ihey  first  drew  oat  all 
the  Inggagc,  next  the  women,  then  M.  de  Vol' 
taire.  Nothing  could  be  got  out  except  by  the 
top,  that  is,  by  Ihe  coach-door,  which  now 
opened  upwards ;  one  of  Ihe  lackeys  and  a 
poBiilion  clambering  a\aft,  and  ^ing  ihem- 
aelres  on  the  body  of  the  vehicle,  drew  Ihem 
up,  as  from  a  well ;  seizing  the  first  limb  that 
came  to  hand,  whether  arm,  or  leg :  and  then 
passed  ihem  down  to  Ibe  two  stationed  below, 
who  set  them  finally  on  the  ground." — Vol.  ii. 
p,  lfl6. 

What  would  Dr.  Kitchener,  with  his  Travcl- 
Itt'i  Orach,  have  said  to  all  this !  For  there  is 
snow  on  the  ground ;  and  four  peasants  must 
be  roused  Tram  a  village  half  a  league  off,  be- 
fore that  accarsed  vehicle  can  so  much  as  be 
lined  from  iu  beam  ends  1  Vain  is  it  for  Long- 
champ,  far  in  advance,  sheltered  in  an  bospi- 
table  (hough  half-dismanlted  rhattau,  to  pluck 
pigeons  and  be  in  haste  lo  roast  them :  they  will 
never,  never  be  ealen  to  supper,  scarcely  to 
breakfast  next  morning! — Nor  is  it  now  only, 
but  several  limes,  that  this  unhappy  axle-tree 

Slays  them  foul;  nay  once,  beggared  by  Ma- 
ame's  gambling,  they  have  not  cash  to  pay 
for  mending  it,  and  Ihe  smith,  ihough  they  are 
in  keenest  Bight,  almost  for  their  lives,  will  not 
Irast  them. 

We  imagine  that  these  are  trying  things  for 
aaj  philosopher.     Of  the  thousand  other  i 

Sivate  aud  perennial  grievances;  of  ce: 
scoverles  and  explanations,  especially,  which 
it  still  seems  surprising  that  human  philoso' 
phy  cenld  have  tolerated,  ve  make  no  men  ' 
indeed,  with  regard  lo  the  latter,  few  earthly 
cunsiderations  could  tempt  a  Reviewer  of  sen- 
sibililjr  to  mention  them  in  this  place. 

The  Marquise  du  Chatelei,  and  her  husband, 
have  been  much  wondered  at  in  England:  the 
calm  magnanimity  with  which  M.  le  Marquis 
conforms  to  the  custom  of  the  couniry.  to  the 
winbes  of  his  helpmate,  and  leaves  her,  he  him- 
self meanwhile  fighting,  or  at  least  drilling,  for 
his  King.lo  range  over  Space,  in  quest  of  loves 
and  lovers;  his  friendly  discretion,  in  ihisparli- 
culari  no  less  so,  his  blithe  benignant  gullibili- 
ty, Ihe  instant  a  toairncnu  Hi  /amilk  renders  his 
countenance  needful, — have  had  all  justic 
done  Ihem  among  us.  His  ladj,  too,  is  a  wor 
der,  offers  ao  mean  study  to  psycholoBisIs 


she  is  a  ^lir  experiment  to  try  how  far  that  De- 
licacy, which  we  reckon  innate  in  Feinales, 
i.<  only  incidental  and  Ihe  product  of  fashion; 
how  far  a  woman,  not  merely  immodeii,  biu 
without  ihe  slightest  fig-leaf  of  common  de- 
cency remaining,  with  ihe  whole  character,  it 
short,  oraiiioir  debauchee,  may  siill  have  an; 
moral  worlh  as  a  woman.  We  ourselves  hirf 
wondered  a  Utile  over  both  these  parlies; 
over  the  goal  towards  which  so  strange  a  ", 
gres!  of  society"  might  be  lending.  Bat  still 
more  wonderful,  not  without  a  shade  of  tlie 
sublime,  has  appeared  to  us  the  cheerful  thral- 
dom of  this  maltreated  philosopher;  and 
what  eihauslless  patience,  not  being  weddfd. 
he  endured  alt  these  forced-marches,  whunt, 
irascibilities,  delinquencies,  and  ihotisand-rdni 
unreasons ;  braving  "  the  battle  and  the  breen," 
on  ihal  wild  Bay  of  Biscay,  for  such  a  period. 
Fifteen  long  years,  and  was  not  mad,  or  a 
sDicide  at  the  end  of  them  T  Bui  Ihe  like  faK, 
It  would  seem,  though  worthy  D'lsracli  hu 
omiiled  10  enumerate  it  in  his  CalamitirtofJu- 
ihtmi,  is  not  unknown  in  literature.  Pope  also 
had  his  Mrs.  Martha  Blount;  and. in  Ibcinid!! 
of  thai  warfare  with  anited  Dancedoni,  his 
daily  lale  of  Egyptian  bricks  to  babe.  I>elu 
pily  the  lot  of  genins,  in  ihis  sublunaiy  sjihen 

Every  one  knows  the  earthly  icrminaiioBof 
Madame  la  Marqaise ;  and  how,  by  a  stnnge, 
almost  satirical  Umiuit,  she  was  labra  io  bet 
onn  nets,  and  her  worst  sin  became  her  fioil 
punisbmenr.  To  no  purpose  was  the  im- 
paralleled  credulity  of  M.  le  Marijuis;  to  oo 
purpose,  the  amplest  toleration,  and  eveabelp 
fnl  knavery  of  M.  de  Voliaire :  "  lu  oWMw 
de  M.  lit  SitiiH-LiHi^ri,"  and  the  unimagiuUt 
consulialion:!  lo  which  they  gave  rise  at  Cirty, 
were  frighifnlly  parodied  in  the  end.  The  Ian 
scene  was  at  Lun^ville.io  the  peacesble  uart 
of  King  Sianislaus. 

"Seeing  that  Ihe  aromatic-vinegar  did  in 
good,  we  tried  lo  recover  her  from  that  inddei 
lethargy  by  rubbing  her  feel,  and  striking  in 
Ihe  palms  of  her  hands;  hui  it  was  ofno  lue: 
she  had  ceased  to  be.  The  maid  was  sent  off 
to  Madame  dc  BoufHers'  apartment,  to  inl" 
the  company  Ihal  Madame  du  Chaielel  was 
worse.  lusianlly  they  all  rose  from  the  sup- 
per.iable :  M.  du  Chaielel,  M.  de  Voltaire,  and 
the  other  guests  rushed  into  Ihe  room.  So 
soon  as  Lhey  understood  the  truth,  there  waii 
deep  conslernation ;  to  tears,  to  cries,  sac- 
ceeded  a  mournful  silence.  The  husband  was 
led  away,  the  other  individuals  weia  out  suc- 
cessively, expressing  the  keenest  sorrow-  M. 
de  Voltaire  and  M.  de  Saini-Iiamberi  remained 
the  last  by  the  bedside,  from  which  Ihcy  et 
not  be  drawn  away.  At  length,  the  foRnec, 
absorbed  in  deep  grief,  left  the  room,  andwilh 
dilhculty  reached  the  main  door  of  the  CaaUe, 
not  knowing  whither  he  went.  Arrivedthere, 
he  fell  down  at  the  foot  of  Ibe  outer  slaits, 
near  the  box  of  a  sentry,  where  btsh«ad  ci 
on  the  pavement.  His  lackey,  who  was  /oUo«>- 
ing.  seeing  him  fall  and  struggle  on  the  groVRd. 
ran  forward  and  tried  to  lift  him.  At  ita 
moment.  M,  de  Saint-Lambert,  retiring  W  Ac 
same  way,  also  arrived ;  and  obserring  H-dt 
Voliaire  in  Ihal  situation,  hastened  to  uiM 
the  lackey.   No  sooner  was  M.  de  ToltBuia  a 
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his  feet,  than  opening  his  eyes,  dimmed  with 
tears,  and  recognising  M.  de  Saint-Lambert,  he 
said  to  him,  with  sobs  and  the  most  pathetic 
accent :  *  Ah,  my  friend,  it  is  yon  that  have 
killed  her!'  Then,  all  on  a  sudden,  as  if  he 
were  starting  from  a  deep  sleep,  he  exclaimed 
in  the  tone  of  reproach  and  despair :  *  Eh !  mon 
Dieu!  Motuieurf  de  quoi  vou$  ovuiVs-vota  de  lui 
fairtun  en/anif  They  parted  ihereiipon,  with- 
oat  addinjc  a  single  word;  aod  retired  to  their 
leveral  apartments,  overwhelmed  and  almost 
annihilated  by  the  excess  of  their  sorrow." — 
Vol.  ii.  p.  250. 

Among  all  threnetical  discourses  on  record, 
this  last, between  men  overwhelmed  and  almost 
annihilated  by  the  excess  of  their  sorrow,  has 
probably  an  unexampled  character.  Some  days 
afterwards,  the  first  paroxysm  of  "  reproach 
and  despair"  being  somewhat  assuaged,  the 
sorrowing  widower,  not  the  glad  legal  one, 
composed  this  quatrain : 

L*umi9€r$  «  ftrin  la  tuhlim*  EmUig. 
MUt  mima  lu  fUiair$^  U$  artt^  la  vtriU: 
Lu  dMKx,  en  lui  d»nnmiU  leur  /imt  ft  leur  g&^e^ 
Jf^ammkut  gmrdi  p9mr  eux  que  I'imiaortaliti. 

AAer  which,  reflecting,  perhaps,  that  with 
(his  sublime  Emilie,  so  meritoriously  singular 
in  loving  pleasure,  "  his  happiness  had  been 
diiefly  on  paper,"  he,  like  the  bereaved  Uni- 
Terse,  consoled  himself,  and  went  on  his  way. 

Woman,  it  has  been  sufidciently  demon- 
strated, was  given  to  man  as  a  benefit,  and  for 
mutual  "Support;  a  precious  ornament  and 
staff  whereupon  to  lean  in  many  trying  situa- 
tions :  but  to  Voltaire  she  proved,  so  unlucky 
was  he  in  this  matter,  little  else  than  a  broken 
md,. which  only  ran  into  his  hand.  We  con- 
fess that  looking  over  the  manifold  trials  of 
this  poor  philosopher  with  the  softer,  or  as  he 
nay  have  reckoned  it,  the  harder  sex, — from 
that  Dutchwoman  who  published  his  juvenile 
fatten,  to  the  Niece  Denis,  who  as  good  as 
killed  him  with  racketing, — we  see,  in  this 
oie  province,  very  great  scope  for  almost  all 
ihe  cardinal  virtues.  And  these  internal  con- 
Tobions  add  an  incessant  series  of  contro- 
nrsies  and  persecutions,  political,  religious, 
lilrrary,  from  without;  and  we  have  a  life 
^te  rent  asunder,  horrent  with  asperities  and 
dasmn,  where  even  a  stout  traveller  might 
kive  faltered.  Over  all  which  Chamouni- 
•eedles  and  Staubbach-Falls,  the  great  Pern- 
Jkier  skims  along  in  this  his  little  poetical  air- 
thip,  more  softly  than  if  he  travelled  the 
•moothest  of  merely  prosaic  roads. 

Leaving  out  of  view  the  worth  or  worthless- 
less  of  such  a  temper  of  mind,  we  are  bound, 
ia  all  seriousness,  to  say,  both  that  it  seems  to 
kave  been  Voltaire's  highest  conception  of 
Boral  excellence,  and  that  he  has  pursued  and 
realized  it  with  no  small  success.  One  great 
praise  therefore  he  deserves, — that  of  unity 
vith  himself;  that  of  huving  an  aim, and  stcad- 
iutly  endeavouring  after  it,  nay,  as  we  have 
Ibond,  of  attaining  it;  for  his  ideal  Voltaire 
leems,  to  an  unusual  degree,  manifested,  made 
practically  apparent,  in  the  real  one.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  that  this  attainment  of  Pcrti- 
Jmr,  in  the  wide  sense  we  here  give  it,  was 
of  all  others  the  most  admired  sn^d  sought 
after  in  Voltaire's  age  and  countr}';  nay,  in 


our  own  age  and  country,  we  have  still  in- 
numerable admirers  of  it,  and  unwearied 
seekers  after  it,  on  every  hand  of  us :  never- 
theless, we  cannot  but  believe  that  its  acme  is 
past;  that  the  best  sense  of  our  generation 
has  already  weighed  its  significance,  and  found 
it  wanting.  Voltaire  himself,  it  seems  to  us, 
were  he  alive  at  this  day,  would  find  other 
tasks  than  that  of  mockery,  especially  of 
mockery  in  that  style :  it  is  not  by  Derision 
and  Denial,  but  by  far. deeper,  more  earnest, 
diviner  means  that  aught  truly  great  has  been 
effected  for  mankind;  that  the  fabric  of  man's 
life  has  been  reared,  through  lon^  centuries, 
to  its  present  height  If  we  admit  that  this 
chief  of  P«-*(/frt<r«  had  a  steady,  conscious  aim 
in  life,  the  still  higher  praise  of  having  had  a 
right  or  noble  aim  cannot  be  conceded  him 
without  many  limitations,  and  may,  plausibly 
enough,  be  altogether  denied. 

At  the  same  time,  let  it  not  be  forgotten,  that 
amid  all  these  blighting  influences,  Voltaire 
maintains  a  certain  indestructible  humanity 
of  nature ;  a  soul  never  deaf  to  the  cry  of 
wretchedness ;  never  utterly  blind  to  the  light 
of  truth,  beauty,  goodness.  It  is  even,  in  some 
measure,  poetically  interesting  to  observe  this 
fine  contradiction  in  him:  the  heart  acting 
without  directions  from  the  head,  or  perhaps 
against  its  directions ;  the  man  virtuous,  as  it 
were,  in  spite  of  himself.  For  at  all  events,  it 
will  be  granted  that,  as  a  private  man,  bis 
existence  was  beneficial,  not  hurtful,  to  his 
fellow-men :  the  Calases,  the  Sirvens,  and  so 
many  orphans  and  outcasts  whom  he  cherished 
and  protected,  ought  to  cover  a  multitude  of 
sins.  It  was  his  own  sentiment,  and,  to  all  ap- 
pearance, a  sincere  one : 

J*ai  fait  un  pea  de  bien  ;  c^est  mon  meilleur  outrage. 

Perhaps  there  are  few  men,  with  such  princi- 
ples and  such  temptations  as  his  were,  that 
could  have  led  such  a  life;  few  that  could 
have  done  his  work,  and  come  through  it  with 
cleaner  hands.  If  we  call  him  the  greatest 
of  all  PersiJleitrSf  let  us  add  that,  morally  speak- 
ing also,  he  is  the  best :  if  he  excels  all  men 
in  universality,  sincerity,  polished  clearness  of 
mockery,  he  perhaps  combines  with  it  as 
much  worth  of  heart  as,  in  any  man,  that 
habit  can  admit  of. 

It  is  now  wellnigh  time  that  we  should  quit 
this  part  of  our  subject:  nevertheless,  in  seek- 
ing to  form  some  picture  of  Voltaire's  practi- 
cal life,  and  the  character,  outward  as  well  as 
inward,  of  his  appearance  in  society,  our 
readers  will  not  grudge  us  a  few  glances  at  the 
last  and  most  striking  scene  he  enacted  there. 
To  our  view,  that  final  visit  to  Paris  has  a 
strange  half-frivolous,  half-fateful  aspect;  there 
is,  as  it  were,  a  sort  of  dramatic  justice  in 
this  catastrophe,  that  he,  who  had  all  his  life 
hungered  and  thirsted  after  public  favour,should 
at  length  die  by  excess  of  it ;  should  find  the 
door  of  his  Heaven-on-earth  unexpectedly 
thrown  wide  open,  and  enter  there,  only  to  be, 
as  he  himself  said,  "  smothered  under  roses." 
Had  Paris  any  suitable  theogony  or  theology, 
as  Rome  and  Athens  had,  this  might  almost 
be  reckoned,  as  those  ancients  accounted  of 
death  by  lightning,  a  sacred  death,  a  death 
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from  ibe  godi;  from  their  manjr-headed  god, 
Pon-uuTt.  In  the  beoigaani  quieiade  of 
Fernej,  Voltaire  had  lived  luDg.  and,  as  hi» 
frieods  calculated,  might  itiU  have  lived  loog ; 
i)ut  a  »eri*!i  nf  iFifling  aaates  lured  him  lo 
Pans,  and  in  three  monihs  he  i>  do  more.  At 
all  hoars  of  his  hislory,  he  loighl  have  said 
with  Alexander :  "  O  Atheniatis,  what  toil  do 
I  nndergo  to  please  jon;"  and  the  laM  plea- 
sure, his  Athenian;  demand  of  him,  is  ihal  he 
would  die  for  them- 

Considered  with  reference  to  the  world  at 
large,  ihis  journey  is  further  remarkable.  Il 
ii  the  most  spleadid  Iriumph  of  that  nainre 
recorded  in  these  ages ;  the  loudest  and  show- 
IMI  homage  ever  paid  lo  what  we  modems 
call  Literature;  to  a  man  ihlt  had  merely 
Ihonghl,  and  published  his  thonghls.  Much 
false  tumalt,  no  doubt,  there  was  in  itj  yei 
also  a  certain  deeper  significance.  t(  is  inie- 
reatiog  lo  see  how  universal  and  eternal  in 
man  is  love  of  wisdom ;  how  the  higbesi  and 
dia  lowest,  how  supercilious  princes,  and  ntde 
peasaois,  and  all  men  must  alike  show  honour 
lo  Wisdom. or  the  appearance  of  Wisdom;  naj. 
pixiperlv  speaking,  can  show  honoar  lo  nothing 
else.  For  it  is  not  in  ihe  power  of  all  Xeries's 
kosls  lo  bend  one  iboughl  of  our  proud  heart: 
riiesB  "  may  destroy  the  case  o(  Anaxarchus ; 
himself  they  cannot  reach;"  only  lo  spiritual 
worth  can  the  spirit  do  reverence;  only  in  a 
aoul  deeper  and  better  than  ours  can  we  see 
■ny  heavunly  mystery,  and  in  humbling  our- 
lelves  feel  our:ielves  exalted.  That  the  so 
ebullient  enthusiasm  of  the  French  wax  in 
this  case  perfectly  well  directed,  we  cannot 
undertake  to  say;  ycl  we  rejoice  lo  see  anil 
know  that  such  a  principle  exists  perennially 
in  man's  inmost  bosom ;  that  there  is  no  heart 
ID  sunk  and  slupified.  none  so  withered  and 
pampered,  but  the  felt  presence  of  a  nobler 
Mart  will  inspire  it  and  lead  it  captive. 

Few  royal  progresjics,  few  Roman  triumphs, 
have  equalled  this  long  triumph  of  Voltaire. 
On  bis  journsy,  at  Bottrtr-en-Bresse,  "he  was 
reoogniacd,"  says  Wagnierc, "  while  the  horses 
were  changing,  and  in  a  few  moments  the 
whole  lovD  crowded  about  Uie  carriage;  so 
that  he  was  forced  to  look  himself  for  some 
time  in  a  room  of  the  inn."  The  >Iaiire-de- 
poste  ordered  his  postilion  lo  yoke  better 
Itorses,  and  said  to  him  with  a  broad  oath : 

"  Va  inn  (rutn,  rreoc  mri  cAnmux,  jc  m'  tn  f —  , 
hi  menu  M.  Ji  Vnliairt."  At  Dijon,  Uiere  were 
peraona  of  distinction  that  wished  even  ro 
draas  themselves  as  waiters,  thai  ihey  might 
serre  him  al  supper,  and  see  him  by  this  stra- 
tagem. 

"At  the  barrier  of  Paris,"  continnes  Wng- 
ni^re,  "ihe  officers  asked  if  we  had  nothing 
with  ua  contrary  lo  the  King's  regulations; 
"  On  my  word,  gentlemen,"  (Mnfoi,  ISiaituri,) 
replied  M.  dc  Voltaire,  "I  believe  there  is 
nothing  conirabaod  here  except  mysetr'  I 
slighted  from  the  carriage,  that  the  inspector 
might  more  r-eadily  examine  it.  One  of  the 
punrds  said  to  his  comrade:  Cni  pariitu!  M. 
dt  I'uUairt,  He  plucked  ai  the  coal  of  the  pcr- 
lon  who  was  searching,  and  repeated  the  same 
words,  looking  fixedly  al  me.  I  could  not  help 
baghiag;  then  all  gazing  with  the  greatest. 


aslonisbmenl  mingled  with  respect,  begged  U. 

de  Voltaire  lo  pass  on  whither  he  pleasei."— 
Vol.i.  p.  ISl. 

Intelligence  soon  circulated  over  Patii; 
scarcely  could  the  arrival  of  Kien-Loog.  or  iJw 
Grand  Lama  of  Thibet,  have  excited  greater 
ferment  Poor  Longchamp,  demilled  or  ruher 
dismii^sed  from  Vohaire's  service,  eigbt-and- 
iwenly  years  before,  and  now,  as  a  retired 
map-dealer  (having  resigned  in  favour  of  bis 
sou]  living  quietly  "dam  on  prlil  jagOBfnl  4 
pan,"  a  fine  smooth,  garmlou.t  old  man, — 
heard  the  news  next  momiag  in  his  resuM 
Ingtninii,  in  the  Esirapade;  and  instantly  bud- 
died  on  his  clothes,  though  he  had  not  been  mt 
for  two  days,  lo  go  and  see  what  truth  was  in  it. 

"Several  persous  of  my  acquaintance,  wbom 
I  met,  told  me  that  they  had  heani  the  lame. 
I  went  purposely  to  Ihe  Ca/e  Prompt,  whete 
this  news  formed  the  subject  of  conversaiiaii 
among  several  politicians,  or  men  of  letten, 
wholalkcdofil  with  warmth.  To  asfiiie  lll^ 
self  still  furlher,  I  wailted  Ihence  lownrdi  (he 
dual  drt  I^^olini,  where  he  had  slighted  the 
night  before,  and,  as  was  ^aid,  taken  np  his 
lodging  in  a  mansion  near  the  church.  Coming 
out  from  the  Rue  de  la  Seine,  1  saw  sISToCft 
great  number  of  people  gathered  on  the  Qui. 
not  far  from  the  Poni-Royal.  Approaeblu 
nearer,  I  observeil  that  this  crowd  was  col- 
lected in  from  of  Ihe  Marquis  de  VilleOe'a 
Hotel,  at  the  comer  of  the  Hue  de  BeanBC, 
I  inquired  what  ihe  mailer  was.  The  petqile 
answered  me,  that  H.  de  Voltaire  was  in  au 
house ;  and  they  were  wailing  lo  see  him  wbu 
be  came  ouu  They  were  nol  sure,  howeTer, 
whether  he  would  come  out  Ihnt  day ;  lot  il 
was  natural  to  Ihink  ihat  an  old  man  of  eigllf- 
four  might  need  a  day  or  two  of  rest  Fm 
thai  momeni,  I  no  longer  doubted  the  arriml 
of  M.  de  Voltaire  in  Paris."— VoL  ii.  p.  AGS. 

By  dint  of  address,  Longchamp,  in  process 
of  lime,  contrived  to  see  his  old         "  "    """' 
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at  his  feel;  and  wept,  with  sad  presenliaustti 
at  parting.  Ten  such  minutes  were  a  gCMl 
mailer;  for  Voltaire  had  his  levees,  and 
couchees,  more  crowded  than  those  of  1^ 
Bmpcror;  princes  and  peers  thronged  his  aitt- 
chamber;  and  when  he  went  abroad,  his  «•>• 
riage  was  as  the  nucleus  of  a  comet  wtwie 
train  extended  over  whole  districts  of  the  ci^t 
He  himself,  says  Wagniere,  expressed  disMlil- 
faction  at  much  of  this.  Nevertheless,  dwn 
were  some  plaudits,  which,  as  he  confessed, 
vent  to  bis  heart  Condorcet  menlioas  tltSI 
once  a  person  in  the  crowd  inquiring  who  Ihi* 
greal  man  was,  a  poor  woman  vtswera^ 
'  Cm  Mwvur  dt!  Calat"  Of  a  quite  dilTtnU 
sort  was  the  tribute  paid  him  by  a  qawk,  it 
the  Place  Louis  XV.,  haranguing  s  micsj 
multiiDde  an  ihe  art  of  jngglin-  with  carts; 
".Hn'rgenllemen,''saidbe,*'isalnckIleanMd 
at  Femey.  from  Ihat  greal  man  who  nske*  M 
much  noise  among  von,  lhai  fiimoas  K  4l 
Voluire,  the  master  of  us  all!"  InhcLBait 
Etaping  curiosity,  and  even  ridicule  was  abroad 
as  well  as  real  enihnsiasm.  The  olergj  lo» 
were  recoiling  Into  ominous  groups;  aiicadr 
some  Jesuitic  drums  e<«eleu&atic  bad  beftl  » 
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firing  tbe  leao,  tottering,  lonely  old  man 
e  midst  of  all  thiSi  how  he  looks  into  it, 

and  alert,  though  no  longer  strong  and 
,  we  feel  drawn  towards  him  by  some  tie 
iection,  of  kindly  sympathy.    Longchamp 

he  appeared  ''extremely  worn,  thoagh 
in  the  possession  of  all  his  senses,  and 
a  very  firm  voice.**  The  following  little 
h,  by  a  hostile  jonrnalist  of  the  day,  has 
itself  deeply  with  us: —  . 
[.  de  Voltaire  appeared  in  full  dress,  on 
5ay,  for  the  first  time  since  his  arrival  in 
.  He  had  on  a  red  coat  lined  with  er- 
;  a  large  peruke,  in  the  fashion  of  Louis 

black,  anpowdercd;  and  in  which  his 
red  figure  was  so  buried  that  you  saw 
his  two  eyes  shining  like  carbuncles. 
ead  was  surmounted  by  a  square  red  cap 
e  form  of  a  crown,  which  seemed  only 
m.  He  had,  in  his  hand,  a  small  nibbed 
;  and  the  public  of  Paris,  not  accustomed 
e  him  in  this  accoutrement,  laughed  a 
deal.  This  personage,  singular  in  all, 
*:i  doubtless  to  have  nothing  in  common 
ordinary  men." — Vol.  ii.  p.  466. 
is  head — this  wondrous  microcosm  in 
rtandt  pentque  d  la  Luuit  XIV4 — was  so 
to  be  distenanted  of  all  its  cunning  giAs ; 

eyes,  shining  like  carbuncles,  were  so 

to  be  closed  in  long  night! — We  must 
frive  the  coronation  ceremony,  of  which 
*ader  may  have  heard  so  much:  borrow- 
from   this  same  skeptical  hand,  which, 
rver,  is  vouched  for  by  Wagniere ;  as,  in- 
,  La  Harpe*s  more  heroical  narrative  of 
occurrence  is  well  known,  and  hardly  dif- 
from  the  following,  except  in  style : — 
>n  Monday,  M.  de  Voltaire,  resolving  to 
Y  the  triumph  which   had  been   so  long 
aised  him, mounted  his  carriage,  that  azure- 
ared  vehicle,  bespangled  with  gold  stars, 
:h  a  wag  called  the  chariot  of  the  empy- 
1;  and  so  repaired  to  the  Acad^mie  Fran- 
c,  which  that  day  had  a  special  meeting, 
eaty-two  members  were  present.    None  of 
prelates,  abb^s,  or  other  ecclesiastics,  who 
»)( to  it,  would  attend,  or  take  part  in  these 
f£u  deliberations.     The  sole  exceptions 
R  the  Abl)^s  de  Boibroont  and  Milot;  the 
fiicourt  rake-hell  {r(nU)y  with  nothing  but 
({Qise  of  his  profession,  the  other  a  varlet 
Mrr),  having  no  favour  to  look  for,  either 
Kthe  Court  or  the  Church. 
*The  Acad^mie  went  out  to  meet  M.  de 
taire:   he  was  led  to  the  director's  seat, 
ieh  that  office-bearer  and  the  meeting  in- 
4  him  to  accept.    His  portrait  had  been 
*  op   above   it.    The  company,  without 
^Qg  lots,  as  is  the  custom,  proceeded  to 
^f  and  named  him,  by  acclamation,  Direo- 
(br  the  April  quarter.    The  old  man,  once 
■^  going,  was  about  to  talk  a  great  deal ; 
Ibey  u>ld  him,  that  they  valued  hi&  health 
ftuch  to  hear  him, — that  they  would  reduce 

to  silence.  M.  d'Alembert  accordingly 
'pied  the  session,  by  reading  his  Ehee  dc 
*^auT,  which  had  already  been  communi- 
i  on  a  public  occasion,  and  where  he  had 
ned  various  flattering  things  for  the  pre- 
via ter. 
^.  de  Voltoirc  then  signified  a  wish  to  visit 


the  Secretary  of  the  Academic,  whose  apart- 
ments are  above.  With  this  gentleman  he 
stayed  some  time ;  and  at  last  set  out  for  the 
Com^die  Franf  aise.  The  court  of  the  Louvre, 
vast  as  it  is,  was  full  of  people  waiting  for 
him.  So  soon  as  his  notable  vehicle  came  in 
sight,  the  cry  arose,  Le  VoUd  !  The  Savoyards, 
the  apple-women,  all  the  rabble  of  the  quarter, 
had  assembled  there:  and  the  acclamations, 
Vivt  Voltaire!  resounded  as  if  they  would  never 
end.  The  Marquis  de  Villette,  who  had  ar- 
rived before,  came  to  hand  him  out  of  his  car- 
riage, where  the  Procureur  Clos  was  seated 
beside  him :  both  these  gave  him  their  arms, 
and  could  scarcely  extricate  him  from  the 
press.  On  his  entering  the  playhouse,  a  crowd 
of  more  elegance,  and  seized  with  true  enthu- 
siasm for  genius,  surrounded  him :  the  ladies, 
above  all,  threw  themselves  in  his  way,  and 
stopped  it,  the  better  to  look  at  him;  some 
were  seen  squeezing  forward  to  touch  his 
clothes;  some  plucking  hair  from  his  fur. 
M.  le  Due  de  Chartres,  not  caring  to  advance 
too  near,  showed,  though  at  a  distance,  no  less 
curiosity  than  others. 

"  The  saint,  or  rather  the  god,  of  the  evening, 
was  to  occupy  the  box  belonging  to  the  Gentle- 
men of  the  Bedchamber,*  opposite  that  of  the 
Counte  d'Artois.  Madame  Denis  and  Mailame 
de  Villette  were  already  there;  and  the  pit 
was  in  convulsions  of  joy,  awaiting  the  mo- 
ment when  the  poet  should  appear.  There 
was  no  end  till  he  placed  himself  on  the  front 
seat,  beside  the  ladies.  Then  rose  a  cry :  La 
Couronne!  and  Brizard,  the  actor,  came  and 
put  the  garland  on  his  head.  "  Ah,  Heaven  ! 
will  you  kill  me  then  1"  {Ah,  DUu  !  votw  voiiliz 
done  me  fairt  mourir!)  cried  M.  de  Voltaire, 
weeping  with  joy,  and  resisting  this  honour. 
He  took  the  crown  in  his  hand,  and  presented 
it  to  BelU'et'bimne :  f  she  withstood ;  and  the 
Prince  de  Beauvau,  seizing  the  laurel,  replaced 
it  on  the  head  of  our  Sophocles,  who  could 
refuse  no  longer. 

"The  piece  (Irene)  was  played,  and  with 
more-  applause  than  usual,  though  scarcely 
with  enough  to  correspond  to  this  triumph  of 
its  author.  Meanwhile  the  players  were  in 
straits  as  to  what  they  should  do ;  and  during 
their  deliberations  the  tragedy  ended;  the 
curtain  fell,  and  the  tumult  of  the  people  was 
extreme,  till  it  rose  again,  disclosing  a  show 
like  that  of  the  Centdnaire.  M.  de  Voltaire's 
bust,  which  had  been  placed  shortly  before  in 
the  foyer  (green-room)  of  the  Comodie  Fran- 
^ise,  had  been  brought  upon  the  stage,  and 
elevated  on  a  pedestal ;  the  whole  body  of 
comedians  stood  round  it  in  a  semicircle,  with 
palms  and  garlands  in  their  hands:  there  was 
a  crown  already  on  the  bust.  The  pealing  of 
musical  flourishes,  of  drums,  of  trumpets,  had 
announced  the  ceremony ;  and  Madame  Vestris 
held  in  her  hand  a  paper,  which  was  soon 
understood  to  contain  verses,  lately  composed 
by  the  Marquis  de  Saint-Marc.  She  recited 
them  with  an  emphasis  proportioned  to  the 
extravagance  of  the  scene.  They  ran  as 
follows : — 


*  ITe  hiroBclf,  a«  is  perhaps  too  well  known,  was  one, 
t  The  Marquise  de  Villette,  a  foster-child  of  his. 

O 


I 

I 
I 


CARLYLE'S  MISCELLANEOUS  WBITTNGS, 


yru  ii  Pirit  tmUntl, 


■■  This  was  encored ;  the  aeiress  teciled  it 
again,  Neit,  each  of  them  went  forward  and 
lairl  bu  garland  round  the  bust.  Mademaiselle 
Panier.  in  a  lanalical  ecstasy,  hissed  it,  and  all 
(he  others  imitated  her. 

"Thii  lung  ceremony,  accompanied  with 
infinite  vhtii,  being  over,  'the  cariain  again 
dropped;  and  irhen  il  rose  for  Nanine,  one  of 
M.  de  Voltaire's  comedies,  his  bust  was  seen 
on  the  right-hand  side  t>{  the  stage,  where  it 
remained  during  the  whole  play. 

"M.  le  Comte  d'Arlois  did  not  choose  ii 
show  himself  loo  openly;  but  being  informed 
according  !□  his  (Trders,  as  soon  as  M.  de  Vol 
taire  appeared  in  the  iheaire,  he  had  gone 
thither  incognito ;  and  ii  is  ihoughi  that  the 
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bad  the  honour  of  a  short  interview  wiih 
Royal  Highness. 

"  Namnt  finished,  comes  a  new  bnrly-burly, 
— a  new  trial  for  the  modesty  of  our  pbiloso- 
pher !  He  had  got  into  his  carriage,  but  the 
people  would  not  let  him  go;  iFiey  threw  (I 
selves  on  the  horses,  they  kissed  ibem:  s 
young  poets  even  crieil  to  unyoke  these 
mals,  and  draw  the  modern  Apollo  home 
Ihetr  own  arms;  unhappily,  there  wen 
enthusiasts  enough  to  volunteer  this  ser 
and  he  at  last  got  leave  lo  depart,  not  without 
mull,  which  he  may  have  heard  oa  the  Ponl 
Royal,  and  even  in  his  own  house. . . . 

"  M.  de  Voltaire,  on  reaching  home,  wept 
anewi  and  modestly  protested  thai  if  he  had 
known  the  people  were  lo  play  so  many  follies, 
he  would  nui  have  gone." — Vol,  ii. 

On  all  these  wonderful  proceedings  we  shall 
leave  our  readers  lo  their  own  reflections: 
murkiog  only,  that  (his  happened  on  Ihe  30lh 
of  March,  (1176,)  and  on  the  SOth  of  May, 
about  the  same  honr,ihe  object  of  such  ei- 
Iraordinary  adulation  was  in  Ihe  article  of 
death;  Ihe  hearse  already  prepared  lo  rei 
his  remains,  lor  which  even  a  grave  had 
stolen.  "  He  eipired,"  says  Wagoiere.  ■■  about 
a  quarter  past  eleven  at  night,  with  the 
pcrftci  tranquillity,  after  having  suffered  the 
emelleal  pains,  in  consequence  of  those  fatal 
drags,  which  his  own  imprudence,  and  es- 
pecially (hat  of  the  persons  who  should  have 
looked  to  it,  made  him  swallow.  Ten  minutes 
before  his  last  breath,  he  (ook  the  hand  of 
Morand,  hisvalet-de-chambre,  who  was  w 
ing  by  him,  pressed  it  and  said  Mitu,  mon  ehtr 
Morand,]!  nil  mairi,  (Adieu,  my  dear  Morand, 
I  am  gone.)  TTiese  are  the  last  words  uttered 
by  M.  de  Voliaire."t 


We  hare  still  to  consider  tliis  man  in  bis 
specially  intellecinal  capacity,  which,  as  with 
every  man  of  letters,  it  to  be  regarded  as  the 
clearest,  and,  lo  all  practical  intents,  the  nut 
iporlaniaspectof  him.  Voltaire's  in leUcfpil 
endowment  and  acquirement,  his  laloA  or 
'  IS  as  a  literary  man,  lies  opened  lo  ns  ID 
-ies  of  Writings,  unexampled,  as  we  te- 
.  in  two  respects;  rheir  eileni,  and  (heir 
iiily.  Perhaps  there  is  no  writer,  not  a 
compiler,  but  wniing  from  his  own  In- 
on  or  elaboration,  who  has  len  so  muy 
DCS  behind  bim  ;  and  if  %o  the  merrlf 
antbmelical,  we  add  a  critical  estimate,  the 
igularliy  is  still  greater;  for  these 'olumn 
;.  not  written  without  an  appearance  of  due 
«are  and  peparalion:  perhaps  there  i(  not 
one  altogether  feeble  and  confbsed  treiiise. 
nay,  one  feeble  and  confused  sentence,  lo  be 
found  in  them.  As  to  variety,  again,  thej 
range  nearly  over  all  human  sabjects;  froiB 
Theology  down  to  Domestic  Sconofuy;  from 
the  Familiar  Leiier  lo  the  Political  Hutofy; 
from  the  Pasquinade  m  the  Epic  Poem.  8«df 
strange  giO,  or  naion  of  gifts,  must  have  beeri 
Bi  work  here;  for  the  result  is,  at  leaiBi,  in  ihf 
highest  degree  nncommon,  and  to  be  wondrrtJ 
ai,  if  not  to  be  admired. 

If  through  all  Ibis  many-coloured  rersaiiliiTi 
we  try  lo  decipher  Ihe  essential,  disltnctiTe 
features  of  Voltaire's  intellect,  il  se«m»  to  n> 
that  we  find  there  a  counterpart  to  our  theory 
of  bis  moral  character;  as,  indeed,  if  ibit 
theory  was  accurate,  we  must  doi  for  the 
ihinking  and  Ihe  moral  ntnure,  disiiognisbnl 
by  the  necessities  of  speech,  have  nosoch  dis- 
tinction in  themselves;  but,  rightly  eiamiiMJ. 
exhibit  in  every  case  the  stric  ''~ 


•At  Dry*!i 


FldiulK,  iiAppnptlMtnltf 


or  nndinr  ibeniKlT»  unci  Bin  MItatf.  mN  wm 
rtritff  !>•  tbiiatnnn  aM  man.  In  bii  lui  4MMMk 
who,  in  bi«  HniBtih,  bai  wiowM  itacn  awl  MM*  m 
mmjKrlrh.  Bunl;  tli(  puliit  ■(orIm  afa  Mnr 
—  --■  aiitrM  of  ou(  titoHni.  n|«  fe  •» 


injij  uiilivnuvicih  -I    ,>~  ..— wn   of  ■  phUoaq^it.    a* 

miilc  U»  oek  aiun  nt«  him  a  ItiUt  ktubiaa,  ibUIw 
wealeilt  witli  tot  ^bi  UiHt)er.--~Vol.  I  p,  It). 
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]ence ;  are,  indeed,  but  difierent 
same  indissoluble  unity, — a  liv- 
life,  Voltaire  was  foand  to  be 
laim  to  the  title  of  philosopher ; 
Tature,  and  for  similar  reasons, 
1  the  same  deficiencies.  Here, 
reatness,  but  the  very  eztregie 


rational  word  on  all.  It  is  known,  for  iostauce, 
that  he  understood  Newton  when  no  other 
man  in  France  understood  him;  indeed,  hi$- 
counlrymeu  may  call  Voltaire  their  disc/overer 
of  intellectual  En^^Iand, — a  discovery,  it  is 
true,  rather  of  the  Curtis  than  of  the  Columbus 
sort,  yet  one  which  in  his  day  still  remained 
hat  we  recognise;  not  strength,  I  to  be  made.  Nay,  from  all  sides  he  brings^ 
ility ;  not  depih,  but  superficial  !  new  light  into  his  country:  now,  for  the  first 
truly  surprising  ability  seems  |  time,  to  the  upturned  wondering  eyes  of 
aralleled  combination  of  many  '  Frenchmen  in  general,  does  it  become  clear 
s,  than  the  exercise  of  any  finer  !  that  Thought  has  actually  a  kind  of  existence 

:   for  here,  too,  the   want  of  .  in  other  kingdoms ;  that  some  glimmerings  of 

intense  continuance,  is  fatal  to  cii'ilizatiou  had  dawned  here  and  there  on  the 
the  eye  of  a  lynx ;  sees  deeper,  human  species,  prior  to  the  SiccU  dc  Louis 
LUce,  than  any  other  man  ;  but  i  (iuatorze.  Of  Voltaire's  acquaintance  with 
ince  is  given.  Thus  Truth,  History,  at  least  with  what  he  called  History, 
hilospber,  has  from  of  old  been    be  it  civil,  religious,  or  literary;  of  bis  in- 

a  well,  remains  for  the  most ,  describable  collection  of  facts,  gailiered  from 
Dm  him ;  we  may  say  for  over  all  sources, — >from  European  Chronicles  and 
ake  the  highest,  and  only  philo- :  State  Papers,  from  eastern  Sjends  and  Jewish 
es  of  Truth;  for  this  does  not  Talmudi^  we  need  not  remind  any  reader.  It 
to  any  mortal,  without  quite  j  has  been  objected  that  his  information  was 
'  meditation  than  Voltaire  ever  often  borrowed  at  second-hand;  that  he  had 
\  bestowed  on  it.    In  fact,  his  !  his  plodders  and  pioneers,  whom,  as  living 

uniformly  of  a  forensic,  argu-  |  dictionaries,  he  skilfully  consulted  in  time  of 
lediately  practical  nature;  oAen  need.  This  also  seems  to  be  partly  true,  but 
dmit,  so  far  as  they  go ;  but  not  I  deducts  little  from  our  estimate  of  him :  for 
. ;  and  false,  when  taken  for  the  |  the  skill  <o  to  borrow  is  even  rarer  than  the 
gard  to  feeling,  it  is  the  same  j  power  to  lend.  Voltaire's  knowledge  is  not  a 
is,  in  general,  humane,  mildly  mere  show-room  of  curiosities,  but  truly  a 
•t  without  touches  of  nobleness ;  |  museum  for  purposes  of  teaching :  every  ob- 

discontinuous ;  **  a  smart  free-  j  ject  is  in  its  place,  and  there  for  its  uses ;  no- 
igs  in  an  hour."    He  is  no  Poet ,  where  do  we  find  confusion,  or  vain  display; 
er,  but  a  popular  sweet  Singer   everywhere  intention,  instructiveness,  and  the 
rr;    in   all   senses,  and  in   all  I  clearest  order. 
ator^  which,  for  the  most  part,  j     Perhaps  it  is  this  very  power  of  Order,  of 

to  be  an   altogether  different  .rapid,  perspicuous  Arrangement,  that  lies  at 

is  true,  in  this  last  province  i  the  root  of  Voltaire's  best  gif^s ;  or  rather,  we 
ivalled ;  for  such  an  audience, '  should  say,  it  is  that  keen,  accurate  intellectual 
nd  perfectly  persuasive  of  all ,  vision,  from  which,  to  a  mind  of  any  intensity, 
t  in  many  far  higher  provinces,  \  Order  naturally  arises.  This  clear  quick 
erfect  nor  unrivalled;  has  been  t  vision,  and  the  methodic  arrangement  which 
d ;  was  surpassed  even  in  his  '  springs  from  it,  are  looked  upon  as  peculiarly 
ition.  For  a  decisive,  thorough-  j  French  qualities;  and  Voltaire,  at  all  times, 
f  measure  gigantic,  force  of  !  manifests  them  in  a  more  than  French  degree. 
far  inferior  to  Diderot ;  with  all  i  Let  him  but  cast  his  eye  over  any  subject,  in  a 

he  has  not  the  soft  elegance ;  •  moment  he  sees,  though  indeed  only  to  a  short 
in  the  wit,  he  has  but  a  small  '  depth,  yet  with  instinctive  decision,  where  the 
wisdom  that  belonged  to  Fonte-  main  bearings  of  it  for  that  short  depth  lie; 
al  sensibility,  so  in  the  delinea-   what  is,  or  appears  to  be,  its  logical  coherence ; 

pathos,  loftiness,  and  earnest  how  causes  connect  themselves  with  effects; 
cannot,  making  all  fair  abate-  how  the  whole  is  to  be  seized,  and  in  lucid 
;re  are  many,  be  compared  with   sequence  represented  to  his  own  or  to  other 

■  minds.    In  this  respect,  moreover,  it  is  happy 
m   astonishing  fertility,  quick- 1  for  him  that,  below  the  short  depth  alluded  to, 

an  openness  also,  and  univer-  |  his  view  does  not  properly  grow  dim,  but  alto- 
ity  of  mind,  must  have  belonged  '  gether  terminates;  thus  there  is  nothing  furthejr 


ttle  can  we  deny  that  he  mani 
uous  perseverance,  a  capability 
led  exertion,  strange  in  so  vola- 
and  consummate  skill  in  bus- 
wisely  directing  his  exertion. 


to  occasion  him  misgivings;  has  he  not. 
already  sounded  into  that  basis  of  bottomless 
Darkness  on  which  all  things  firmly  resti 
What  lies  below  is  delusion,  imagination,  some 
form  of  Superstition  or  Folly;  which  he, 
rledge  he  had  amassed,  granting,  I  nothing  doubting,  altogether  casts  away.  Ac- 
partly  true,  that  it  was  super- I  cordingly, he  is  the  most  intelligible  of  writers;, 
•red  knowledge,  might  have  dis- 1  everywhere  transparent  at  a  glance.  There 
1  as  a  mere  Dutch  commentator. '  is  no  delineation  or  disquisition  of  his,  that  has 
's  Pnncipia  to  the  Shatter  and  I  not  its  whole  purport  written  on  ifs  forehead; 
g    has  escaped    him;   he  has   all  is  precise, all  is  rightly  adjusted;  that  keen 


II  literatures  and  all  sciences ; 
in   them,  for  he  can  speak  a 


spirit  of  Order  shows  itself  in  the  whole,  and 
in  every  line  of  the  whole. 


CAHLTLE'S  MISCELLANEOUS  WRITINGS. 


ITvesaj'ihBt  thi£  power  of  Arrangement,  as 

appJted  b»ih  to  the  acquisition  and  lo  the  com' 
iTiDnicaiiaa  of  ideas,  is  Voltaire's  most  ser- 
viecable  fsuulfy  in  all  his  enterprises,  wc  say 
nolhiDg  siogutor:  for  lake  the  word  id  its 
largest  acceptatiDO,  and  it  comprehetids  the 
vhole  oOice  uf  Uaderstandin^,  logically  so 
called;   is   the  means  whereby  man   accom- 

Slishes  wbaiever,  ia  the  way  of  outward  force, 
as  been  made  passible  for  liim ;  couquera  all 
practical  obstacles,  BDd  rises  to  be  the  "king 
of  this  lower  world."  It  ia  theorjtan  of  aH  iliat 
Knowledge  which  can  properly  be  reckoned 
synonymous  with  Power;  for  hereby  man 
slrih«s,  with  wise  aim,  jnio  the  infinite  agencies 
of  Nature,  and  mnlliplies  his  own  small 
strength  to  anluniied  degrees.  It  ha.i  been 
said  also  that  man  may  rise  to  be  the  •'  god  of 
ibiK  lower  worli! ;"  but  that  is  a  far  loftier 
height,  not  attainable  by  such  powerful  knov- 
ledge,  but  by  quite  another  sort,  for  which 
Voltaire  in  particular  shows  hardly  any  apti- 
inde, 

In  troth,  readily  as  wo  have  recognised  his 
spirit  of  Method,  with  its  many  tites,  we  are 
far  Ifom  ascribing  1o  him  any  perceptible  por- 
tion of  that  greatest  praise  in  ihiokiiig,  or  in 
writing,  the  praise  of  philosophic,  sLIl  less  of 
poetic  Method,  which, especially  the  latter.must 
be  the  fmlt  of  deep  feeling  as  well  as  of  clear 
vision, — of  genius  as  well  as  of  talent;  and  is 
much  more  tibely  to  be  found  in  the  composi- 
tiona  of  a  Hooker,  or  a  Sbakspeare,  than  of  a 
Voltaire.  The  Method  discernible  in  Voltaire, 
and  this  on  all  subjects  whatever,  is  a  purely 
bOBiness  Method.  The  order  that  arises  from 
it  is  not  Beauty,  but,  at  best,  Regiriarily.  His 
objects  do  not  lie  round  bim  in  piclrrial,  i 
always  in  scientific  grouping;  but  rather 
commodious  rows,  where  each  may  be  se 
and  come  at.  like  goods  in  a  well-kept  wa 
house.  We  might  say  there  is  not  the  deep 
natural  symmetry  of  a  forest  oak,  but  the  simple 
arliCcial  symmelry  of  a  parlor  chandelier. 
Compare,  for  example,  the  plan  of  the  Men- 
rwdt  to  that  Of  onr  so  barbarous  Hnvilii.  The 
plan  of  the  former  is  a  geometrical  diagram 
by  Fermat;  that  of  the  latter  a  cartoon  by 
Raphael.  The  Hmriadi,  as  we  see  it  com- 
pleted, ia  a  polished,  square-built  Tuileries; 
Hamttt  is  a  mysterious,  star-paved  Valhalla, 
and  dwelling  of  the  gods. 

Nevertheless,  Voltaire's  style  of  Melhod  is, 
aa  we  have  said,  a  business  one ;  and  for  his 
purposes,  more  available  than  any  other.  It 
carries  him  swilUy  ibcough  his  work,  and 
carries  his  reader  swiftly  through  it;  there 
if  a  prompt  intelligence  between  the  two; 
the  whole  meaning  is  communicated  clearly, 
and  cotnprebended  without  efibrl.  From  this 
aJso  it  may  follow,  that  Voltaire^  will  please 
the  young  more  than  he  does  the  old  ;  that  the 
first  perusal  of  him  will  please  belter  than  ihi 
second,  if  indeed  any  second  be  ihoughl  neces 
aary.  But  what  merit  (and  it  is  considerable) 
the  pleasure  and  profit  of  this  first  perusal  pi 
isl  be  honestly  allowed  him.  Hei 
10  us  lies  the  grand  quality  in  all 
Those  Histories  of  hi. 
J  in  spite  of  their  sparkling 
rapidity,  and  kuowiug  air  of  philosophi 


supposes,  n 
his  perfo 


sight,  10  be  among  the  shallowest  of  all  histo- 
ries; mere  beailrolls  of  eiterior  occorrencei^ 
of  battles,  edifices,  enactmenis,  and  other  quite 
superficial  phenomena:  yet  being  clear  bead- 
rolls,  well  adapted  for  memory,  and  recited  U 
ely  tone,  wc  lisiea  with  sausfaoiioD.  u4 
learn  somewhat;  leara  much,  if  we  bagla 
knowing  nothing.  Nay,  sometimes  the  sno- 
mar}-,  in  its  skilful  though  crowded  arrao|^ 
ment,  and  brilliant  well-defined  ouitioes,  it* 
almost  a  poetical  as  well  as  a  didaciic  merit 
CliiiTki  ikt  Tuttfih  may  still  pass  fora  model ii 
llial  often-attempted  species  of  Biographj :  tM 
learest  details  are  given  in  the  fewest  woHsi 
re  have  sketches  of  strange  men  and  airaBft 
louniries,  of  wars,  adventures,  negolialiaUi 
n  a  style  which,  for  graphic  breviiy,  ririli 
hat  of  Sallasi.  Ii  is  a  (ine-ec paving,  on  k 
reduced  scale,  of  thai  Swede  and  bis  mad  lifc) 
ritboot  colours,  yet  not  without  tbe 
ihortenings  and  perspeclire  observBtMav- 
lay,  not  altogether  without  the  deeper  lMI> 
nonies  wbich  belong  lo  a  true  Picture,  [n  (» 
,pect  of  composition,  whatever  may  be  saidtf 
IS  accuracy  or  worih  otherwise,  we  caanMliH 
reclion  it  greatly  the  best  of  Voltaire'i 

his  other  prose  works,  in  his  Noveli,IBl 
innumerable  Eesays  and  fugitive  piece*,  '"" 
same  clearness  of  order,  the  same  rapid  iM- 
cision  of  view,  again  forms  a  distinguitt^ 
merit,    His  Xndigi  and  habmia  and  CtmMn,i 
which,  Considered  as  products  of  taaglnatto^ 
perhaps  rank  higher  Wilb  foreigners  thna  uf 
of  his  professedly  poetical  performanceiii 
instinct  with  this  sort  of  intellectual  lift! 
sharpest  glances,  though  from  au  obtiqnc  fOlBI 
of  sight,  into  at  least  the  surface  of  huma""" 
into  the  old  familiar  world  of  busjnesi,  t 
truly  Uom  his  oblique  station,  looks  al 
enough,  and  yields  store  of  ridicnioua  a 
nations.    The  Wit,  mttoifesied  ithiefly  in 
and  ihe  like  performances,  but  ever  do 
unless  purposely  restrained,  in  boundlemi 
dance,frLim  Voltaire's mind.ha:^  been  oRmm' 
duty  celebrated.    It  lay  deep-rooted  in  hiw 
lure;  the  inevitable  produce  of  sach  •■ 
derstanding  with  such  a  character,  and 
from  the  first  likely,  as  it  actually  pton 
the  latter  period  of  his  life,  10  become  diei 
dialect  in  which  he  spoke  and  even 
Doing  all  justice  to  the  ioeihaustible  re 
the  quick  fbrce,  the  poHshed  acuteneis.of  Ta^ 
taire's  Wil,  we  may  remark,  al  the  «ane  ll 
that  it  was  nowise  the  highest  spSciet  of 
ploymeul  fur  such  a  mind  as  his;  thal,jBd 
it  ranks  essentially  among  Ihe  lowest  tpeeiei 

even  of  Ridicule.    It  is  at  alL  times *" 

gicsl  pleasantry;  a  gayety  of  the  heat.. 
the  heart;  there  is  scarcely  a  iwinktiagofBa- 
mour  in  the  whole  of  his  niimbertest  -"•— 
Wit  of  this  sort  cannot  jmalolain  a  1 
sedateness ;  a  grave  jcl  infinitely  bind 
warming  the  inmost  soul  with  trne 
mirth ;  it  has  not  even  the  fore*  10  Uu^  0*^ 
righi,  but  can  only  sniff  and  litter.  Ixffoaii 
itself,  not  on  fond  sportful  syiopafhf.  bat » 
contempt,  or  at  best,  on  indifference.  IliBidi 
related  lo  Humouras  VrastioetloPtMXfi^ 
which,  in  this  department  ai  least  VollaiMt^ 
hibils  nO  lymplom.    The  n  -    i^ 
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eompositioii  of  his,  the  Pucelh,  which 
t  on  other  groaods  be  recommended  to 
ader,  has  no  higher  merit  than  that  of  an 
LOUS  caricature.    True,  he  is  not  a  buf- 

seldom  or  never  violates  the  rales,  we 
not  say  of  propriety,  yet  of  good  breeding: 
is  negative  praise  he  is  entitled.  But  as 
Qy  high  claim  to  positive  praise,  it  cannot 
lade  good.  We  look  in  vain,  through  his 
ie  writings,  for  one  lineament  of  a  Quixote 
Skandff;  even  of  a  Hudibras  or  Battle  of  the 
*•  Indeed,  it  has  been  more  than  once  ob- 
ed  that  Hnmour  is  not  a  national  giA  with 
Preoch,  in  late  times;  that  since  Mon- 
pe's  day  it  seems  to  have  well  nigh  vanish- 
ron  among  them. 

onsidered  in  his  technical  capacity  of  Poet, 
t^ire  need  not,  at  present,  detain  us  very 
F-  Here  too  his  excellence  is  chiefly  intel- 
Bftl,  and  shown  in  the  way  of  business-like 
hod.  Every  thing  is  well  calculated  for  a 
sn  end ;  there  is  the  utmost  logical  fitness 
entiment,  of  incident,  of  general  coo  tri- 
ce. Nor  is  he  without  an  enthusiasm  that 
letimes  resembles  inspiration ;  a  clear  fel- 
^eding  for  the  personages  of  his  scene  he 
"AJTS  has ;  with  a  chameleon  susceptibility 
takes  some  hue  of  every  object ;  if  he  can- 

^  that  object,  he  at  least  plausibly  enacts 

Thus  we  have  a  result  everywhere  con- 
sul with  itself;  a  contrivance,  not  without 
B  adjustments,  and  brilliant  aspects,  which 
*s«8  with  that  old  pleasure  of '^  difficulties 
'V^come,"  and  the  visible  correspondence  of 
Uis  to  end.  That  the  deeper  portion  of  our 
}  lits  silent,  unmoved  under  all  this ;  recog- 
'ng  BO  universal,  everlasting  Beauty,  but 
f  a  modish  Elegance,  less  the  work  of  po- 
^  creation  than  a  process  of  the  toilette, 
d  occasion  no  surprise.  It  signifies  only  that 
taire  was  a  French  Poet,  and  wrote  as  the 
ikch  people  of  that  day  required  and  ap- 
'cd.  We  have  long  known  that  French 
Uj  aimed  at  a  different  result  than  ours ; 
'  its  splendour  was  what  we  should  call  a 
tt»  artificial  one ;  not  the  manifold  soA  sum- 
'  glories  of  Nature,  but  a  cold  splendour,  as 
■olished  metaL 

'n  the  whole,  in  reading  Voltaire's  poetry, 
•  adventure  of  the  Cajd  de  Procepe  abotild 
r  be  held  in  mind.  He  was  not  without  an 
to  have  looked,  had  he  seen  others  looking, 
^  the  deepest  nature  of  poetry ;  nor  had  hB 
td  here  and  there  to  cast  a  glance  in  that 
"ction:  but  what  preferment  could  such 
-rprises  earn  for  him  in  the  Caf^  de  Pro- 
?  What  could  it  profit  his  all-precious 
Hie,"  to  pursue  them  farther  1  In  the  end, 
Seems  to  have  heartily  reconciled  himself 
tae  and  wont,  and  striven  only  to  do  better 
it  he  saw  all  others  doing.  Yet  his  private 
tical  creed,  which  could  not  be  a  catholic 
«  was,  nevertheless,  scarcely  so  bigoted  as 
rht  have  been  looked  for.  That  censure  of 
kspeare,  which  elicited  a  re-censure  in 
tiand,  perhaps  rather  deserved  a  **  recom- 
idatory  epistle,**  all  things  being  considered, 
calls  Shakspeare  "a  genius  fall  of  force 

fertility,  of  nature  and  sublimity,*'  though 
lappily  **  without  the  smallest  spark  of  good 
e,  or  the  smallest  acquaintance  with  the 
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rules,"  which,  in  Voltaire's  dialect,  is  not  so 
false;  Shakspeare  having  really  almost  no 
Parisian  ban  gout  whatever,  and  walking 
through  "fA«  rules,'*  so  ofken  as  he  sees  good, 
with  the  most  astonishing  tranquillity^  After 
a  fair  enough  account  of  Hamlet ^  the  best  of 
those  **farce»  monsirueuses qu*oti  appelle tragediei** 
where,  however,  there  are  "  scenes  so  beauti- 
ful, and  passages  so  grand  and  so  terrible," 
Voltaire  thus  proceeds  to  resolve.two  great 
problems: 

"  The  first,  how  so  many  wonders  could  ac- 
cumulate in  a  single  headi  for  it  must  be  con- 
fessed that  all  the  divine  Shakspeare*s  playS 
are  written  in  this  taste :  the  second,  how 
men's  minds  could  have  been  elevated  so  as  to 
look  at  these  plays  with  transport ;  and  how 
they  are  still  followed  after,  in  a  century  which 
has  produced  Addison's  Cato  ? 

*'  Our  astonishment  at  the  first  wonder  will 
cease,  when  we  understand  that  Shakspeare 
took  all  his  tragedies  from  histories  or  ro- 
mances; and  that  in  this  case  he  only  turned 
into  verse  the  romance  of  Cluudmsy  Gertrude, 
and  /fatn/e^,.  written  in  full  by  Saxo  Grammati- 
cus,  to  whom  be  the  praise. 

**The  second  part  of  the  problem,  that  is  to 
say,  the  pleasure  men  take  in  these  tragedies, 
presents  a  little  more  difficulty ;  but  here  is  (en 
void)  the  solution,  according  to  the  deep  reflee* 
tions  of  certain  philosophers.  * 

**  The  English  chairmen,  the  sailors,  hack- 
ney-coachmen, shop-porters,  butchers,  clerks 
even  are  passionately  fond  of  shows:  give  them 
cock  -  fights,  bull-baitings,  fencing  -  matches, 
burials,  duels,  gibbets,  witchcraft,  apparitions, 
they  run  thither  in  crowds ;  nay,  there  is  more 
than  one  patrician  as  curious  as  the  populace. 
The  citizens  of  London  found  in  Shakspeare's 
tragedies,  satisfaction  enough  for  such  a  turn 
of  mind.  The  courtiers  were  obliged  to  follow 
the  torrent:  how  can  you  help  admiring  what 
the  more  sensible  part  of  the  town  admires? 
There  was  nothing  better  for  a  hundred  and 
fiAy  years ;  the  admiration  grew  with  age,  and 
became  an  idolatry.  Some  touches  of  genius, 
some  happy  verses  full  of  force  and  nature, 
which  you  remember  in  spite  of  yourself, 
atoned  for  the  remainder,  and  soon  the  whole 
piece  succeeded  by  the  help  of  some  beauties 
of  detail." — (Euvrety  t.  zlvii.  p.  300. 

Here,  truly,  is  a  comfortable  little  theory, 
which  throws  light  on  more  than  one  thing. 
However,  it  is  couched  in  mild  terms,  com- 
paratively speaking.  Frederic  the  Great,  for 
example,  thus  gives  his  verdict: 

''To  convince  yourself  of  the  wretched  taste 
that  up  to  this  day  prevails  in  Germany,  you 
have  only  to  visit  the  public  theatres.  You 
will  there  see,  in  action,  the  abominable  plays 
of  Shakspeare,  translated  into  our  language; 
and  the  whole  audience  fainting  with  rapture 
(«e  pdmer  d^aite)  in  listening  to  those  ridiculous 
farces,  worthy  of  the  savages  of  Canada.  I 
call  them  such,  because  they  sin  against  all 
the  rules  of  the  theatre.  One  may  pardon 
those  mad  sallies  in  Shakspeare,  for  the  birth 
of  the  arts  is  never  the  point  of  their  maturity. 
But  here,  even  now,  we  have  a  Uoctz  de  I'er- 
lichingen,  which  has  just  made  its  appearance 
on  the  scene ;  a  dctcsiible  imitation  of  those 
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wMnble  English  pieces;  andlbepiiapplaods. 
and  demands  with  etiltiiuiasm  ihe  repetition 
of  these  disgDsiinginrpliiudes  {dica  d^iouianiii 
pbtfUndu.)— Ilf  la  Liitiralurc  .iUtmauilr.  Ber- 
lin,  1780.* 

We  have  not  cited  these  critioistos  with  B 
yiew  to  impugn  them  ;  but  simply  lo  SBcertain 
where  the  critics  themselves  are  standing. 
This  passage  of  Frederic's  has  even  a  loiieh 
of  pathos  iftii;  ma;  be  regarded  as  theexpirinji 
cry  ol'  "  Goii,"  in  that  country,  whn  sees  him- 
self suddenly  beleaguered  by  strange,  appall- 
iDg,  Sapernatural  inlluetices,  which  he  mis- 
takes for  Lapland  witchcraft,  or  Cs^lioslro 
]U{!glcryi  and  so  he  drowns,  grasping  his 
opera-hat,  in  an  ocean  of  ■'  oifeodw.ila  plaii- 
iuda."  On  the  whole,  ii  would  appear  that 
Voltaire's  view  of  poetry  was  radically  different 
from  ours;  Ibat,  iti  fact,  of  what  wc  should 
(trictlf  eali  poetry,  he  had  almost  no  view 
whatever.  A  Tragedy,  a  Poem,  with  him  is 
not  lo  be  "  a  manifestation  uf  man's  Reason  in 
forms  suitable  to  his  Setiset"  hut  rather  a 
highly  complex  egg-dance.  u>  be  danced  before 
the  King,  to  a  given  lane,  and  without  break- 
ing a  single  egg.  Nevertheless,  let  justice  be 
ahown  to  him,  and  to  Frencli  poetry  at  large. 
This  lauer  is  a  peculiar  growth  of  our  modern 
ages;  has  been  labourionsiy  cuiiivaied,  and  is 
not  withotii  its  own  value.  We  have  lo  re- 
mark also,  as  a  curious  fact,  thai  it  has  been, 
at  one  time  or  other,  transplanted  into  all  coun- 
Iries,  England,  Germany,  Spain;  but  though 
under  ibe  sunbeams  of  royal  protection,  it 
would  strike  root  nowhere.  Nay.  now  it  seems 
falling  into  the  sere  and  yellow  leaf  in  its  own 
nalal  soil:  the  aie  has  already  iteen  seen  near  its 
root ;  and  perhaps,  in  no  great  lapse  of  years, 
this  species  of  poelry  may  be  lo  Ihe  French, 
what  It  is  to  ail  other  nations,  a  pleasing  re- 
miniscence. Yet  the  t'lder  French  loved  it 
with  zeal;  lo  them  it  must  have  had  a  true 
worth:  indeed  we  can  understand  bow,  when 
Life  itself  consisted  so  much  in  Display,  these 
representatives  of  Life  may  have  been  Ihe  only 
suitable  ones.  And  now,  nhen  the  nation  feels 
itself  called  to  a  more  grave  and  nobler  destiny 
among  nations,  the  waul  of  a  new  literature 
also  begins  to  be  felL  As  yet,  in  looking  at 
their  loo  purblind,  scrambling  controversies 
of  fiomaiUifisfi  and  Claaiiittt,  we  cannot  find 
thai  our  ingenious  neighbours  have  done  much 
more  than  make  a  commencement  in  this  enter- 
prise: however,  a  commencement  seems  lo 
be  made;  they  are  in  what  may  be  called  tbe 
eclectic  state  ;  trying  all  things,  German,  Eng- 
litb,  Italian,  Bpanish,  with  a  candour  and  real 
love  of  improvement,  which  give  the  best 
omens  of  a  still  higher  success.  From  the 
peculiar  gifts  nf  the  French,  and  their  peculiar 
spintaal  position,  we  may  cipeci,  bad  Ihey 
once  more  attained  lo  an  original  style,  many 
important  benefits,  and  important  accessions 
lo  the  Literature  of  the  World.  Meanwhile,  in 
considering  and  duly  estimating  what  that 
people  has,  iii  past  limes,  accomplished,  Vol- 
laire  mast  always  be  reckoned  among  their 
most  meritorious  Foets.    Inferior  in  what  we 


may  call  general  poetic  temperameul  lo  Ba> 
cine ;  greatly  inferior,  in  some  poinis  of  tl,  lo 
Oorneille,  he  has  an  intellectual  vivacity,  i 
qnickni-ss  both  of  sight  and  of  invention,  whiA 
belonffs  to  neither  of  these  two.  We  beUwe 
ihat,  nmnng  foreign  nations,  his  Trag«dln, 
such  works  as  Zaire  and  Mahnntt,  are  Mii> 
siderably  the  most  esteemed  of  ihls  school. 

However,  it  is  nowise  as  n  Poet,  Hisloritn, 
or  Novelisi,  that  Voltaire  stands  so  profflioew 
in  Europe ;  hot  chiefly  as  a  religious  Potenic, 
as  a  vehement  opponent  of  the  Uhristiaa 
Faith.  Viewed  in  this  lasi  characier,  be  luy 
give  rise  lo  many  grave  refieclions,  only  a 
small  portion  of  which  can  here  be  somadiBi 
glanced  at.  We  may  say,  in  general,  that  bit 
style  of  controversy  is  of  a  piece  with  hinuelf; 
not  a  higher,  and  scarcely  a  lower  style  Ibon 
might  have  been  etpected  from  him.    As  is  a 


It  of  view,  Voltaire 


love  of  inilh.  yel  had  withal  a  slill  deeper  hi 


of  his 


ruth;  V 


ically  DO  Philosopher,  but  a  highlr^o- 
complished  Trivialisl;  so  likewise,  in  an  ift- 
tetlectual  point  of  view,  he  manifests  hiaself 
tngemoas  and  adroit,  tatber  Ihan  noble  or 
comprehensive;  fights  for  irulh  or  viclorf,»M 
by  patient  meditation,  but  by  lig^ht  sarcaiu, 
ti^ereby  victory  may  indeed,  for  a  time,  to 
gained ;  but  litOc  Truth,  what  can  be  aimed 
Trmb,  especially  in  snch  matters  as  this,  is  U 
be  looked  for. 

No  one,  we  sapposc,  ever  arrogated  for  Vol- 
laire  any  praise  of  originality  in  this  diacn*- 
sion  ;  we  suppose  there  is  not  a  single  idBa,af 
any  moment,  relating  to  the  Christian  rebgioa, 
in  all  his  mDltifarious  writings,  ihat  had  bdI 
been  set  forth  again  and  again  befon  bis  es- 
(erprises  commenced.  The  labours  of  a  very 
mixed  mallittidp,  from  Porphyry  down  lo  8hlF 
tesbory,  including  Hobbeses.  Tindals.  Toland^ 
some  of  ihem  skeptics  of  a  much  nobler  <;l«ni 
had  led  little  room  for  meril  in  this  kindtnaj, 
Bayle,  his  own  countryman,  had  just  flnisM 
a  life  spent  in  preaching  skepticism  preeisrfy 
similar,  and  by  methuds  precisely  Binlltt, 
when  Voltaire  appeared  on  the  arena.  Indeed, 
skepticism,  ns  we  have  before  ohserved,  wn 
at  this  period  universal  among  the  higher  raaki 
in  France,  with  whom  Voltaire  chiefly  aisoci- 
ated.  It  is  only  in  the  merit  and  demerit  of 
grinding  down  this  grain  into  food  for  the 
people,  and  inducing  so  many  lo  eal  of  it,  thai 
Voltaire  can  claim  any  singulariiy.  However, 
we  quarrel  not  with  him  on  this  head:  Ibeie 
may  be  cases  where  the  want  of  originali^  it 
even  a  moral  merit.  Bui  tt  is  a  much  lasre 
serious  ground  a(  oOenee  thai  he  intermeddled 
in  Religion  without  being  himse'lf.  in  anv  mea- 
sure, Religious;  that  he  entered  the  "Temple 
and  continued  there,  with  a  leviiy,  which,  in 
any  Temple  where  men  worship,  can  beieen 
no  brother  man;  that,  in  a  word,  be  ardeoflT, 
and  with  long-con  lin ued  effort,  warred  agaiut 
Christianity,  without  understanding  beycmd  ihe 
mere  superficies  of  what  Christianity  was. 

His  polemical  procedure  in  this  maiter,  it 
appears  to  us,  must  now  be  admitted  lo  haiB 
been,  on  Ihe  whole,  a  shallow  one.  Throngh 
all  lis  manifold  forms,  and  involutions,  and  t*- 
pelilioDS,  it  lams,  we  beUeve  eiolusiveljr,  eo 
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It;  what  Theologians  have  called  the 
y  Inspiration  of  me  Scriptures."  This 
ngle  wall,  against  which,  through  long 
id  with  innumerable  battering-rams  and 
s  and  pop-gnos,  he  un  weariedly  batters. 
!  him  this,  and  his  ram  swings  freely,  to 
through  space ;  there  is  nothing  further 
iven  aim  at  That  the  Sacred  Books 
!  aught  else  than  a  Bank-of-Faith  Bill. 
ti  and  such  quantities  of  Enjoyment, 
at  sight  in  the  other  world,  value  re- 
which  bill  becomes  waste  paper,  the 
>eing  questioned: — that  the  Christian 
I  could  have  any  deeper  foundation 
*oks,  could  possibly  be  written  in  the 
laiure  of  man,  in  mysterious,  inefface- 
iraciers,  to  which  Books,  and  all  Reve- 
and  authentic  traditions,  were  but  a 
ry  matter,  were  but  as  the  light  where- 
livine  tcrUing  was  to  be  read ; — nothing 
seems  to  have,  even  in  the  faintest 
occurred  to  him.  Yet  herein,  as  we 
that  the  whole  world  has  now  begun 
irer,  lies  the  real  essence  of  the  ques- 
'  the  negative  or  affirmative  decision 
1  the  Christian  Religion,  any  thing  that 
calling  by  that  name,  must  fall,  or 
for  ever.  We  believe,  also,  that  the 
inds  of  our  age  have  already  come  to 
nt  on  this  question;  or  rather  never 
vided  regarding  it.  Christianity,  the 
ip  of  Sorrow,"  has  been  recognised  as 
)n  far  other  grounds  than  "  Essays  on 
:,'*  and  by  considerations  infinitely 
ban  would  avail  in  any  mere  "  trial  by 
He  who  argues  against  it  or  for  it,  in 
mer,  may  be  regarded  as  mistaking  its 
the  Ithnriel,  though  to  our  eyes  he 
body,  and  the  fashion  of  armour,  can- 
wounded  with  material  steel.  Our 
vere  wiser  than  we,  when  they  said  in  | 
earnestness,  what  we  often  hear  in 
mockery,  that  Religion  is  "not  of 
)ul  of  Faith;**  not  of  Understanding, 
eason.  He  who  finds  himself  without 
T,  who  by  all  his  studying  has  failed 
i  it  in  himself,  may  have  studied  to 
to  small  purpose,  we  say  not  which ; 
e  Christian  Religion,  as  of  many  other 
le  has  and  can  have  no  knowledge. 
Christian  Doctrine  we  often  hear 
to  the  Greek  Philosophy,  and  found, 
ands,  some  measurable  way  superior 
ut  this  also  seems  a  mistake.  The 
a  Doctrine,  that  doctrine  of  Humility, 
snses,  godlike,  and  the  parent  of  all 
rirtues,  is  not  superior,  or  inferior,  or 
any  doctrine  of  Socrates  or  Thales ; 
a  totally  different  nature;  differing 
se,  as  a  perfect  Ideal  Poem  docs  from 
ct  Computation  in  Arithmetic.  He 
ipares  it  with  such  standards  may  la- 
It,  beyond  the  mere  letter,  the  purport 
ivine  Humility  has  never  been  dis- 
him  ;  that  the  loftiest  feeling  hitherto 
fed  to  mankind  is  as  yet  hidden  from 

le  rest,  the  question  how  Christianity 
d  is  doubtless  a  high  question ;  re- 
enough,  if  we  view  only  its  surface, 
as  all  that  Voltaire  saw  of  it;  involved 


in  sacred,  silent,  unfathomable  depths,  if  we 
investig<ite  its  interior  meanings ;  which  naean- 
ings,  indeed,  it  may  be,  every  new  age  will 
develop  to  itself  in  a  new  manner,  and  with 
new  degrees  of  light;  for  the  whole  truth  may 
be  called  infinite,  and  to  man's  eye  discernible 
only  in  pans :  but  the  question  itself  is  nowise 
the  ultimate  one  in  this  matter. 

We  understand  ourselves  to  be  risking  no 
new  assertion,  but  simply  reporting  what  is 
already  the  conviction  of  the  greatest  in  our 
age,  when  we  say, — that  cheerfully  recognising, 
gratefully  appropriating  whatever  Voltaire  has 
proved,  or  any  other  man  has  proved,  or  shall 
prove,  the  Christian  Religion,  once  here,  cannot 
again  pass  away;  that,  in  one  or  the  other 
form,  it  will  endure  through  all  time;  that,  as 
in  Scripture,  so  also  in  the  heart  of  man,  is 
written,  "  the  Gates  of  Hell  shall  not  prevail 
against  it."  Were  the  memory  of  this  Faith 
never  so  obscured,  as,  indeed,  in  all  times,  the 
coarse  passions  and  perceptions  of  the  world 
do  all  but  obliterate  it  in  the  hearts  of  most; 
yet  in  every  pure  soul,  in  every  Poet  and  Wise 
Man,  it  finds  a  new  Missionary,  a  new  Martjrr, 
till  the  great  volume  of  Universal  History  is 
finally  closed,  and  man's  destinies  are  fulfilled 
in  this  earth.  *'It  is  a  height  to  which  the 
human  species  were  fated  and  enabled  to  at« 
tain;  and  from  which,  having  once  attained 
it,  they  can  never  retrograde." 

These  things,  which  it  were  far  out  of  our 
place  to  attempt  adequately  elucidating  here, 
must  not  be  left  out  of  sight,  in  appreciating 
Voltaire's  polemical  worth.  We  find  no  trace 
of  these,  or  of  any  the  like  essential  considera- 
tions having  been  present  with  him,  in  examin- 
ing the  Christian  Religion ;  nor  indeed  was  it 
consistent  with  his  general  habits  that  they 
should  be  so.  Totally  destitute  of  religions 
Reverence,  even  of  common  practical  serious- 
ness; by  nature  or  habit,  undevout  both  in 
heart  and  head  ;  not  only  without  any  Belief, 
in  other  than  a  material  sense,  but  without  the 
possibility  of  acquiring  any,  he  can  be  no  safe 
or  permanently  useful  guide  in  this  investiga- 
tion. We  may  consider  him  as  having  opened 
the  way  to  future  inquirers  of  a  truer  spirit ; 
but  for  his  own  part,  as  having  engaged  in  an* 
enterprise,  the  real  nature  of  which  was  well- 
nigh  unknown  to  him ;  and  engaged  in  it  with 
the  issue  to  be  anticipated  in  such  a  case; 
producing  chiefly  confusion,  dislocation,  de- 
struction, on  all  hands;  so  that  the  good  he 
achieved  is  still,  in  these  times,  found  miied 
with  an  alarming  proportion  of  evil,  ftrom 
which,  indeed,  men  rationally  doubt  whether 
much  of  it  will  in  any  time  be  separable. 

We  should  err  widely,  too,  if  in  estimat- 
ing what  quantity,  altogether  overlooking  what 
quality,  of  intellect  Voltaire  may  have  mani- 
fested on  this  occasion,  we  took  the  result 
produced  as  any  measure  of  the  force  applied. 
His  task  was  not  one  of  Affirmation,  but  of 
Denial ;  not  a  task  of  erecting  and  rearing  up, 
which  is  slow  and  laborious ;  but  of  destroy- 
ing and  overturning,  which  in  most  cases  is 
rapid  and  far  easier.  The  force  necessary  foi- 
him  was  nowise  a  great  and  noble  one;  but  a 
small,  in  some  respects  a  mean  one,  to  be 
nimbly  and    seasonably  put   in   Uise.     The 
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Xphttitn  TemplCf  vbieh  it  had  employ^ 
inany  wise  heads  and  ationg  aims,  for  a  life- 
tune,  to  build,  could  ^  wn-bailt  by  one  mad- 
mao,  in  a  single  hour. 

Of  snch  errors,  deficiencies,  and  positive 
niateds.  it  appears  to  ns,  a  just  criticism 
m^t  accuse  Voltaire :  at  the  same  time,  we 
can  nowise  join  in  the  condemnatoiy  clamour 
iriiich  so  many  worthy  persons,  not  without 
the  best  intentions,  to  this  day  keep  up  against 
him.  His  whole  character  seems  to  be  plain 
enough,  common  enough,  had  not  extraneous 
Influences  so  penrerted  our  views  regarding  it : 
nor,  morally  speaking,  is  it  a  worse  character, 
hut  considerably  a  better  one,  than  belongs  to 
the  mass  of  men.  Voltaire's  aims  in  opposing 
the  Christian  Religion  were  unhappily  of  a 
mixed  naiure :  yet,  aAer  all,  very  nearly  sach 
aims  as  we  have  oAen  seen  directed  against 
iU  and  often  seen  directed  in  its  favour:  a 
little  Ipve  of  finding  Truth,  with  a  great  love 
qf  making  Proselytes.;  which  last  is  in  itself 
a  patural,  universi^l  feeling ;  and  if  honest,  is, 
even  in  the  worst  cases,  a  subject  for.  pity,  ra- 
ther than  for  haired.  As  a  light,  careless, 
ooortooos  Man  of  the  World,  he  offers  no 
batefol  aspect;  on  the  contranr,  a  kindly,  gay, 
rather  amiable  one :  hundreds  of  men,  with 
half,  his  worth  of  dispiosttion,  die  daily,  and 
Ihcir  little  world  laments  them.  It  is  time 
that  he  too  should  be  judged  of  by  his  iiitrin- 
aie»  not  by  his  accidental  qualities  i  that  jus- 
tice ahonld  be  done  to  him  also;  for  injustice 
can  proflt  no  man  and  no  cause. 

In  iact,  Voltaire's  chief  merits  belong  to 
SCature  ana  himself;  his  chief  faults  are  of 
his  time  and  country.  In  that  famous  era  of 
the  Pompadours  and  Encyclopldie9,  he  forms  the 
main  figure;  and  was  such,  we  have  seen, 
more  by  resembling  the  multitude,  than  by 
differing  from  them.  It  was  a  strange  age 
that  of  Louis  XV. ;  in  several  points,  a  novel 
one  in  the  history  of  mankind.  In  regard  to 
its  luxury  and  depravity,  to  the  high  culiiire 
of  all  merely  practical  and  material  faculties, 
and  the  entire  torpor  of  all  the  purely  contem- 
plative and  spiritual,  this  era  considerably  re- 
sembles CmX  of  the  Roman  Emperors.  There, 
too,  was  external  splendour  and  internal 
•qualour ;  the  highest  completeness  in  all  sen- 
sual arts,  including  among  these  tox,  cookery 
and  its  adjuncts  alone,  but  even  ^  effect-paint- 
ing" and  "effect-writing;"  only  the  art  of 
virtuous  living  was  a  lost  one.  Instead  of 
Love  for  Poetry,  there  was  "Taste"  for  it; 
re^ement  in  manners,  with  utmost  coarse- 
ness in  morals :  in  a  word,  the  strange  spec- 
tacle of  a  social  system,  embracing  large, 
cultivated  portions  of  the  human  species,  and 
founded  only  on  Atheism.  With  the  Romans, 
things  went  what  we  should  call  their  natural 
course :  Liberty,  public  spirit,  quietly  declined 
into  a  caput'-moriwwn ;  Self-love,  Materialism, 
Baseness  even  to  the  disbelief  in  all  possibi- 
lity of  Virtue,  stalked  more  and  more  imperi- 
ously-abroad;  till  the  body-politic,  lon^  since 
deprived  of  its  vital  circulating  fluids,  had 
now  become  a  putrid  carcass,  and  fell  in  pieces 
to  be  the  prey  of  ravenous  wolves.  Then 
was  there,  under  those  Attilas  and  Alarics,  a 
world*s-spectacle  of  destruction  and  despair, 


eomparad  with  which  the  oftaiiF-eiNDaciiion 
"horrors  of  the  French  ]Efceyoliitioii»**  and 
Napoleon's  wars,  were  but  the  gay  Jonstiii|| 
a  tournament  to  the  sack  of  stogned  ei) 
Our  European  community  has.  escaped  tfie 
dire  consummation;  and  by  causes,  wh 
as  may  be  hoped,  will  alwayi.aecure  it  f 
such.  Nay,  were  there  no  oueir  cause,  it 
be  asserted,  that  in  a  comnM>A vealih  w! 
the  Christian  religion  exists,  where  it  i 
has  existed,  public  and  private  Vinne, 
basis  of  all  Strength^  never  can  become 
tinct;  but  in  every  new  age^  and  eveA  fm 
deepest  decline,  there  is  a  chance,  and  ia 
course  of  ages,  a  certahity  of  renoTaticiii 

That  the  Christian  Religion,  or  any  ReU| 
continued  to  exist ;  that  some  martyr  heci 
still  lived  in  the  heart  of  Europe  to  rise  agi 
mailed  Tyranny  when  ^t  rooe  triumpMi 
was  indeed  no  merit  in  the  aj^  of  Lo«it  \ 
but  a  happy  accident  whioh  it  coold  not  i 
geUier  get  rid  of.  For  that  m  too  is'l 
regarded  as  an  experiment,  on  the  gnat  ^ 
to  decide  the  ^oestion,  not  yet»itWDaW 
pear,  seuled  to  universal  aatisfhetipa:  V 
what  degree  of  vigour  a  pbiitical  ^U 
grounded  on  pure  Self-interest,  never  ui 
lightened,  but  without  a  God,  6r  any  ieoi 
tion  of  the  godlike  in  man,  can  be  ezpeieia 
flourish ;  or  whether,  in  snch  eircaaftv 
a  political  system  can  be  enepted  to.ltav 
or  even  to  subsist  at  all  1  '  It  is  eooteiac 
many  that  our  mere  love  of  perypnal  1^^ 
or  Happiness  as  it  is  called,  acting  o^  - 
individual,  with  such  clearness'  as 
easily  have,  will  of  itself  lead  him 
the  rights  of  others,  and  wisely  ei 
own :  to  fulfil,  on  a  mere  principi 
nomy,  all  4he  duties  of  a  good  patriot 
in  what  respects  the  State,  or  the 
cial  existence  of  mankind,  Belief, 
testimony  of  the  senses,  and  Virtui 

the  very  common  Virtue  of  lovine 

pleasant,  and  hating  what  is  painful,    _ 
considered  as   supererogatoty  qual.^ 
as  ornamental,  not  essential.    Many      '^ 
on  the  other  hand,  who  pause  over^  _ 
trine;  cannot  discover,  in  such  a  ui^  ' 
conflicting  atoms,  any  principle  by  "^«^ 
whole  shall  cohere :  for,  if  every  ns  ^J 
ishness,  infinitely  expansive,  is  to  be     ^ 
in  only  by  the  infinitely-expansive  s«I^ 
of  every  other  man,  it  seems  as  if  w^    : 
have  a  world  of  mutually-repulsive     ^ 
with  no  centripetal  force  to  bind  tbeaa 
ther ;  in   which  case,  it  is  well  known 
would,  by  and  by,  difl'nse   themselves   « 
space,  and  constitute  a  remarkable  Cbac^A ' 
no  habitable  Solar  or  Stellar  System. 

If  the  age  of  Louis  XV.  was  not  mide« 
experimcnium  crucit  in  regard  to  this  qocsW 
one  reason  may  be  that  such  experimeatstf 
too  expensive.  Nature  cannot  afford,  ib**' 
once  or  twice  in  the  thousand  years,  lo  d«tn! 
a  whole  world,  for  purposes  of  scieW 
but  must  content  herself  with  destroying  oi 
or  two  kinsrdoms.  The  age  of  Louis  XV,i 
far  as  it  went,  seems  a  highly  illustrative « 
perimeni.  We  are  to  remark,  also,  ihtt 
operation  was  clogged  by  a  very  considcn' 
disturbing  force ;  by  a  large  remnant,  nanu 
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•■  old  fmith  in  Religion,  in  the  invisible, 
ial  nature  of  Virtae,  which  our  French 
ere,  by  their  utmost  efforts  of  lavation, 
ot  been  able  to  wash  away.  The  men 
eir  best,  but  no  man  can  do  more.  Their 
enemy,  we  imagine,  will  not  accuse 
of  any  undue  regard  to  things  unseen 
piritual :  far  from  practising  this  invisi- 
)rt  of  Virtue,  they  cannot  even  believe 
possibility.  The  high  exploits  and  di- 
ces of  old  ages  were  no  longer  virtues, 
passions;**  these  antique  persons  had  a 
for  being  heroes,  a  certain  fancy  to  die 
e  truth:  the  more  fools  they !  With  our 
^luTif  the  only  virtue  of  any  civilization 
hat  they  call  "  Honour,"  the  sanctioning 
of  which  is  that  wonderful  "  Force  of 
^c  Opinion."  Concerning  which  virtue 
ottonr,  we  must  be  permitted  to  say  that 
"^vcals  herself  too  clearly,  as  the  daughter 
^eiress  of  oor  old  acquaintance  Vanity, 
i&deed  has  been  known  enough,  ever 
•  the  foundation  of  the  world,  at  least 
'  the  date  of  that  **  Lucifer,  son  of  the 
ujg ; "  but  known  chiefly  in  her  proper 
9'«r  of  strolling  actress,  or  cast-clothes 
'/ ;  and  never  till  that  new  era  had  seen 
sue  set  up  as  Queen  and  all-sufficient 
ess  of  man's  whole  soul,  prescribing 
icest  precision  what,  in  all  practical 
morad  emergencies,  he  was  to  do  and 
ar.  Again,  with  regard  to  this  same 
*^  Public  Opinion,  it  is  a  force  well 
-o  ^1  of  us,  respected,  valued  as  of  in- 
ible  utility,  but  nowise  recognised  as 
■"  olivine  force.  We  might  ask  what 
•^Hat  truly  great  thing  had  ever  been 
^y  this  force !  Was  it  the  Force  of 
^J>iiiion  that  drove  Columbus  to  Ame- 
J**i  Kepler,  not  to  fare  sumptuously 
^^xJolph's  Astrologers  and  Fire-eaters, 
^^I'ish  of  want,  discovering  the  true 
^r  the  Stars  1  Still  more  ineffectual 
■^<i  it  as  a  basis  of  public  or  private 
^ay,  taken  by  itself,  it  may  be  called 
-ss  basis;  for  without  some  ulterior 
^«  Oommon  to  all  minds;  without  some 
^  the  necessary,  eternal,  or  which  is 
^>  in  the  supramundane,  divine  nature 
^>  existing  in  each  individual,  what 
^«  moral  judgment  of  a  thousand  or  a 
^^  thousand  individuals  avail  us  ? 
"^t  Some  such  celestial  guidance,  whence- 
derived,  or  howsoever  named,  it  ap- 
^  Us  the  Force  of  Public  Opinion  would, 
'^  by,  become  an  extremely  unprofitable 
** Enlighten  Self-interest!"  cries  the 
*^he:  "Do  but  sufficiently  enlighten  it! 
^^rselves  have  seen  enlightened  Self-in- 
'^1  ere  now ;  and  truly,  for  most  part, 
^  light  was  only  as  that  of  a  horn-lantern, 
cient  to  guide  the  bearer  himself  out  of 
ous  puddles ;  but  to  us  and  the  world  of 
paratively  small  advantage.  And  figure  the 
ao  species,  like  an  endless  ho^t,  seeking 
-ay  onwards  through  undiscovered  Time, 
ack  darkness,  save  that  each  had  his  horn- 
rn,  and  the  vanguard  some  few  of  grlass ! 
wevcr,  we  will  not  dwell  on  controversial 
ics.  What  we  had  to  remark  was  that 
ra,  called  of  Philosophy,  was  in  itself  but 


a  poor  era ;  that  any  little  morality  it  had  was 
chiefly  borrowed,  and  from  those  very  ages 
which  it  accounted  so  barbarous.  For  this 
"Honour,"  this  "Force  of  Public  Opinion,"  is 
not  asserted,  on  any  side,  to  have  much  reno- 
vating, but  only  a  sustaining  or  preventive 
power ;  it  cannot  create  new  Virtue,  but  at  best 
may  preserve  what  is  already  there.  Nay,  of 
the  age  of  Louis  XV.,  we  may  say  that  its  very- 
Power,  its  material  strength,  its  knowledge,  all 
that  it  had,  was  borrowed.  It  boasted  itself  to 
be  an  age  of  illumination ;  and  truly  illumina- 
tion there  was  of  its  kind:  only,  except  the 
illuminated  windows,  almost  nothing  to  be  sren 
thereby.  None  of  those  great  Doctrines  or  In- 
stitutions that  have  "  made  man  in  all  points 
a  man ;"  none  even  of  those  Discoveries  that 
have  the  most  subjected  external  Nature  to  his 
purposes,  were  made  in  that  age.  What 
Plough,  or  Printing-press,  what  Chivalry,  or 
Christianity  ;  nay,  what  Steam-engine,  or  Qua^ 
kerism,  or  Trial  by  Jury,  did  these  Encyclo- 
pedists invent  for  mankind?  They  invented 
simply  nothing;  not  one  of  man's  virtues,  not 
one  of  man's  powers,  is  due  to  them :  in  all 
these  respects,  the  age  of  Louis  XV.  is  among 
the  most  barren  of  recorded  ages.  Indeed,  the 
whole  trade  of  our  Philosophet  was  directly  the 
opposite  of  invention :  it  was  not  to  produce, 
that  they  stood  there ;  but  to  criticise,  to  quarrel 
with,  to  rend  in  pieces,  what  had  been  already 
produced; — a  quite  inferior  trade :  sometimes- 
a  useful,  but  on  the  whole  a  mean  trade ;  often 
the  fruit,  and  always  the  parent,  of  meanness,- 
in  every  mind  that  permanently  follows  it 

Considering  the  then  position  of  affairs,  it  is 
not  singular  that  the  age  of  Louis  XV.  should 
have  been  what  it  was  :  an  age  without  noble- 
ness, without  high  virtues,  or  high  manifesta- 
tions of  talent;  an  age  of  shallow  clearness,  of 
polish,  self-conceit,  skepticism,  and  all  forms 
of  Pertijlage,  As  little  does  it  seem  surprising, 
or  peculiarly  blamable,  that  Voltaire,  the  lead- 
ing man  of  that  age,  should  have  partaken 
largely  of  all  its  qualities.  True,  his  giddy 
activity  took  serious  effect,  the  light  firebrands, 
which  he  so  carelessly  scattered  abroad,  kin- 
dled fearful  conflagrations :  but  in  these  there 
has  been  good  as  well  as  evil ;  nor  is  it  just 
that,  even  for  the  latter,  he,  a  limited  mortal, 
should  be  charged  with  more  than  mortal's 
responsibility.  AAer  all,  that  parched,  blighted 
period,  and  the  period  of  earthquakes  and 
tornadoes  which  followed  it,  have  now  well- 
nigh  cleared  away :  they  belong  to  the  Past, 
and  for  us  and  those  that  come  after  us,  are 
not  without  the.ir  benefits,  and  calm  historical 
meaning. 

"  The  thinking  heads  of  all  nations,"  says  a 
deep  observer, "  had  in  secret  come  to  majority ; 
and,  in  a  mistaken  feeling  of  their  vocation, 
rose  the  more  fiercely  against  antiquated  con- 
straint. The  Man  of  Letters  is,  by  instinct, 
opposed  to  a  Priesthood  of  old  standing:  the 
literary  class  and  the  clerical  must  wage  a  war 
of  extermination,  when  they  are  divided ;  for 
both  strive  aAer  one  place.  Such  division 
became  more  and  more  perceptible,  the  nearer 
we  approached  the  period  of  European  man- 
hood, the  epoch  of  triumphant  Learning;  and 
Knowledge  and  Faith  came  into  more  decided 
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eontndietioii.  In  tlA  prerailing  Ftith,  as  was 
dioaghtt  lay  the  reason  of  the  universal  degra- 
dation; and  hjT  a  more  and  more  searching 
Knowledge  men  hoped  to  remove  it.  On  all 
kt^kt  A«  Religions  feeling  suffered,  under 
Buiitfold  attacks  against  its  actual  manner  of 
eziatenee»  against^e  Forms  in  which  hitherto 
it  had  imbodied  itself.  The  result  of  that  mo- 
dem way  of  thought  was  named  Philosophy ; 
«nd  in  this  all  was  inclnded  that  opposed  itself 
to  the  ancient  way  of  thought,  especially, 
*dier«(bre,  lUl  that  opposed  itself  to  Religion. 
The  original  personal  hatred  against  the 
Catbollo  faith  passed,  by  degrees,  into  hatred 
acainst  the  Bible ;  against  the  Christian  Reli- 
giott,  and  at  last  against  Religion  altogether. 
Nay,  more,  this  hatred  of  Religion  naturally 
extended  itself  over  all  objects  of  enthusiasm 
in  general;  proscribed  Fancy  and  Feeling, 
MoraliQr  and  love  of  Art,  the  Future  and  the 
Aatiqoe ;  placed  man,  wiUi  an  effort,  foremost 
in  the  series  of  natural  productions;  and 
ehanged  Uie  infinite,  creative  music  of  the 
Universe  into  the  monotonous  clatter  of  a 
iNrandiees  Mill,  which,  turned  by  the  stream 
•«if  Chanee,  and  swimming  thereon,  was  a  Mill 
4»f  itself,  without  Architect  and  Miller,  properiy, 
n  giteuine  ptrmtmtm  mobile,  a  real,  self-grinding 
MUL 

"  One  enthnsiaam  was  generously  left  to  poor 
maakindt  and  rendered  indispensable  as  a 
tooehatolie  of  the  highest  culture,  for  all  job- 
bers in  (he  sane :  Enthusiasm  for  this  mag^ 
aanimoos  Philosophy,  and  above  all,  ibr  these 
its  priests  and  mystagogues.  France  was  ao 
happy  as  to  be  the  birthplace  and  dwelling  of 
this  new  Faith,  which  had  thus,  from  patches 
of  pure  knowledge,  been  pasted  together.  Low 
as  Poetry  ranked  in  this  new  Church,  there 
were  some  poets  among  them,  who  for  effect's 
sake  made  use  of  the  old  ornaments  and  old 
lights ;  but,  in-  so  doing,  ran  a  risk  of  kindling 
the  new  world-system  by  ancient  fire.  More 
cunning  brethren,  however,  were  at  hand  to 
help ;  and  always  in  season  poured  cold  water 
on  the  warming  audience.  The  members  of 
this  Church  were  restlessly  employed  in  clear- 
ing Nature,  the  Earth,  the  Souls  of  men,  the 
Sciences,  from  all  Poetry;  obliterating  every 
vestige  of  the  Holy :  disturbing,  by  sarcasms, 
the  memory  of  all  lofty  occurrences,  and  lofty 
men ;  disrobing  the  world  of  all  its  variegated 
vesture.  •  •  •  •  Pity  that  Nature  con- 
tinued 80  wondrous  and  incomprehensible,  so 
Soetical  and  infinite,  all  efforts  to  modernize 
er  notwithstanding!  However,  if  any- 
where an  old  superstition,  of  a  higher  world 
and  the  tike,  came  to  light,  instantly,  on  all 
hands,  was  a  springing  of  rattles ;  that,  if  pos- 
sible, the  dangerous  spark  might  be  extin- 
guished, by  appliances  of  philosophy  and  wit  : 
yet  Tolerance  was  the  watchword  of  the  culti- 
vated ;  and  in  France,  above  all,  synonymous 
4vith  Philosophy.  Highly  remarkable  is  this 
history  of  modem  Unbelief;  the  key  to  all  the 
vast  phenomena  of  recent  times.  Not  till  last 
century,  till  the  latter  half  of  it,  does  the  no- 
velty begin  ;  and  in  a  little  while,  it  expands  to 
an  immeasurable  bulk  and  variety :  a  second 
Reformation,  a  more  comprehensive,  and  more 
specific,  was  unavoidable :  and  naturally  it  first 


visited  that  land  which  waa  dit  aoit 

ized,  add  had  the  longest  lain  in  aft  asAcak 

state,  from  the  want  of  freedom.  •  •  • 

*^  At  the  present  epoch,  hawever«  .we  stn^ 
high  enough  to  look  back  with  a  fiiendlj  aafle 
on  those  bygone  days;  and  even  in'thoK 
marvellous  follies  to  discern  cnrions  eiystil- 
lizations  of  historical  matter.  Thankfnily  win 
we  stretch  out  our  hands  to  those  Men  of 
Letters  and  Philotopket:  for  this  delasion  In 
required  to  be  elhausted;  and  the  •^fp^ 
side  of  things  to  have  full  value  given  it  MMt 
beauteous  and  many-coloured  stands  Boof, 
like  a  leafy  India,  when  contnsied  with  ^ 
cold,  dead  Spitzbergen  of  that  cloeellogn 
That  in  the  middle  of  the  globep  nn  India,  so 
warm  and  lordly,  might  existt  nuiat  also  aeoli 
motionless  sea,  dead  clii&rnust  iiutead  of  the 
starnr  sky,  and  a  long  night,  ihake  both  Mit 
uninhabitable.  The  deep  meaning  of  the  Ian 
of  Mechanism  lay  heavy  on  those  andMMilM 
in  the  deserts  of  Understanding :  theehantof 
the  first  glimp|8e  into  it  overpowerad  thesi :  fte 
Old  aveaged  itself  on  them;  to  the  first  ftit 
ing  of  8el^conseioasttess,  tb^  saeiiftee^  wtk 
wondrons  devotedness,  what  WM  holkstM 
Ikirest  in  the  wofUlt  and  wete  the  finit  AHL 
in  practice,  again  reooaiiaed  vnd  nrwiW 
forth  the  sacredness  of  Nalnrt,  die.  '" 

of  Art,  the  independence  of 
worth  of  th^  Practiealt  and.tlie 
the  Spirit  of  History ;  and  ao  doini^  wU  i 
to  a  Spectre-dynasty  mam  poicii** 
and  terrific  than  pernaptthey  ~ 
aware  oH"* 

Howfar  our  readers  will  accompany  HunJl 
in  such  high-soaring  speculation  is  not  fivw 
to  say.  Meanwhile,  that  the  better  pact  i( 
them  have  already,  in  their  own  dialeel^naiiri 
with  him,  and  with  us,  in  candid  tolerBBea.ia 
clear  acknowledgment,  towards  French  M* 
losophy,  towards  this  Voltaire  and  the  spirifiHl 
period  which  bears  his  name,  we  do  not  ' 
tate  to  believe.  Intolerance,  animosity, 
forward  no  cause ;  and  least  of  all 
cause  of  moral  and  religions  truth.  A 
man  has  well  reminded  us,  that  ^  in  any 
trovecsy,  the  instant  we  feel  anger,  we 
already  ceased  striving  for  Truth,  and  bmi 
striving  for  Ourselves.  Let  no  man  doabt  b 
Voltaire  and  his  disciples,  like  all  aMaaai 
all  things  that  live  and  act  in  God's  WmH 
will  one  day  be  found  to  have  **  workel  1^ 
gether  for  good."  Nay  that  with  all  his  tfil 
he  has  already  accomplish^  good,  nuMt  k 
admitted  in  the  soberest  calcalation.  Bmt 
much  do  we  include'  in  this  one  little  wodt 
He  gave  the  death-stab  to  nM>dem  t^pefHitiiai 
That  horrid  incubus,  which  dwelt  in  dtflMib 
shunning  the  light,  is  passilig  away;  wiAiB 
its  racks,  and  poison-chalices,  and  fool 
ing-draughts,  is  passing  away  wiihoat  i 
He  who  sees  even  a  Tittle  way  into  dM 
of  the  times,  sees  well  that  both  the  SadL 
fires  and  the  Edinburgh  thumbseievt  0^1 
these  too  must  be  held  in  remembnaee)  #  { 
things  which  have  long,  very  long,  liia  ^ 
hind  us ;  divided  iVom  us  by  a  wall  d  ij^  i 
turies,  transparentindeed,  bat  more  ii        '^ 
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than  adamiDt.  For,aa  we  said.  Superstition 
is  in  its  death-lair ;  the  last  agonies  may  endare 
ibr  decades,  or  for  centuries ;  but  it  carries  the 
iron  in  its  heart,  and  will  not  vex  the  earth  any 
more. 

That,   with  Superstition,  Religion  is   also 
passing  away,  seems   to  us  a  still  more  un- 

? rounded  fear.  Religion  cannot  pass  away. 
he  burning  of  a  little  straw  may  hide  the 
stars  of  the  sky ;  but  the  stars  are  there,  and 
will  re-appear.  On  the  whole,  we  must  repeat 
the  often-repeated  saying,  that  it  is  unworthy 
a  religious  man  to  view  an  irreligious  one 
either  with  alarm  or  aversion  or  with  any  other 
feeling  than  regret,  and  hope,  and  brotherly 


commiseration.  If  he  seek  Truth,  is  he  not 
our  brother,  and  to  be  pitied  1  If  be  do  not 
seek  truth,  is  he  not  still  our  brother,  and  to 
be  pitied  still  more  1  Old  Ludovicus  Vives 
has  a  story  of  a  clown  that  kilted  his  ass  be- 
cause it  had  drunk  up  the  moon,  and  he  thought 
the  world  could  ill  spare  that  luminary.  So  he 
killed  his  ass,  tU  litnam  rtddcret.  The  clown 
was  well-intentioned,  but  unwise.  Let  us  not 
imitate  him  ;  let  us  not  slay  a  faithful  servant 
who  has  carried  us  far.  He  has  not  drunk  the 
moon ;  but  only  the  reflection  of  the  moon,  in 
his  own  poor  water-pail,  where,  too,  it  may  be, 
he  was  drinking  with  purposes  the  most  harm- 
less. 


NOVALIS/ 

[FoRHiox  Review,  1829.] 


A  vuMBia  of  years  ago,  Jean  Paul's  copy 
af  JVbpo/if  led  him  to  infbr  that  the  German 
reading  world  was  of  a  quick  disposition ;  in- 
asmuch as  with  regard  to  books  that  required 
■ore  than  one  perusal,  it  declined  perusing 
diem  at  all.  Paul's  NcvgfUf  we  suppose,  was 
of  the  first  Edition,  uncut,  dusty,  and  lent  him 
from  the  Public  Library  with  willingness,  nay, 
with  joy ;  but  times,  it  would  appear,  mul^t  be 
considerably  changed  since  then ;  indeed,  were 
ve  to  judge  of  German  reading  habits  from 
lliese  volumes  of  ours,  we  should  draw  quite 
tt  opposite  conclusion  of  Paul's  ;  for  they  are 
of  the  fourth  Edition,  perhaps  therefore  the 
m-thoosandih  copy,  and  that  of  a  Book  de- 
manding, whether  deserving  or  not,  to  be 
oftener  read  than  almost  any  other  it  has  ever 
been  our  lot  to  examine. 

Without  at  all  entering  into  the  merits  of 

Novalis,  we  may  observe  that  we  should  reckon 

it  a  happy  sign  of  Literature,  were  so  solid  a 

Ashion  of  study  here  and  there  established  in 

all  countries ;  for  directly  in  the  teeth  of  most 

*  intellectual  tea-circles,"  it  maybe  asserted 

that  no  good  Book,  or  good  thing  of  any  iiort, 

shows  its  best  face  at  first;  nay,  that  the  com- 1 

■onest  quality  in  a  true  work  of  Art,  if  its  ex- 

edlence  have  any  depth  and  compass,  is  that 

at  first  sight  it  occasions  a  certain  disappoint- 

aent;  perhaps  even,  mingled  with  its  undeni- 

aUe  beauty,  a  certain  feeling  of  aversion.  Not 

a*  if  we  meant,  by  this  remark,  to  cast  a  stone 

at  the  old  guild  of  literary  Imp^ovi2^ators,  or 

aay  of  that  diligent  brotherhood  whose  trade  it 

ii  to  blow  soap-bubbles  fur  their  fellow-crca- 

tares;  which  bubbles,  of  course,  if  they  are 

^t  seen  and  admired  this  moment,  will  be 

altogether  lost  to  men's  eyes  the  next.    Con- 

tidering  the  use  of  these  blowers,  in  civilized 

Communities,  we  rather  wish   them    strong 

lungs,  and  all  manner  of  prosperity :  but  simply 

•  Jflnaii*  SekrifUu.  Htruusgegebtn  von  Ludriff  T^tck 
^ud  Pritdrick  ScAlM^.  (Novalit*  Writings.  Edited  by 
(.nlwif  TIeek  MdYrMrkh  Bchleiel.)  Fourth  Edition, 
^vala.    ikrUB,18i6. 


we  would  contend  that  such  soap-bubble  guild 
should  not  become  the  sole  one  in  Literature ; 
that  being  indisputably  the  strongest,  it  should 
content  itself  with  this  pre-eminence,  and  not 
tyrannically  annihilate  its  less  prosperous 
neighbours.  For  it  shoo  Id  be  recollected  that 
Literature  positively  has  other  aims  th'kn  this 
of  amusement  from  hour  to  hour;  nay, per- 
haps, that  this,  glorious  as  it  may  be,  is  not 
its  highest  or  true  aim.  We  do  say,  therefore, 
that  the  Improvisator  corporation  should  be 
kept  within  limits;  and  readers,  at  least  a 
certain  small  class  of  readers,  should  under- 
stand that  some  few  departments  of  human 
inquiry  have  still  their  depths  and  difficulties  ; 
that  the  abstruse  is  not  precisely  synonymous 
with  the  absurd;  nay,  that  light  itself  may  be 
darkness,  in  a  certain  state  of  the  eyesight ; 
that,  in  short,  cases  may  occur  when  a  little 
patience  and  some  attempt  at  thought  would 
not  be  altogether  superfluous  in  reading.  Let 
the  mob  of  gentlemen  keep  their  own  ground, 
and  be  happy  and  applauded  there :  if  they 
overstep  that  ground,  they  indeed  may  flourish 
the  better  for  it,  but  the  reader  will  suffer 
damage.  For  in  this  way,  a  reader,  accustomed 
to  see  through  every  thing  in  one  second  of 
lime,  comes  to  forget  that  his  wisdom  and 
critical  penetration  are  finite  and  not  infinite; 
and  so  commits  more  than  one  mistake  in  his 
conclusions.  The  Reviewer,  too,  who  indeed 
is  only  a  preparatory  reader,  as  it  were,  a  sort 
of  sieve  and  drainer  for  the  use  of  more  luxuri- 
I  ous  readers,  soon  follows  his  example :  these 
\  two  react  still  further  on  the  mob  of  gentle- 
men ;  and  so  among  them  all,  with  this  action 
and  reaction,  matters  grow  worse  and  worse. 

It  rather  seems  to  us  as  if,  in  this  respect 

of  faithfulness  in  reading,  the  Germans  were 

somewhat  ahead  of  us  English;  at  least  we 

have  no  such  proof  to  show  of  it  as  that  fourth 

!  Edition  of  yovalis.      Our  Coleridge's    Friend, 

for  example,  and  Biographia  Lilfvarin^  are  but 

.  a  slight  business  compared  with  these  Schrif' 

>  ten ;  little  more  than  the  Alphabet,  and  that  in 
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Ellt  leltrrt,  or  «uch  Fhiloeophr  and  Art  as  is 
here  laughi  in  the  form  or  Grimmar  and  Rbe- 

loiical  Compend:  yel  CuJcridge's  vorks  vere 
trinmphinlly  condemned  by  ihe  whole  reviev- 
fo^l^lOi'ld,  as  clearly  uninielligible;  and  among 
rsHCn  (hey  have  sliil  but  an  anseen  circala- 
tioD  1  like  living  brooks,  hidden  for  the  present 
osdrr  iDouniatns  of  Trolh  and  theaicical  snow- 
paperi  and  which  only  ai  a  disiani  day.  when 
tbeae  motinlains  sball  have  decomposed  them- 
selves  iaio  gus  and  earthly  residuum,  may 
roil  forth  in  iheir  true  limpid  shape,  lo  glad- 
den the  general  eye  with  what  beauty  and 
nerlasting  freshneis  does  reside  in  ihein.  Ii 
is  admitted,  too,  on  all  hands,  that  Mr.  Cole- 
ridge is  a  man  of  "genins,"  thai  is,  a  man 
hiving  more  intellectual  insight  than  oiber 
men-,  and  strangely  enough,  it  is  taken  for 
gnated,  at  the  same  lime,  thai  he  has  less  in- 
tellectual ioiighl  than  any  other.  For  why 
elK  are  his  doctrines  lo  be  thrown  oat  of 
doors,  wilhoQI  eiaminaiioa,  as  false  and 
■worthless,  simply  because  they  are  obscure  1 
Or  how  is  iheir  so  palpable  falsehood  to  be 
accoimted  for  to  oar  minds,  except  on  this  ei- 
Iroordinary  ground;  that  a  man  able  to  origi- 
nate deep  thoughts  (such  is  the  meaning  of 
gtuiat)  It  unable  to  k(  them  when  originated; 
that  the  creative  intellect  of  a  Philosopher  is 
dntitute  of  that  mere  laeully  of  logic  which 
belongs  to  "all  Aiioraeys,  and  men  educated 
in  Edinburgh !"  The  Cambridge  carrier. 
When  asked  whether  his  horse  could  "draw 
inferences."  readily  replied.  "  Yes.  any  thing 
in  reason;"  bul  here,  it  seems,  is  a  man  of 
Bcnius  who  has  no  similar  gift 

We  ourselves,  we  confess,  are  too  young  in 
die  study  of  human  nature  to  have  mei  with 
any  such  anomaly.  Never  yet  has  it  been  our 
fortune  to  fall  in  with  any  man  of  genius. 
whose  conclusions  did  not  correspond  better 
wilh  his  premises,  and  not  worse.  Ihan  those 
of  other  men ;  whose  genius,  when  il  once 
came  tobeiinderaiood,did  not  manifest  iiself  in 
a  deeper,  fuller,  truer  view  of  all  things  human 
and  divine,  than  the  clearest  of  your  so  laud- 
able "  practical  men  "  had  claim  to.  Such, 
we  say.  has  been  our  uniform  experience  ;  so 
uniform,  that  we  now  hardly  ever  erpect  to 
Bee  it  contradicted.    True  it  is,  the  old  Pytha- 

Sircan  argument  of  "  the  master  said  it,"  has 
ng  ceased  to  be  available :  in  these  days,  no 
man,  except  the  Pope  of  Rome,  is  altogether 
exempt  from  error  of  judgment;  doubtless  a 
man  of  genius  may  chance  to  adopt  false  opi- 
nions ;  nay,  rather,  like  all  other  sans  of  Adam, 
except  that  same  enviable  Pope,  tnvir  occa- 
sionally adopt  sueb.  Nevenheless.  we  reckon 
it  ■  good  maxim,  thai  "no  error  is  fully  con- 
ftitea  till  we  have  seen  not  only  iliai  it  is  an 
error,  but  hoa  it  became  one  ; "  till  finding  that 
it  clashes  wilh  the  principles  of  Irnlh,  estab- 
lished iu  onr  own  mind,  we  liad  also  in  what 
way  it  bad  seemed  lo  harmonize  with  the  prin- 
ciples of  Irdth  established  iii  thai  other  mind, 
¥>ri]apa  so  unspeakably  superior  to  ours, 
reated  by  tbis  method  it  slil!  appears  lo  us. 
nocurding  to  the  old  saying,  that  the  errors  of 
ttie  wise  man  are  literally  more  insiruciive 
than  Ihe  truths  of  a  fool.  For  the  wise 
jnan  Irarets  in  \ot\y,  far-seeing  regions ;  the 


fool  in  low-Tying, high-fei^ced  lanes: 
ihe  footsteps  of  the  former,  lo  discover  where 
he  deviated,  whole  provinces  of  ihe  nnivene 
are  laid  open  to  us ;  in  the  path  of  the  Uttet, 
granting  even  that  he  have  not  deviated  ai  til, 
little  is  laid  open  to  ns  but  two  wheel-TuU  and 
two  hedges. 

On  these  grounds  we  reckon  il  more  prntt 
able,  in  almost  any  case,  to  hare  to  do  wilh 
men  of  depth,  lhan  wilh  men  of  shallownen: 
and  were  it  possible,  we  would  read  no  book 
that  was  not  wriiten  by  one  of  the  former 
class;  all  members  of  which  we  would  Ion 
and  venerate,  how  perverse  soever  they  nay 
seem  lo  ns  at  first ;  nay,  though,  after  the  fiiD- 
esl  in  ves ligation,  we  still  found  many  things 
to  pardon  in  them.  Such  of  our  readers  asai 
all  parlitjipale  in  this  predileclion  will  nol 
blame  as  for  bringing  Ibem  acquainted  with 
Novalis,  a  man  of  the  most  indisputable  talent, 
poetical  and  philosophical ;  whose  opinioni. 
extraordinary,  nay,  altogether  wild  and  base- 
less as  ihey  oAen  appear,  are  not  wilboota 
strict  coherence  in  his  own  mind,  and  will 
lead  any  other  mind,  that  examines  themfailb- 
fully.  into  endless  considerations ;  openisg 
the  strangest  inquiries,  new  Imths,  or  Be* 
possibilities  of  imth,  a  whole  uneipestej 
world  of  Ihought,  where,  whether  for  belief  or 
denial,  ihe  deepest  questions  await  ns. 

In  what  is  called  rerieving  such  a  boot  w 
this,  we  are  aware  that  to  Ihe  judicious  eralti- 
man  two  methods  preseni  themselves.  The 
firsi  and  most  convenient  is  for  the  Reviewer 
to  perch  himself  resolutely,  as  it  were,  on  the 
shoulder  of  bis  Author,  and  therefrom  to  skow 
as  if  he  commanded  him,  and  looked  down  en 
him  by  natural  superiority  of  atatare.  VHoih  • 
soever  the  great  man  says  or  does,  the  Itllfc 
man  shall  treat  him  with  an  air  of  knowing 
ness  and  light  condescending  mockery;  pro- 
fessing, with  lonch  covert  sarcasm,  thai  this 
and  that  other  is  beyond  hii  compreheanon, 
and  cunningly  asking  bis  readers  Lfibej  coD- 
prebend  il '.  Herein  it  will  help  him  mighlily, 
if  besides  description,  he  can  quote  a  few  pas- 
sages, which, in  their  detached  slate,  and  ufcra 
most  probably  in  quite  a  wrong  acceptatioe 
of  Ihe  words,  shall  sound  strange,  and  to  car- 
lain  hearers,  even  absurd ;  all  which  will  be 
easy  enough,  if  he  have  any  handiness  in  the 
business,  and  address  ihe  right  audience; 
irulhs,  as  this  world  goes,  being  true  only  lor 
those  that  have  ikhik  understanding  of  them; 
as,  for  instance,  ii^  the  Yorkshire  Wolds,  and 
Thames  Coal-sbips,  Chrintlan  men  enoi^ 
might  be  found,  at  tbis  day,  who,  if  you  read 
them  the  Thirty-ninlh  of  Ihe  Prindpia,  woitM 
"grin  intelligence  from  ear  lo  ear."  On  the 
other  hand,  should  our  Reviewer  meet  wilh 
any  passage,  the  wisdom  of  which,  deep,  plain. 
and  palpable  to  the  simplest,  might  cause  mia- 
giving!  in  the  reader,  as  Jf  here  were  a  bid 
of  half-unit n own  endowment,  whom  p«l%tfs 
it  were  better  to  wonder  at  than  laugh  at,  w 
Reviewer  either  quietly  suppresses  it,  ot  liOMg 
It  with  an  air  of  meritorions  candour,  «sll* 
upon  hit  Author,  in  a  lone  of  command  aad 
encouritgem«nt,'ta  lay  aside  his  iranscendeatii 
crotchets,  and  write  always  thus,  and  lie  vUl 
admire  him.    Whereby  ibe  reader  agtin  liisis 


i  procMds  iidmTningljr  to  the  cod- 
f  the  "  Anicle,"  and  shuts  ii  with  a 
s  feeling,  not  only  ihai  he  and  the 
'  understand  this  man,  but  also  that, 
e  TRfs  of  Tancf  and  the  like,  the  nl&n 
!e  belter  than  a  living  mass  of  darhnesB. 
is  way  does  the  small  Reviewer  triumph 
_  Ml  Authors;  btit  ii  is  the  iriiuoph  of  a 
In  this  way,  too,  does  he  recommead 
bhnself  lo  cenain  readers,  but  it  is  the  recom- 
nendalion  of  a  parasite,  and  of  no  true  servant. 
I^e  servant  would  have  lipolcen  tmth,  in  this 
e«se(  truth,  that  it  might  have  profited,  how- 
erer  harsh;  Ihe  p«rasite  glosses  his  master 
wiOi  tweet  speeches,  that  he  may  filch  ap- 
ptonse,  and  cenain  "guineas  per  sheet,"  from 
nim:  sQbsiituling  for  Ignoraoce,  which  was 
huTDless,  Error  which  is  not  so.  And  jei  to 
the  Tnlgar  reader,  naluratly  enough,  that  flat- 
tering unction  is  full  of  solacctnent.  In  fact, 
M  ■  reader  of  this  sort  few  things  can  be  more 
fining  than  to  lind  that  his  own  little  Parish, 
^Bm  he  lived  so  snug  and  absolute,  is,  aRer 
^H««  the  whole  Universe  i  that  beyond  the 
^^B  which  Ecreened  hiii  house  from  the  west 
^BS.  and  gr«w  his  biicheti  vegetables  so 
^Rctly,  there  are  other  hills  and  other  ham- 
tRs,  nay,  tnounlains  and  lowered  cities;  with 
•II  which,  if  he  wotild  coniinue  iq  pass  for  a 
Geographer,  he  mu-it  forthwith  make  himself 
■cqaainted.  Now  this  Reviewer,  often  bis  fel- 
low Parishioner,  is  a  safe  mao :  leads  him 
vlcmsantly  to  the  hill  lop;  shows  him  that  in- 
deed there  are,  or  seem  to  be,  other  expanses, 
(bece,  too,  of  boundless  extent ;  bm  with  only 
^tpA  TUoiintains,  and  fnlamargana  cities;  the 
^B^haraCter  of  that  region  being  Vacuity, 
^^■Ml  a  stony  desert  tenanted  by  Gtyphc 

^^Kinly,  if  printing  ii  not,  like  cotirtier  speech, 
^^B)  irt  of  eouttalmg  thought,"  all  Ihi 
^Hto>ble  enough.  Is  it  the  Reviei 
^Hpe  10  be  the  pander  of  laziness,  self-conceit, 
^B|aU  manner  of  eonlempinous  stupidity  on 
^B^an  of  his  reader;  carefully  mini^ter- 
^^■iDlbese  propensities;  carefally  fencing  off 
^^Herer  might  invade  that  fool's-paradise 
^^Bnewsof  distitrbancE!  Is  be  the  priest  of 
^^■■ratare  and  Philosophy,  to  interpret  their 
^^MerJeslo  Ibe  common  man;  as  a  faithl'ul 
^^KelieT.  leaching  him  to  understand  what  is 
^Hbted  for  bis  understanding,  to  reverence 
^^Bl  U  adapted  for  higher  understandings 
^^ft  his!  Or  merely  the  lackey  of  Dullness, 
^Hmag  for  certain  u'ages,afpuddingorpi 
^|Me  month  or  qnarter,  to  perpetuate  the 
^KrMtimptioQ  and  triviality  on  earth  1  If  the 
^^Wr,  vill  he  nol  be  catinselled  to  pause  for  nn 
^^Bhnt,  and  reflect  seriously,  whether  starva- 
^^B  vara  wor^e  or  were  belter  than  such  a 
^^n^xlXlence 

^^pDrreader  perceives  that  we  are  for  adopt. 
^Hr  Ibe  aecond  meihod  with  regard  to  Novalis ; 
^■t  we  wish  less  to  insult  over  this  highly- 
^■^  man,  [ban  to  gain  some  insight  into  Kim; 
^^Bw«  look  upon  his  mode  of  being  and 
^Hlfcing  as  very  sinf;u!ar,  but  not,  therefore, 
^becMnlf  rery  eoniemplible ;  as  a  matter,  in 
^Bb  worthy  cf  eiaminaiion,  and  dilGcull  be. 
^^H  llMt  oUiers  lo  examiDe  wisely  and  with 
^^KJ^  bo  imall  man  expect  that.  In  litis 


case,  a  Samson  is  lo  be  led  forth,  MlDfled  A4 

manacled,  to  make  him  sport.  Nay,  might  it 
not,  in  a  spiritual  sense,  be  death,  as  surely  It 
would  be  damage,  to  the  small  man  himsetfT 
For  is  not  this  habit  of  sneering  at  all  gnal- 
ness,  of  forcibly  bringingdown  all  greatDBMlo 
his  own  height,  one  chief  cau^e  which  keeps 
that  height  so  very  inconsiderable  1  Come  of 
it  what  may,  we  have  no  refreshing  dew  fof 
the  small  man's  vanity  in  this  place,  nay, 
rather,  ns  charitable  brethren,  and  fellow-sftu"- 
ferers  from  that  same  evil,  we  Would  gladly  laf 
the  sickle  lo  that  reed-grove  of  self-cuneeit, 
which  has  grown  round  him,  and  reap  it  alto- 
gether away,  that  so  the  true  figure  of  the 
world,  and  his  own  true  figure,  might  no  lougeT 
be  utterly  hidden  from  him.  Does  this  ovt 
brother,  ihen,  refhse  to  accompany  u.s,  withonl 
such  allurements?  He  masi  even  retain  oar 
best  wishes,  and  abide  by  his  own  hearth. 
Farther,  lo  the  honest  few  that  still  go  aIot)g 


wiihu 


nthii 


say  tha^  far  from  looking  down  ( 
Novalis,  we  cannot  place  either  them  or  otir- 
selvei  on  a  level  with  him.  To  explain  so 
strange  an  individuality,  lo  exhibit  a  mind  of 
this  depth  aod  singularity  before  the  minds  of 
readers  so  foreign  to  him  in  every  sense,  would 
be  a  vain  pretension  in  us.  With  the  best  will, 
and  after  repeated  trials,  we  have  gained  bul  a 
feeble  notion  of  Novalis  for  ourselves:  his 
Volumes  come  before  us  with  every  disad- 
vantage ;  they  are  the  posthuraons  works  of  a 
man  cut  off  in  early  fife,  while  his  opinions, 
far  from  being  matnred  for  the  public  eye, 
were  stilt  lying  crude  and  disjointed  before  hts 
own ;  for  most  part  written  down  in  the  shape 
of  detached  aphorisms,  "  none  of  them,"  as  he 
says  himself,  "untrue  or  unimportant  lo  hia 
own  mind,"  but  naturally  ret(uiring  lo  be  re- 
modelled, expanded,  compressed,  as  Ihe  matter 
cleared  up  more  and  more  into  logical  unity; 
at  best  but  fragments  of  a  great  scheme  which 
he  did  not  live  to  realize.  If  his  editors.  Fried- 
rich  Schlegel  and  Lud  wig  Tieck,  declined  com- 
menting on  these  Writings,  we  may  well  be 
Excnsed  for  declining  to  do  so.  "  It  cannot  be 
our  purpose  here,"  says  Tieck,  "  to  recommend 
the  following  Works,  or  to  judge  them;  pro- 
bable as  it  must  be  thai  any  judgmeni  delivered 
at  this  stage  of  Ihe  matter  would  be  a  prema- 
ture and  unripe  one ;  for  a  spirit  of  snch 
originality  musi  first  be  comprehended,  his  will 
understood,  and  his  loving  intention  felt  and 
replied  lo;  so  that  not  till  hi)  ideas  have  taken 
root  in  other  minds,  and  brought  forth  new 
ideas,  shall  we  see  rightly,  from  the  historical 
i^equence,  what  place  he  himself  occupied,  and 
what  relation  lo  his  country  he  truly  bore." 

Meanwhile,  Novalis  is  a  figure  of  such  ini' 
portance  in  German  Literature,  thai  no  tlo- 
dent  of  it  can  pass  him  by  wiihont  atienlian. 
If  ice  must  not  altempt  interpreting  this  Work 
for  our  readers,  w«  are  bound  nt  least  to  point 
out  iis  ciisienoe,  and  according  to  oor  bc»l 
knowledge,  direct  such  of  ihern  as  take  an  io- 
I  terest  in  the  matter  how  lo  investigate  il  fiinher 
!  for  iheir  own  benefit.  For  this  purpose,  ii may 
be  well  that  we  leave  our  Author  to  speak 
chielly  for  himself;  sahjoiniog  only  lOch  tx- 
positions  as  cannot  be  Als^iuejk  ^rAwtot  v~ 


Xmwr.  gtPt«  a*  •  rncte*  to  *•  Ttod  Eib- 


I  eml  him  off, 

^___ a  of  kis  ichtilanhip. 

At  ^  .ijitlMii'fc  ]r«V,  4Aer  a  ttw  months 
afaiMWMiw  M  WW  GfiMMMR,  Ok  Doly  ID- 
M  W  apfcvs  W  ^ve  reccivml  in  aoy 
Mjlftit  Kkovl.b«  Tcpaind  10  Jena:  and  con- 
iMMilbm  for  three  jvare;  after  which  he 
ntM  «••  season  in  lh»  Leipzig  Umrersily, 
^■4  ■•o<b«r,*'io  compleiB  his  smJi 
irfWilwat*!?.  It  seems  (o  have  hi 
t^[  he  became  acquaiuted  with  Friednch 
Scbiirg*!;  where  also,  we  suppose,  he  si iidied 
nndei  f  ichir.  For  both  of  Ihese  men  he  coii- 
«cirrd  «  high  admiration  and  ilTeciioD ;  and 
bgth  of  ihem  hail,  clearly  enough,  -  a  great  aad 
•bldiAC  eff«'  0"  his  whole  life."  Fiehlfc  — 
parliouUr,  whose  lofly  eloquence, 
uln  cDlhusiasm  are  said  to  hare 
irreskiuble  as  a  teacher.*  had  qi 
Novalis  lo  his  doeiriun ;  indrAl  I 


PCS  WWTWGS. 

wkick.  M  «e  an  1^  ar  te  Imm^ 


—  phi  liLal  iBqairiei, 

■MRU  ia  clasKiMl  lUenHaic,  SovvIm  aHiM 

*  M  have  deroicd  himsetf  viik  udaor  to  fc 
PhjiKal  Sciencei,  and  lo  Matheaalks.  ikc 
WifcrfiheM  :**  ai  an  <*riT  period  <tf  kii  131^ 
he  had  i«ad  Boeh  QiMofy  "  with  eiBaar^naij 
caferaesi^  PoeBt  bad  froai  of  old  beca  "the 
defafhi  otflii*  kitnre  r  panicuUrlf  tbalipeciei 

*  -'  led  MUrrin,  (TnditioDaiy  Tale.) 
Uiaaed  a  favouriie  with  him  in  Ibc 
InMt  from  infancy  it  had  been  a 
iMmeplof  hii  lo  read  these  eompoii- 
erea  to  reeiie  snch.  of  his  own  in- 

irkable  piece  uf  thai  aort  be 
IS.  inserted  in  HtmriA  na 
his  chief  liKrary  perfonnaocc. 
inr  had  now  arrived,  when  slw^ 
sabordinate  lo  action,  and  vhal 
rolession  be  fixed  npon.  At  ike 
</the  French  War,  Noralis  baj 
viih  a  strong  and  aliogeitaer  sa- 
c  for  a  miUlary  life  :  however,  the 
■r^BCDU  and  pressine  entreaties  of  hu 
friends  nldmately  prevailed  over  this  whim; 
it  leemi  to  bare  been  settled  that  he  aboold 
follow  his  father's  line  of  occnpationi  andw 
about  the  end  of  1794,  he  remoTcd  to  Andadl 
la  Tliuruigia;  "  to  train  himself  in  pneticd 
aJairs  under  the  Kriit-^mlmami  JusU  In  lUi 
tLrTH-JnUmann  [minaEer  of  a  Circle)  be  loul 
a  wise  and  kind  friend ;  applied  himself  honot^ 
bosioest  I  and  in  all  his  senuns  calcBJa- 
liDiu.  may  have  looked  forward  lo  a  life  tt 
iBooth  and  commonplace  as  hu,  past  fcan 
kad  been.  One  incident,  and  that  too  of  bd 
■BOioi!  lori,  appears  in  Tieck's  opiaioa  n> 
hare  altered  the  whole  form  of  his  eiistence. 
-  It  was  not  very  long  after  his  arriral  tl 
Amstadt,  when  in  a  country  mansion  of  to 
neighbourhood,  be   became  acqaainled  wilt 

SophievonK .    The  first  glance  of  this 

fair  and  wonderfuUy  lovelj  form  was  deciuTe 
for  his  whole  life ;  nay,  we  may  sar  ihal  the 
feeling,  which  now  penetrated  and  iaspiied 
him,  was  the  substance  and  ess«nc«  of  hit 
whole  life.  tSometiuea,  i>  the  look  and  Sgatt 
of  a  child,  (here  will  aamp  itself  an  u^im- 
sion,  which,  as  il  I*  loa  asgelic  and  elhend; 
beautiful,  we  aiw  totced  to  call  nBcanh^tc 
celestial  1  and  e«nmatij  at  sighi  oT  mch 
purified  and  ah 


and  delicalelT 
Death,  or  Ib« 
eiprnsivcty  •• 

irmM 


fcriki:slifc:  ftatiiH 


bcMir  shnoe  in  her,  what  sonneEi 

kjmr  eiiciixlfd  her.    Novalis  became  b  poel 

r  lime  he  chanced  lo  speak  of  ii.    She  had 

iDded  her  ihirieenib  year  vhen  tie  first  saw 

'■■-  ipring  and  summer  of  1793  wcrevthe 

Kmiag  time  of  his  life;  ever^-  hour  thai  he 

~"   ip«re  froin  business  he  spent  in  GrQn- 

and  in  the  fall  of  thai  aanie  year  he  ob- 

the  wijhed-for  promise  from  Sopbie's 

aatx." 

EVuhsppilj,  however,  theie    halcyon  days 

^^~e  of  loo  short  continuance.  Soon  afier  Ihi 

e  fell  dangerously  sick  "of  a  fever,  a 

1  with  pains  in  the  sidf  i"  and  her  lovi 

lie  worst  consequences  to  fear.     By«[ 

T,  indeed,  the  fefer  led  her ;  but  not  the  pai: 

liich  by  its  violence  still  upoileil  for  her 

J  a  fair  hour,"  and  gave  rise  to  various 

IS,  though  the  Physician  asserted 

fno  importance.     Parity  satisfled 

b  th^ia  favourable  prognostication,  Novalis 

1  gone  to  WeisseiUels,  to  his  pareDLs.  and 

t  roll   of  business;   being  now   appoinled 

diior  in  the  depanment  of  which  his  father 

"  ""  ;  through  winter  the  news  from 

rere   of   a    favourable   son ;   in 

f  he  visited  the  family  himself,  and  found 

"jihie  to  all  appearance  well.    Bui  sod- 

..  in  summer,  his  hopes  and  occnpations 

:  ibierrupted  by  lidingi  thai,  "she  was  in 

■.and  had  undergone  a  surgical  operation." 

ease  wa-<  an  abscess  ia  the  liver;  It 

0  her  wiih  that  he  should  nut  hear  of 

r  duiger  till   tbe  worst  were  over.     The 

~  B  ttirgeon  gave  hopes  of  a  recovery  though 

but  ere  long  the  operation  had  to 

,  and  now  it  was  feared  that  his 

rngth  was  too  far  exhausted.    The 

;   maideti   bore   all   this  with   inflexible 

(,  and  the  checrfnlest  resignation :  her 

"lister,  Noralis.  with  his  Parents. 

0  pf  hit  Brothers,  nil  deeply  interested 

t,  did  iheir  utmost  to  comfort  ber. 

Mmber,  by  her  own  wish,  she  retnnied 

'    ^it  was  evident  that  she  grew  weaker 

)r.    Novalis  went  and  came  between 

I  Mill  Weissenfels.  where   also   he 

k'hoaie  of  mourning ;  for  Erasmus,  one 

e  two  BroihErs.  had  long  been  sickly, 

IS  now  believed  lo  be  dying. 

e  I7lh  of  March,"  says  Tieck,  "  was  the 

Koth  birthday  of  his  Sophie ;  and  on   the 

ih  about  noon  she  departed.    No  one  durst 

k  Movalis  these  tidings ;  at  last  his  Brotlier 

~  rl  undertook  it    The  poor  youth  shut  him- 

~  up,  and  after  three  days  and  three  nights  of 

lul  for  Arnstadt,  that  there  with  his 

le'riiend  he  might  be  near  the  spot,  which 

r  hid  tbe  remains  of  what  tras  dearest  to 

On  the  14th  of  April,  his  Brother  Eras- 

l»  alto  lel^  this  world.    Novalis  wrote  lo  in- 

1  bis  Brolher  Carl  of  the  event,  who  had 

:  obliged  lo  make  a  journey  into  Lo  wer  Bar- 

. '  Be  of  good  coarage,'  said  he, '  Erasmus 

^prrvaiteditheflowersofourfurgarlandare 

iippins  off  Here,  one  by  one,  that  they  may 

"  niud  Vooder,  lovelier  and  for  ever." " 

ang  the  papers  published  in  these   Vo- 

■re  three  tellers  written  about  this  limci 

b  raoamfnlly  indicate  the  author's  mood. 

la  grown  Evening  around  me,"  itaya  h«. 


I  know  ynn  woul^ 
and  stick  the  flowers, 
o  her  hillock. 


"  while  I  was  looking  into  the  red  Honing.  Mf 
grief  is  boondlesi  as  my  love.  For  three  years 
she  has  been  my  hourly  thoughL  She  alone 
bound  me  to  life,  to  the  country,  lo  my  occu- 
pations. With  her  I  am  parted  from  all ;  Tor 
now  I  scarcely  have  inji*rl/auy  more.  Jttl  it 
has  grown  Evening;  and  I  feel  as  if  I  had  l» 
travel  early;  and  so  I  would  fain  be  at  rest, 
and  see  nothing  bat  kind  faces  about  me; — all 
in  her  spirit  would  1  live,  be  soA  and  mild- 
hearted  OA  she  was."  And  again,  some  weeks 
later ;  "  I  live  over  the  old,  bygone  life  here,  in 
still  meditation.  Yesterday  I  was  iweniy-Gve 
years  old.  I  was  in  Griiningen,  and  stood  be- 
jide  her  grave.  It  is  a  friendly  spot ;  eacloted 
with  ■  simple  white  railing;  lies  apart,  antl 
high.  There  is  stilt  room  in  it.  Tbu  Vittaga, 
with  iis  blooming  gardens,  leans  up  aronnd  tlie 
hill ;  aad  at  this  point  and  Ih.'it  the  eye  loses 

itself  in  blue  distances      '  '"  '" 

idbym 
my  birthday  gifts,  one  I. 

is  time  two  years,  she  made  me  a  gay  pre- 
il,withaflag  and  national  cockade  on  il.  To- 
day her  parents  gave  me  the  little  things  which 
she,  still  joyfully,  had  received  on  her  last  birth- 
day.   Friend, — it  continues  Evening,  and  will 
n  be  Night.     If  you   go   away,  think  of 
kindly,  and  visit,  when  you  return,  the  sliU 
ISC,  where  your  Friend  rests  for  ever,  with 
the  ashes  of  bis  beloved.    Fare  you  well!" — 
Nevertheless,  a  singular  composure  came  over 
•^im;  from  the  very  depths  of  his  griefs,  arose 
peace  and  pure  joy.  such  as  till  then  he  had 
ever  known. 

'■  In  this  Benson,"  observed  Tieck, "  Novalis 
lived  only  to  his  sorrow;  it  was  natural  for  him 
regard  the  visible  and  the  invisible  world  as 
e;  and  to  distinguish  Life  and  Death,  only 
by  his  longing  for  the  latter.    Atlhesame  lime, 
100,  Life  became  fur  him  a  glorified  Life ;  and 
bis  whole  being  melted  away  as  into  a  bright, 
conscious  vision  of  a  higher  Biisience.   From 
the  sacrednesE  of  Sorrow,  lYom  heartfelt  love. 
and  the  piotts  wish  for  death,  his  temper,  anti 
"  ' '    conceptions  are  to  be  explained:  and  it 
possible  that  ibis  time,  with  its  deep 
griefs,  planted  in  him  the  germ  of  death,  iftt 
I  not,  in  any  case,  his  appointed  tol  to  be  10 
n  snatched  away  from  us. 
He  remained  many  weeks  in  Thuringia; 
and  came  back  comforted  and  truly  purifled.lo 
his  engagements ;  which  he  pursued  more  jea- 
lously than  ever,  though  he  now  regarded  him- 
self as  a  stranger  on  the  earth.    In  this  period. 

earlier,  many  later,  especially  in  the  Au- 

of  this  year,  occur  most  of  Ihose  compi>- 

s,  which,  in  the  way  of  extract  and  selec- 

iblic,  under 


the  title  of  FragnttiUi 
the  Nighl." 

Ijuchis  our  Biographer's  i 
r,  and  of  the  weighty  infei 
.    We  have  detailed  il  1 


likewi 


;  the  Hymi 


it  has  led  blm 
ore  minutely. 
If  the  ieTl,ihe 
belter  to  put  our  readers  in  a  condition  for 
judging  on  what  grounds  Tieck  rests  his  opi- 
nion, that  herein  lies  the  key  to  the  whole  jpi- 
riiaal  history  ofNovalis.  that"  the  feelingwhich 
iw  penetrated  and  inspired  him.  may  be  *aid 
have  been  the  substance  of  his  liiSn 


m         ^  ■'     fiKUAvV  XIWtabLANBOUS  WRITINGS. 

vraM  m  UbsAe  w  MMntlndlel  one  1^  *en 
tntnati  to  Jadgit  of  in  nbjwti^ud  who  en- 
Ji^yod  mb  pecDlliroppoitiiBilimbt  fonnltlg 
ari^  jnd^wDtoTthwriBMjivhile  vena^ 
-  w4hKl>toaiirowiimiiiditaBrallcoiijiderai- 
jka,  Am  MTUin^  of  (hia  hrpMaii  will  BoviM 
btvone  oleu.  Or  ratb«r,p«ilwp«,i[ia  to.lbe 
ozpmnoiiilo  ike  too  ddoigiinale  ud  eseliuiTB 
'*t"*r  ^  vluch  the  hfpotbeue  ia  arordad, 
OU  we  ahonld  otijwt;  for  *o  plaia  doa*  r*^' 
trodi  of  *•  mae  ttein  lo  oa,  we  Mnnol  bvl 
Uora  that  Tieck  himself  wonM  conaent  ._ 
voUiy  lua  autemcot.  That  ihe  whole  philo- 
MtpUoal  ud  moral  ulatenoe.  of  aqch  a  man 
u  Noralia  ahonld  hare  boni  shaped  and  de- 
Mmined  b^  Ibe  deadi  of  a  jonnf  giri,  alnoat 
A  ehUd,  apeeiaUf  diaiingolshed,  at)  ftir  aa-  ia 
,  ahowat  bj  nocbing  save  btr  bnaty,  which  at 
JU17  nte  mnat  hare  bees  t^tj  aboitJiTcd,  wlU 
^D^Haaa  «eem  u  crerj  one  a  sinnlar  mbck- 
twwrion.  We  cannot  but  think  IbMX  some  re- 
Mdl  pfeelMl;  aimilUr  in  moral  eSbot  migbt 
kwra  bean  attained  by  quaj  dlAraot  meanai 
■Bji  ttat  if  oae  meana  or  another,  it  wonld  not 
km  fUttd  to  be  attained.  For  aiiiritt  like 
Xonlia,  eartblrlbrtaoe  ia  in  no  inaiaiicc  ao 
tvcM  IM  amooib,  diat  it.  doea  not  by  and  bj 
laMh  Ibe  neatdocbine  J>f  EmUagat,  yt  "Ka- 

walt  known  to  Hecr  Tieck  baa  obaerred, "  can 
Ae  real  entnnee  on  Lift  be  properiv 
btgi«."  Experience,  the  grand  Bebool-i 
•aena  to  bare  langnt  JVorali*  ihi«  doctrine 
■wm  earij  bj  ihe  wreokof  hia  Aral  paaaioule 
wiah;  aiid  herein  lies  the  real  inflnenceirf' So- 
phie Ton  Si  on  his  obaracter;  an  inflneQce 
which,  ai  we  imagine,  many  other  things  might 
and  would  have  eqaally  elerted  :  for  it  is  less 
the  severitv  of  the  Teacher  than  the  aptness  of 
the  Pnpil  that  secures  Ihe  lesson;  nor  do  the 
pnrifjing  eflecls  of  fniilrated  Hope,  and  Affec- 
tion  uiat  in  Ibia  world  will  ever  be  homeless,  de- 
pend OD  the  worth  or  loveliness  of  its  objects, 
bnt  on  that  of  Ihe  hear!  which  cherished  it,  and 
can  draw  mild  wisdom  from  so  stern  a  disap- 
poioEmenl.  We  do  not  say  that  Tfovalis  col- 
linued  the  same  as  if  ibis  young  maiden  hail 
not  been;  causes  and  effects  connecting  ever 
man  and  thing  with  every  other  extend  ihrougj 
allTime  and  all  Space;  but  surely  it  appears  un 
jnsl  to  represent  him  as  so  allogeiher  pliant  ii 
the  hands  of  Accident;  a  mere  pipe  far  Fortune 
10  play  lanes  on ;  and  which  sounded  a  mystic, 
deep,  almost  uneanhly  melody,  simply  because 
aroQDg  woman  wa£  beautiful  and  mortal. 

We  feel  the  more  justified  in  these  hard- 
beUled  and  so  unromanlic  strictures  ou  read- 
ing the  very  next  paragraph  of  Tieck's  Narra- 
tive. Directly  on  the  back  of  this  occurrenc<, 
Novalis  goes  10  Frcyberg;  and  there  in  1798, 
it  may  be  therefore  somewhat  more  or  some- 
what less  than  a  year  after  the  death  of  bis  first 
lore,  forms  an  acquaintance,  and  engagemeal 

to  marry,  with  a  "  Julie  von  Ch !"  Indeed, 

erer  alhsrwards,  to  the  end,  his  life  appears  to 
have  been  more  than  usually  cheerful  and  hap- 
py. Tieck  knovd  not  what  well  losayofthisbe- 
trolhuienl,  which  in  the  eyes  of  most  Novel- 
readers  will  have  so  shocking  an  appearance : 
he  admila  that  "perhaps  to  any  but  his  intimate 
friends  it  may  seem  siitgalar  i^MsertSiOotwith- 


"  Sophie,  as  may  be  seen  aUsofn 

coniinoed    the    centre    of  hi; 
t:  departed,  she  stood  in 


standing,  Iha 
his    writings 

ilioughls ;  na_,,  __   _  . .   _., 

higher  reverence  with  him  than  when  nsiMe 
and  near;"  and  hurrying ou, almost  a« over »b 
.unsafe  subject,  declares  thai  NoValis  f^ll  never- 
theless ■■  as  if  loveliness  of  mind  and  penun 
loieht  in  some  measure  replace  his  los& ;"  ni 
3t>  Uvves  us  la  oar  own  reHec lions  on  the  mat- 
ter. Ve  consider  it  as  ibrowing  light  ou  Ike 
above  criticism;  and  greatly  restricting  oar  ac- 
ceptance of  Tieclc'i  theory.  Yet  perhaps,  a&er 
aUi  il  is  only  tu  a  Minerva-Press  Kovel,  or  lo 
the  more  tender  tinagiBalion,  thai  soch  a  pro- 
ceeding would  seem  veryblamable.  Consluey. 
in  its  true  sense,  may  be  catlud  the  root  of  IJI 
excellence;  especially  excellent  iii  oonsiaocy 
in  active  well-doing,  in  frieQdly  belpfulneu  to 
those  thai  lore  as.  and  to  tho.ie  that  buea: 
but  constancy  in  passive  suHering.  again,  ia 
spite  oflbe  h  igh  val  ue  put  upon  it  io  Cirenlam^ 
Libraries,  is  a  distinctly  infenor  virtge,  ralber 
an  accident  than  a  virtue,  and,  at  all  evennit 
of  extreme  rarity  in  this  world.  To  Novslii, 
his  Sophie  might  stil!  he  as  a  saintly  presenei, 
mournful  and  unspeakably  mild,  lo  bt  wor- 
shipped in  the  inmost  shrine  of  hi}' memor;.' 
bat  worship  of  this  sort  is  not  man's  solebora- 
ness;  neither  should  we  censure  Noralis  Ihn 
he  dries  his  tears,  and  once  more  looks  abroad 
with  hope  on  the  earth,  which  isslill.asilwif 
before,  the  strangest  complex  of  mystety  an) 
light,  of  joy  as  well  as  sorrow.  "  LifebelonfS 
to  the  living;  and  he  that  lives  must  be  pre- 
pared for  vicissitudes."  The  qoeslionable  ti^ 
rumsiatiee  with  Novalis  is  his  perhaps  looercal 
rapiJItyin  that  second  courtship;  a  fanlt  of 
jiiiifortune  the  more  to  be  regretted,  as  llits 
inELrriage  also  was  to  remain  a  project,  and  only 
ilie  anticipation  of  it  to  be  enjoyed  by  him. 

It  was  for  the  purpose  of  studying  mia^ 
r^iliigy.  under  the  famous  Werner,  Ibfl  Novslil 
hail  gone  to  Freybcrg.  For  this  science  he  bsl 
cn.'ai  fondness,  a)  indeed  for  all  the  pbyiicsl 
^nonces;  which,  if  we  may  judge  from  Us 
uritingR,  he  seems  to  have  prosecuted  on  s 
i;ifAX  and  original  principle,  very  differenl  M 
Irim  that  of  our  idle  iheoriEcrs  and  genenl- 
j7f^r:^.  and  that  of  the  still  more  melsncbolT 
^la-.^  who  merely  "collect  facia,"  and  (or  ilie 
iiir|ii>r(ir  total  extinction  of  the  (hinking  fsi^nl^ 
yinie  to  make  up  by  Ihe  more  aisidooos  a/t 
..f  [lie  blowpipe  and  goniometer.  The  com- 
iiicLiccmcnt  of^a  work,  cniitJed  Ibe  Dittvflm  t 
■fiut,  intended,  as  Tieck  informs  ns.  to  he* 
'■  I'hysical  Romance,"  was  writlec  in  Freyhn^ 
SI  ilus  lime:  but  U  lay  unfinished,  onprose 
ciiEeii;  and  now  comes  before  us  as  a  vm 
iuy>it-nuu!i  fragment,  diiclosing  scieittk 
.Kpilis.  which  we  have  not  light  lo  '  -  "  ' 
iiiLich  less  means  to  fatboto  and  a 
incisure.  The  various  hypothetic 
'■  Naitire,"  that  is,  of  the  visible  Crealioi 
which  are  here  given  out  in  the  words  of  tli 
several  "  Pupils."  differ,  almost  ail  of  Ibta 
more  or  less,  from  any  that  we  have  ever  el» 
ih.  Tu  this  work  we  sball  bsi« 
refer   more  particularly   in  tH 

The   acquaintance  which  Novalis  fiirtmi 
soon  ailer  this,  with  the  elder  Bchlege!,  (Angiit 


■  here  met  w 


n.)  mi  slill  more  that  of  Tieck,  whom  I 
ilso  be  BrsI  mel  in  Jtna,  seems  to  hare  ope- 
titrd  t  eonsidctable  diversion  in  his  line  of 
smdy.  Tieck  snd  ihe  Schlegels,  with  some  I 
ttsa  active  associam,  among  whom  are  ao»  ' 
ntentbard  WaeVenrnder  and  Novalis,  were  at 
ibis  lime  engaged  in  Lheir  rar-rarDe<l  campaign 
against  Duncedom,  or  what  called  ilself  Ihe 
"Old  School"  of  Lilerttinre;  whicli  old  and 
laiber  ilespicable  "School"  ihey  had  alrtfttdy, 
both  bj  regular  and  guerrillk  warfare',  reduced 
to  great  straits ;  as  nltimaialy,  th(7  are  reckon- 
ed to  have  succeeded  in  nlterty  eitirpaitingit, 
or  It  least  dririag  il  back  lo  the  verj  confines 
ofiu  native  Cimmeria.  It  se^ms  to  have  been 
in  coQDection  with  these  meo,  that  Novalis 
first  came  before  the  world  as  a  wriler:  certain 
of  his  Frasmnti,  under  the  lille  of  liliUhmlaiUi 
(Pollen  of  Flowers-.)  his /fjnwn  W  Ih'  Niglu. 
and  Ttrious  poetical  compositions,  were  sent 
ionh  in  F.  Sehlegel's  Muttn-Jlmanath,  and 
other  periodicals  utider  the  same  or  tindred 
onnaffement  Novalis  himself  seems  to  pro- 
f*ss  that  il  was  Tieck's  influence  which 
cbieUj  "reawakened  Poetry  in  him."  As  to 
wkal  recepiioQ  these  pieces  met  with,  we  have 
00  inibrmaiion:  however,  Novalis  seems  to 
have  been  ardent  and  diligent  in  bis  new  pur- 
suit, as  in  his  old  ones ;  and  no  less  happy 
Am*  diligent. 

"In  ihe  summer  of  1800,"  nays  Tieck,  "I 
aw  him  for  the  first  time,  while  visiting  my 
ftiend  Wilhelm  Schlegel ;  and  onr  acquaint- 
ance soon  became  the  most  confidential  friend- 
ship- They  were  brjghl  days  those,  which  we 
paxeed  with  Schlegel,  Schelling,  and  some 
other  friends.  On  my  return  homewards,  I 
visited  him  in  bis  hoasc,  and  made  acquaini- 
ance  with  his  family.  Here  be  read  me  the 
Ouri^a  ul  Sail,  and  many  of  his  frngnUH'f. 
He  escorted  me  as  far  as  Halle;  and  we  en- 
jojed  in  Giebichensiein,  in  the  Reichardtii' 
house,  some  other  delightful  hours.  About 
Ihis  lime,  the  first  thought  of  his  Qfltriitigi<i 
^fMCurrod.  At  an  earlier  period, certain  of 
_  uat  Soixgi  had  been  composed  i  they 
p  to  form  part  of  a  Christian  Hymn-book, 
A  ho  niiiaat  to  accompany  witli  a  collec- 
f  of  Sermons.  For  the  rest,  he  was  very 
n  his  proressinnal  labours;  whatever 
u  done  with  the  heart ;  Ihe  smallest 
■ras  not  iasiKnificanl  10  him." 
rofessional  labours  here  alluded  to, 
...  e  left  much  leisure  on  his  bands: 
(•Sir  frequent  change  of  place,  and  eveti 
■piileflcei  Mot  long  afterwards,  we  find 
'^tivinfl  tor  a  long  while  in  a  solitary  spot 
wOUdBeAiie  in  Thuringia,at  the  foot  of 
KjffhaOMr  Moaniaio  i"  his  chief  society 
ni^larf  men,, subsequently  Generals ;  "in 
mtcdilnde  great  pariof  bisO/'errfinRm  was 
&."  The  first  volume  of  Ihis  Ifmrirh 
WO/tnKiiiH,  a  sort  of  Art-Romance,  intend- 
ei,  as  he  himself  said,  lo  he  an  "  Apolbesis  of 
tottrj,"  wa>  ere  loni;  published ;  under  what 
Cireaiiutancts,  or  with  what  re>ult.  we  have. 
Ipfpre,  no  noltce.  Tieck  bad  fur  some  time 
)  rcmdent  in  Jena,  and  at  intervals  taw 
hat  Novalis.  On  preparing  lo  quit  that 
'ik  ba  went  lo  pay  him  a  farewell  visit  at 
""*'",  "somewhat  paler," 


hut  full  of  ghhe  invisiUe,  and  derire*  ils  Crat 
witb  pUns  of  certainly  therefrom ! 
was  already  &!  again  boasts  that  bis  Pbiloso- 
to  be  werided:,endental,  that  is,  "ascending*!^ 
of  the  speedya  |>  which,  he  asserts,  all  Pbilo- 
olber  books;  hxicmalled,  by  iie  nature  ii  and 
richest  activity  .-  ,his  way  he  is  led  lo  various 
four  years  ago  No  »ioas.  To  a  Transcenden- 
for  death,  and  il  wa.s  eijsienoe  bni  only  as  a 
life  IS  again  ricb,  By  not  there,  neither  would 
eyes,  and  its  close  is  .  Relation,  or  rather  the 
with  him,  and  il  proved    -m  our  living  Soula 

In  the  month  of  August, .  and  depends  for 
for  his  journey  lo  Freyherg,  idily  and  mental 
occasion,  was  alarmed  with  an  -j^ic  qualities 
blood  proceeding  from  the  lungs,  ai  word,  No- 
cian  Irealed  it  as  a  slighi  mailer;  jj,  nol  of  il« 
the  marriage  was  postponed.  I  cause  my 
Dresden  with  his  parents,  for  medii  gg  |g  ,j^ 
abode  there  for  some  lime  in  no  il^er  such 
Flate ;  on  learning  the  accidental  de:u«aii|t 
young  brother  at  home,  he  ruptured  aZ^- 
vessel ;  and  the  Doctor  then  dcelared  . 
malady  incurable.  This,  as  usual  in  such 
maladies,  was  nowise  I'he  patieni's  own  opi- 
nion ;  he  wished-  to  try  a  war^ier  climate,  oat 
was  thought  too  weak  for  the  journey.  Jii 
'January  (1801)  he  returned  home,  visibly  to 
all,  but  himself,  in  rapid  decline.  His  brido 
had  already  been  to  see  him.  in  Jlresden.  We 
may  give  Ihe  rest  in  Tieck's  words: 

"The  nearer  he  approached  his  end,  the 
more  conlideaily  did  he  eipecl  a  speedy  reco- 
very ;  for  the  cough  diminished,  and  excepting 
languor,  he  had  no  feeling  of  sickness.  With 
the  hope  aod  the  longing  for  life,  new  laleot 
and  fresh  strength  seemed  also  to  awaken  ia 
him;  he  thoughr,  with  renewed  love,  of  all  his 
projected  labours;  he  determined  on  writing 
O/ttrdingtn  over  again  from  the  very  begin, 
ning;  and  shortly  before  his  death,  be  said  on 
one  occasion, '  Never  till  now  did  I  know  what 
Poetry  was;  innumcrabte  Songs  and  Poems, 
and  of  quite  dillerenl  stamp  from  any  of  my 
former  ones,  have  arisen  in  me.' '  From  4he 
iiineieenih  of  March,  ihe  death-day  of  his 
Sophie,  he  became  visibly  weaker :  many  of 
bin  friends  visiied  him ;  and  he  felt  great  joy 
when>  on  the  twenty-first,  his  true  and  oldest 
friend,  Friedrich  Schlegel,  came  to  him  from 
Jena.  With  him  heooiiversed  at  great  lengib; 
especially  upon  lheir  several  lilerary  o]>rr»r 
lions.  Doringlhesedayshe  was  very  lively  this 
nights  loo  were  quiet;  and  be  enjoyed  praltjr 
sound  sleep.  On  the  iwenly-finb.  al>oiil  six  in 
the  momine,  he  made  his  brother  band  bim 
certain  books,  thai  he  might  look  for  some- 
Ihiog;  then  be  ordered  breakfast  and  talked 
cheerfully  till  eight;  towards  nine  he  bade  hit 
brother  play  a  Liule  to  biin  on  ibe  harpsichord, 
and  in  the  course  of  Ibe  music  fell  asleep, 
Friedrich  Scblegel  eooo  anerwards  came  inlii 
the  room,  and  found  him  quietly  sleeping  i  this 
sleep  lasted  till  near  twelve,  when  wilhunl  the 
smallest  motion  he  passed  away,  and  unchane- 
ed  iu  death,  retained  his  common  friendljr 
looks  as  if  be  yel  lived. 

■■So  died."  continues  the  affectionate  Bio- 
grapher." before  he  bud  completed  bi^  twenty- 
ninth  year,  this  our  Friend;  in  whom  his  etr 
tensive  acquire  n^tAs.hi^  ^Vi^osQpVvci^  v^dt^ 
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iponltl  ill  became  as  ta-CDntradici^e  obtain  our 
qualifted  to  judge  of  all  subjects^  so  far  •ntrtiD 
joyed  siMli  peculiar  opponuniiiBlave  eipecled 
a  right  judgment  of  this:  mMiiflgifis,  had  this 
sa][  thai,  to  our  own  minds,  aftcE:  gg  it  is,  the 
lion,  Ibe  certainly  oflhis  hypoMind  him  have 
become  oleat.  Or  rather,  njff\  and  many  of 
eipressioD,lDlhetaodetenii\  in  lime  coming, 
language  in  which  the  h^d  'noble  mind*  aod 
that  we  should  objeclijRhiened  and  enkindled 
truth  of  the  case  seeautnus. 
lieve  that  Tieckj^cuje^,  and  of  noble  pro- 
modify  hiB  siatea^^.  his  light-brown  hair  in 
■ophioal  and  nirfucka.  which  al  thai  lime  was 
as  Novatis  sh,an  ii  would benow;hiahazeIeye 
termined  by  tj  glancing;  and  the  colour  ofbis 
t.  child,  spW.iiy  of  the  line  hrow,  almost  irans- 
shown,  by  land  and  fool  were  somewhat  too 
any  rale  tf  wiihoul  fine  character.  His  look 
doubilq^l  timeg  cheerful  and  kind.  Tor  those 
iguish  a  man  only  in  bo  far  as  he 
laelf  forvard,  or  by  aladioDS  breeding, 
iy  fashionable  hearing,  endeavours  ID  shine  or 
to  be  singular,  Novalis  was  lost  in  the  crowd: 
to  the  more  practised  eye,  again,  he  presented 
a  figure  which  might  be  called  beautifuL  In 
oalline  and  expression,  his  face  strikingly  re- 
Mmblcd  that  of  the  Evangelist  John,  as  we  see 
him  in  the  large  nuble  palntmg  by  Albrecht 
Diirer,  preserved  at  N  urn  berg  and  Munchea. 

"  In  speaking,  he  was  lively  and  loud,  his 
gestures  strong.  I  never  saw  him  tired: 
■hough  we  had  talked  !itl  far  in  Ibe  night,  it 
was  still  only  on  purpose  thai  he  stopped,  for 
Ibe  sake  of  rest,  and  even  then  he  used  lo  read  i 
before  sleeping.  Tedium  he  never  felt,  ev^en 
ia  oppressive  company,  among  mediocre  men ; 
for  he  was  sure  to  find  out  one  or  other,  who 
could  five  him  some  yel  new  piece  of  know- 
ledge, such  as  he  could  turn  to  use,  insignifi- 
cant as  it  might  seem.  His  kindliness,  his 
n^nk  bearing,  made  him  a  universal  favourite : 
his  skill  in  the  an  of  social  intercourse  was  so 
great,  Ibal  smaller  minds  did  not  perceive  how 
high  he  stood  above  them.  Though  in  con- 
versation he  delighted  the  most  to  unfold  ihe 
deeps  of  the  sou),  and  spoke  as  inspired  of  Ibe 
regions  of  invisible  worlds,  yel  was  he  mirih- 
fbl  as  a  child ;  would  jesl  in  free  artless  gayely, 
aod  heartily  give  in  to  the  jesiiugs  of  his  com- 
piDj.  Wtthnui  vanity,  without  learned  haughii- 
neiH,  fkr  from  every  affeetatiou  and  hypocrisy, 
he  was  a  genuine,  true  man,  the  purest  and 
loveliesl    imbudimeni    of   a   high    immortal 

So  much  for  the  outward  figure  and  history 
of  Novalis.  Respecting  his  inwnrd  structure 
and  significance,  which  our  readers  are  here 
priocipally  interested  lo  understand,  we  bare 
already  acknowledged  thai  we  had  no  oom- 
pleie  insight  lo  boast  o£  The  slightest  perusal 
ofbis  vnlings  indicates  lo  us  a  mind  of  won- 
derful depth  and  originality ;  bai  al  the  same 
time,  of  a  nature  or  habit  so  abstruse,  and 
allogelherdifierent  from  any  thing  we  ourselves 
have  notice  or  eiperience  of,  that  lo  penetrate 
fairly  into  its  essential  character,  much  more 
lo  picture  it  forth  in  visual  distinclness,  would 
be  an  eitremely  difScull  lask.  Nay,  perhaps, 
if  aitempled  by  Ihe  ineans*&aiiliar  to  us,  an 
impossible  task;  Jbr  Novalit  belongs  to  that 


class  of  persons,  who  do  not  recognise  the 
"syllogistic  meihud,"  as  the  chief  organ  tor 
investigating  Irulb.  iir  feel  Ibeaielves  baud 
at  all  limes  lo  stop  short  wbtre  its  ligbl  (kill 
them.  Many  of  his  opinions  he  woUltFd^ptlt 
of  proving  in  the  most  patieSI  Court  of  Law; 
and  would  remain  well  conteol  thai  thn 
should  be  disbelieved  there.  He  moeh  lo*ti, 
and  had  at^siduously  studied,  Jacob  BShtM 
and  other  mystical  writers;  and  wi4 openly 
enough,  in  good  part  a  Mystic  himsdC  Km 
indeed,  what  we  English,  in  common  speech^ 
call  a  Mystic ;  which  meajis  only  a  man  whoa 
we  do  not  understand,  and.  in  seltdefenot, 
reckon  or  would  fain  reckon  a  Dunce.  Nov»- 
lis  was  a  Mystic,  or  had  an  affinity  with  Myi- 
licism,  m  the  primary  and  true  meaning  t^ 
thai  word,  exemplified  in  some  shape  ama«c 
our  own  Fnrilan  Divines,  and  which  at  Uis 
day  carries  no  opprobrium  with  it  iti  Gertnuji 
or  except  among  certain  more  unim^rtHt 
classes,  in  any  other  country.  Nay,  in  tbta 
sense,  great  honours  are  recorded  of  Hynt 
cism :  Tasso,  as  may  be  seen  in  several  of  Ui 
prose  writings,  was  professedly  a  Myitie! 
Dante  is  regarded  as  a  chief  man  of  ihal  cIml 

Nevertheless,  with  all  due  Ioleranc«  or  rera^ 
enee  for  Novalis's  Mysticism,  the  qoestjon  tUt 
returns  on  us:  How  shall  we  usdersiand tW 
and  in  any  measure  shadow  it  fortM  How 
may  that  spirilnal  condition  which  by  il 

accounl  is  like  pure  Light,  colourless,  for , 

iofinile,  be  represented  by  mere  LDgie-Ptinl6% 
mere  Engravers  we  might  say,  who,  empt' 
copper  and  burin,  producing  the  most  Dnm 
blaek-on-while,  have  no  means  of  represeBtuf 
any  thing  T  Novalis  himself  has  a  line  or  n% 
and  no  more, expressly  on  Mysticittu;'*Wlui 
is  Mysticism!"  asks  he.  "What  ii  it  Oat 
should  come  lobe  irealed  mysticallyl  '*Kdi- 
gion.  Love, Nature, Polity.— All  selecKd  IInB||f . 
(nf/M  Jmtneuhltf)  have  a  reference, ID >U]rn^* 
cism.  If  all  mtn  were  bnl  one  pair  of  loni^ 
the  diff'erence  between  Mysticism  and  Mm- 
Mysticism  were  at  an  end."  In  which  Itllh 
sentence,  unhappily,  our  reader  obtain*  m 
clearness ;  feels  raiher  as  if  he  were  loofctBg 
into  darkness  visible.  We  must  entreat  hinit 
nevertheless,  lo  keep  up  his  spirits  in  ilu» 
business ;  and  above  all,  to  assist  us  with  Ifr 
friendliest,  cheerfullesi  endeavour:  perlii]« 
some  faint  Ikr-offview  of  that  same  mytMrian 
Mysticism  may  at  length  rise  upon  us. 

To  ourselves,  it  somewhat  illustraies  Ibe  n*- 
lure  of  Novalis's  opinions,  when  we  coililder 
the  ihen  and  present  state  of  German  meU> 
physical  science  generally;  and  the  fact,  ttaMd  ^ 
above,  Ihai  he  gained  his  first  notions  oatkn 
subjecl  from  Fichte's  WianieliafiiUin,  hii^ 
irue,  as  Tieck  remarks,  "he  sought  to  ifai 
for  himself  a  new  palh  in  Philosophy  >  lo  B^|^ 
Philosophy  with  Religion  i"  and  so  diret^tni  ■ 
some  degree  from  his  Grsi  instructor;  or,  lit! 
more  probably  seemed  In  him  setC  prosecoMf 
Fichte  s  scienliBc  inquiry  into  ilThigheflfWr 
tical  results.  Al  all  events,  his  metaphjiiBlF 
creed,  so  far  as  we  can  gather  il  from  Ikli^ 
writings,  appears  everywhere  in  its  essepAl 
lineaments,  synonymous  with  what  little 
understand  of  Fichle's,  and  might  ... 
safely  enough  for   our  present   purpou.  ** 
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Germaii  ;  oq  beli«r  of  ihe  invisible,  and  dFritet  ftt  tint 

'  iTMning  and  certainty  iherefroin ! 
iricacie;  '      The  Id^Alitl  agaia  boasts  that  hia  Philoso- 
ily  ad-    phy  is  TranK^cadenml,  that  is.  "ascending  *f- 
i(f  [he  senses  ff  vhich.  he  asserts,  aO  Ptnli>- 


ehssed  under  the  head  otKantisi 
metapbfsics  generally. 

Now,  Tithout  ttitenng  into  the  ini 
of  GemaD  Philosophy,  «c  need  here 
ntx  to  the  character  of  Idealism,  on  ' 

'i  rreiT-vheie  foaiided,  and  which  universally  sophy,  properly  lo  called,  by 
pervades  ii.  In  all  German  systems,  since  the  ,  must  be :  and  in  this  way  he  is  led  to  vBriolM 
(imr  of  ICaDi.li  IS  the  rimdamental  principle  to  '  nneipecied  conclusions.  To  a  Transcendvn- 
deny  Ibe  existence  of  Mailer ;  or  rather  we  I  lalisl.  Matter  has  an  exislence  hut  only  a*  ». 
tbould  »y  to  believe  it  in  a  radically  diflJrent  Phenomenon ;  were  ■«  not  there,  neither  wouU 
Knse  frtrm  ibsi  in  vhich  the  Scotch  Philoso-  it  be  there  i  it  is  a  mere  Relation,  or  rather  Ihm 
pber  atriTes  to  demonstrate  it.  and  the  Enflish  result  of  a  Relation  between  our  living  Bonis 
unphilosopher  believes  it  wiihoui  demonsira-  and  the  gicai  First  Cause ;  and  depend!  tor 
tioo.  To  any  of  our  readers,  who  has  dipped  its  apparent  qaalilieion  our  bodily  and  iii«i)t4t 
DCTcr  so  slightly  into  metaphysical  readiag,   organs;   having 


Chii  Idealism  will  be  no  inconceivable  thing. 
Isdeed  it  is  singular  how  widely  difiosed,  and 
ondcr  what  diflerenl  aspects  we  meet  with  it 
■moiig  the  most  dissimilar  classes  of  mankind. 
Out  Bishop  Berkeley  leems  to  have  adopted  it 
ftom  religions  inducements :  Father  Boscotich 
«a*  led  to  a  very  cognate  result,  in  his  Thnria 
mimcfikia  Naturoia.  from  merely  mathematical 
con  aide  rat  ions.  Of  the  ancieDI  Pynho  or  Ihe 
Bwdem  Hume  we  do  nol  speak:  but  in  Ibe 
ofiposiie  end  of  the  Gaiih,  as  Sir  W-  Jones  in- 
fonns  us,  a  similar  theDryrOfimrocmorial  age, 
prevails  among  the  theologians  of  Hindoslan. 
Naj,  Professor  Stuart  has  declared  bis  opinion, 
(tel  whoever  at  some  time  of  bis  life  has  not 
eBlenainad  this  Iheor]'.  may  reckon  that  he 
has  yet  shown  no  talent  for  metaphysical  re- 
sareb.  Neither  is  it  any  ariament  against 
Ibc  Mealisl  lo  say  that,  smre  he  denies  the 
ibaolole  eiislcDce  of  Mailer,  be  onghl  in  con- 
wirace  likewise  lo  deny  \is  relalive  eiislence ; 
and  plan ge  over  precipices,  and  run  himself 
thron|[h  with  swords,  by  way  of  recreation. 
usee  these,  like  all  other  material  things,  are 
"niT  phanlasins  and  spectra,  and  therefore  of 
■  .J'  rice.  If  a  man.  corporeally  taken. 
iiiijsm  and  speeirum  himself,  all 
"^aiely  amoani  to  mnch  the  same 
;  iiTs.  Yet  herein  lies  Dr.  Reid's 
ji*ii«  liiuiiiph  over  the  Skeptics;  whtcb  is  as 
gMHl  «i  no  triumph  whatever-  For  as  to  ihe 
u|vraenl  which  be  and  bis  followers  insist  on. 
nderallposstblerarieiy  of  figures,  It  amonnis 
nly  to  tfau  very  plain  consideration,  that "  men 
nalnr^y.  and  without  reasoning,  btlinr  in  the 
niilence  of  Matter;"  and  seems.  Pbilosophi- 
eaO^r  vpeakinK,  not  lo  have  any  value;  nay, 
(he  lairodueiion  of  it  into  Philosophy  may  be 
Uiatidered  as  an  acl  of  snicide  on  the  part  of 
thai  wuence.  the  life  and  basinesi  of  which, 
thai  of  "mlfrpnling  Appearances."  IS  hereby 
«  an  end.  Ctirions  ii  is.  moreover,  to  observe 
how  Ihew  ComiDoo-MDSe  Pbilosuphers.  men 
■ho  brag  chieRy  of  ibeir  irrefragable  logic, 
ttd  ke«p  walcb  and  ward,  as  if  this  wt  ~ 
dwii  (pecial  trade,  a^insl  ~  Myvtii 
*T|Uoaary  Theories, "  are  tbemselve*  uaufxa 
^a  baae  their  whole  system  on  Mysticism,  and 
•  Theory;  on  Pailh.  in  sbnn,  and  that  of  a 
lerj  comprehensive  kind;  the  Failh.  namely, 
eifter  Ihat  man's  Senses  are  themselves 
EhTinr,  or  thai  they  *Bor6  not  only  an  h< 


m."  and 


being,  in  Ihe  common  sense  of  thai  word.  No- 
thing. The  tree  is  green  and  hard,  not  of  it» 
own  natural  virtue,  but  simply  becatite  mf  . 
eye  and  my  hand  are  fashioned  so  ai  lo  di>> 
cem  snch  and  soch  appearances  under  sack 
and  such  conditions.  Nay.  as  an  Idealist 
might  say,  even  on  ibe  most  popular  grounds, 
mutt  il  not  he  so  1  Drmg  a  sentient  Betngi 
with  eyes  a  little  different,  niih  fingers  lea 
times  harder  iban  mine ;  and  to  bim  thai  Thh)g 
which  I  call  Tree  shall  be  yellow  and  loR,  u 
truly  as  lo  me  it  is  i^reen  and  hard.  Form  bis 
Nervous  slmcture  in  all  poinu  the  rntru  of 
mine,  and  this  sameTree  shall  nol  be  combaii' 
tible,  or  beat  prodticing,  but  dissoloble  and 
cold'producing.  not  high  and  convex,  but  deep 
and  concave ;  thall  simply  have  all  propeuies 
exactly  the  reverse  of  those  I  allribuie  lo  it. 
There  is,  in  fact,  says  Fichie,  no  Tree  there ; 
but  only  a  Msnifestatton  of  Power  from  some- 
thing which  isnof  /.  The  same  is  true  of  ma- 
terial Nature  at  large,  of  the  whole  visible 
Universe,  with  all  Its  movements,  figures,  ae- 
cidenls,  and  qualities;  aJl  are  Impressions 
produced  on  tw  by  somethmg  dtgaad  from  »«. 
This,  we  suppose,  may  be  the  foundation  of 
whal  Fichie  means  by  his  far-famed  Uh  and 
AlrW.ft*  (I  and  Not-I) ;  words  which,  taking 
lodging  (lo  use  the  Undibrasnc  phrase)  in  cer- 
tain "  heads  thai  were  to  belelnnfnrnished,"  oc- 
casioned a  hollow  echo,  as  of  Laughter,  from 
the  empty  Apartmenis;  though  ihe  words  are 
in  themselves  quite  harmless,  and  may  repre- 
sent the  basis  of  a  metaphysical  Philosophy 
as  filly  as  any  other  words.  But  fanher.  and 
what  IS  siilt  stranger  than  such  Idealism,  ac- 
cording to  these  Kantean  syslems.  the  organs 
of  the  Mind  loo.  what  is  called  the  Under- 
standing, are  of  no  less  arbitrar)',  and.  as  it 
were,  accidental  character  than  those  of  ihe 
Body.  Time  and  Space  ihemselves  are  not 
cilemal  but  inleinal  enlllici :  they  bsv*  do 
outward  eiistencc.  there  is  no  Time  and  an 
Space  oM  «r  ibe  mind ;  they  are  mere  AnM 
of  man's  sptrimal  being,  Ann  nnder  which  his 
thinking  nature  is  con>tiUi(e()  lo  acL  Thi* 
seems  the  hardest  conclosion  of  all ;  btn  il  i* 
an  imponani  one  with  Kani :  and  is  mt  gnm 
forth  as  a  dogma ;  but  carefully  deAoeed  i» 
his  Cn/i*  dir  Ram  Vtmtn/I  with  great  pi«e». 
sion,  and  ihe  slnclest  form  of  argnmeai. 
The  t«ader  would  tn  widely  who  aapi 


-_  J   mere   tBiellrcjoal 

i  '  lo|;ical  hoctnt-pocofcCOBlnvei  from 


of'the  Workings  Of  ]  that  ibii  '^^'^^^"'^J^^^^^J^^^^l' 

.__  Diviaitt'.     Bd  true  is  il  that   for  tl  .-.-n— .— 

MB  also,  all  kBowhdge  of  the  visiUe  r 
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\,  uid  foi  sheer  idlen«es,  being  wilhout 
any  bearing  on  (be  [iractiol  iateresis  of  men. 
On  Ihe  eoQirary,  boneirec  I'alse,  or  however 
true,  il  is  ihe  mosi  serious  in  ils  purpon  of  all 
Philosophies  propounded  in  these  laiter  ceo- 
taries ;  has  beep  laughi  cbiefl;  by  men  of  ihe 
loriiFsi  and  must  earnest  characier;  nod 
bear,  wiih  a  direct  and  highly  comprehcDsive 


1  Ihe 


vital  y 


I 


To  say  nothing  of  the 

ID   the  course  and   manageineni   oi   wont 
called  Natural  Science,   we  cannot  but  p 
eeive  thai  its  tSeeis,  for  such  as  adopt  it. 
Morals  and  Religion,  must  in  these  days  be  of 
altnosi  boundless  importance.    To  lake  only 
that  lost  and  seemingly  siraiigosl  doctri 
example,  concerning  Time  and  Sp^ce,  wi 
find  that  to  Ihe  Ksnlisl  il  yields,  almost 
diately,  a  remarkable  resnll  of  itiis  so 
Time  and  Space  have  no  absolute 

block  from  the  very  threshold  of  oar  Theology. 
For  on  this  ground,  when  we  say  that  the 
Deity  is  omnipresent  and  eternal,  that  with 
BlDLit  is  a  universal  Here  and  Now,  we  say 
nolbmg  wonderful :  nothing  but  that  He  also 
created  Tiiae  and  Space,  that  Time  and  Space 
are  not  laws  of  His  being,  but  only  of  ours. 
Nay  lo  the  Tranacendentalist,  clearly  enough, 
the  whale  question  of  the  origin  and  existence 
of  Nature  must  be  greatly  simplified  ;  Ihe  old 
hostilily  of  Matter  is  at  an  end,  for  Matter  is 
itself  aoaihilaied,  and  the  black  Spectre, 
Atheism,  "  with  all  its  sickly  dews,"  melts  into 
Doibingness  foe  ever.  But  farther,  if  it  be.  a 
Kant  maintaitis,  that  the  logical  tnechanisi 
of  the  miad  is  arbiirary,  so  to  speak,  and 
might  have  been  made  different,  il  will  follow 
ihal  all  inductive  conclusions,  all  conctusioas 
of  the  Understanding,  have  only  a  relative 
truth,  are  true  only  for  lu,  and  1/  some  other 
thing  be  true.  Thus  far  Hume  and  Kant  go 
together,  in  tbis  branch  of  the  inquiry ;  but 
bere  occars  the  most  total,  diametrical  ilivcrg- 
ence  between  them.  We  allude  10  tbe  recog- 
oJlion,  by  ,  these  Trau see ndenla lists,  of  a 
higher  faculty  m  man  than  Uadersianding; 
of  Reason,  (Ifrnu*/!,)  the  pure,  nltimaie  light 
of  our  nature  1  wherein,  as  they  assert,  lies  the 
foundation  of  all  Poetry,  Virtue,  Religion ; 
thing!  which  are  properly  beyond  the  province 
of  the  Understanding,  of  which  the  Under 
aiandiggcan  take  no  cognisance  except  a  false 
one.  The  elder  Jacobi,  who  indeed  is  no 
KanliBt,  says  once,  we  remember — "  It  i%  the 
instinct  of  Understanding  to  confraiJicl  Reason." 
Admitting  this  last  distinction  and  subordina- 
tioD,  supposing  it  scientifically  demoniitraled. 
what  numberless  and  weightiest  consequences 
would  follow  from  ilalune!  These  we  must 
leave  the  considerate  reader  to  deduce  for 
himself;  observing  only  farther,  that  the  Tin- 
bgitt  UUlica,  so  much  venerated  by  Tasso  in  his 
philosophical  wrilitigsj  the  " Mysticism"  al- 
luded to  above  by  Novalis;  and  generally  all 
true  ChrisuBD  Failh  and  Devotion,  appear,  so 
far  as  we  can  see,  more  or  less  included  in 
Ibis  doctrine  of  ihe  TranscendenialisLs ;  under 
their  several  shapes,  Ihe  essence  of  ihein  all 
being  what  is  here  desig^tated  by  the  name 


Reason,  and  set  forth  as  the  true  soren^ot 

How  deep  these  and  the  like  principles  bad 
impressed  themselves  on  Novalis,  we  see  more 
and  more,  the  funher  we  siudy  bis  1^hIiD|i. 
Naturally  a  deep,  religiout.  contemplalifc 
spirit;  purilied  also,  as  we  have  seen,  by  harsh 
Aflliction.  and  familiar  in  the  ''Sancluariof 
Sorrow."  becomes  before  us  as  the  most  ideal 
of  all  Idealists.  For  him  the  material  Crcfr 
tion  is  but  an  Appearance,  a  typicit  sfaadoir 
in  which  Ihe  Deily  manifests  himself  (o  Hia, 
Not  only  has  the  unseen  world  a  realilj,  bit 
the  only  reality:  the  rest  being  not  meiaphoty 
cally,  bul  literally  and  in  scientific  atricuMi,  1 
"ashow;"  in  the  words  of  the  Poel,£UaffMJ  ] 
Raueh  ummlnlnrl  HimmiU  Cluih,  "  Sound  tai 
Smoke  overclouding  the  Splendour  of  Hekraa." 
Tbe  Invisible  World  is  near  us :  or  nuhnil 
is  here,  in  us  and  about  us;  were  Ihe  bAlf 
coU  removed  from  our  Soul,  Ihe  gloriea  of  tkls 
Unseen  were  even  now  around  ns ;  ai  Q« 
Ancients  fabled  of  the  Spheral  Music  That 
not  io  word  only,  bul  in  truth  and  sober  belief 
he  feels  himself  encompassed  by  the  Godheadi 
feels  in  everj-  thought,  thai  "  in  Him  he  Hte^ 
moves,  and  has  his  .being." 

Ou  his  Philosophic  and  Poetic  Procedore, 
all  this  has  its  natural  inSuence.  Tbe  aim  at 
Nov alis's  whole  Philosophy,  we  might  «ay,  it 
10  preach  and  establish  the  Majesty  of  Reuon, 
in  that  stricter  sense ;  10  conquer  for  il  ill 
provinces  of  human  thought,  and  eveijwben 
reduce  its  vassal,  Understanding,  into  feiltT, 
the  ri|;bt  and  only  useful  relation  Ibr  il 
Mighty  tasks  in  this  sort  lay  before  htmadf; 
of  which,  in  these  Writings  of  his,  we  traH 
•m[y  scattered  indications.  In  fact,  all  thuk 
has  IcA  i.'i  in  Ihe  shape  of  fragment;  dclaobed 
c^tpositions  and  combinations,  deep,  btU 
glimpses:  bul  such  seems  lo  be  their  geaenl 
tendency-  One  character  10  be  noted  innw^ 
of  these,  ollen  loo  obscure,  spcculadoni,  i*  Vt 
peculiar  manner  of  viewingNalure;  hjstixbiv 
as  it  were,  of  considering  Nature  rather  in  (bi 
concrete,  not  analytically  and  as  a  divitiU* 
.Aggregate,  but  as  a  self-subsi stent  aiUTemllr 
connected  Whole.  Tbis  also  is  perhaps  fVVlJ 
the  fruit  uf  his  Idealism.  "  He  had  formed  A* 
Plan,"  we  are  informed,  "of  a  peculiar  Bncy- 
clopedical  Work,  in  which  experiences  au 
ideas  from  all  the  diOerent  Sciences  were  mn- 
tually  to  elucidate,  confirm,  and  enforce  cacb 
other."  In  this  work  he  had  even  made  sow 
progress.  Many  of  the  "Thoughts."  andsbort 
Aphoristic  observations,  here  published,  *at 
intended  for  it;  of  such,  apparently,  it  «■, 
for  the  most  part,  to  have  consisted. 

■  a  Poet,  Novalts  is  no  less  Idealistic  imk 

Philosopher.    His  poems  are  breaAia(ll' 

of  a  high  devout  soul,  feeling  always  tbtiMn' 

he  has  no  home,  but  looking,  as  in  clear  limi^ 

a  "city  that  hath  foundations."     He  Knl 

:ternal  Nature  with  a  singular  depth;  MA 

8  might  say,  he  reverences  her.  and  bMf 

ispeakable  commnuings  with   her:  Itir S* 

re  is  no  longer  dead,  hostile  Mailer,  bu  ^ 

il  ^nd  mysterious  Garment  of  the  Ua«(>)i 

il   were,  the  Voice  with   which  the  IVmr 

proclaims  himself  lo  man.    These  two  quit 


NOVALIS.  ITT 


ire  religions  temper,  and  heart-felt 
ure, — bring  him  into  tme  poetic 
th  with  the  spiritual  and  the  mate- 


of  men.  Only  for  a  moment  will  their  wishes, 
their  thoughts  thicken  into  form.  Thus  do 
their  Anticipations  ariose;  but  after  short  whiles, 

and  perhaps  constitute  his  chief  j  all  is  a?nin  swimminf;  vaguely  before  them« 

Poet ;  for  which  art  he  seems  to  j  even  as  it  did. 


ally  a  genuine,  but  no  exclusive  or       " 

ecided  endowment. 

il   persuasions,  as  evinced  in  his 


From  afar  I  heard  say,  that  Unintelligibi- 
lity  was  but  the  re>ult  of  unintellic^ence;- that 
thiit  sought  what  itself  had,  and  so  could  find 
id  Life,  derive  themselves  naturally  nowhere  else ;  also  that  we  did  not  undi^rstand 
n  the  same  source.  It  is  the  mo-  I  Speech,  because  Speech  did  not,  would  not, 
lan,  to  whom  the  Earth  and  all  its  I  understand  itself;  that  the  genuine  Sanscrit 
in  truth  a  vapour  and  a  Dream,  and  |  spoke  for  the  sake  of  speaking,  because  speak- 
»f  Goodness  the  o>i/y  real  possession.  |  ing  was  its  pleasure  and  its  nature. 
;ue,  Religion,  which  for  other  men  ]  "Not  long  thereafter,  said  one:  no  explana- 
s  it  were,  a  traditionary  and  ima-  tion  is  required  for  Holy  Writing.  Whoso 
ence,  are  for  him  the  everlasting ;  speaks  truly  is  full  of  eternal  life,  and  won- 
Universe;  and  all  earthly  acquire-  'derfully  related  to  genuine  mysteries  does  his 
krith  which  ambition,  Hope,  Fear, !  Writing  appear  to  us,  for  it  is  a  concord  from 
IS,  to  toil  and  sin,  arc  in  very  deed  ,  the  Symphony  of  the  Universe, 
re  of  the  brain,  some  rellez  sha- !  "Surely  this  voice  meant  our  Teacher;  for 
the  mirror  of  the  Infinite,  but  in  it  is  he  that  can  collect  the  indications  which 
air  and  nothingness.  Thus,  to  lie  scattered  on  all  sides.  A  singular  light 
t  Lin^ht  of  Reason,  to  have,  even  ,  kindles  in  his  looks,  when  at  length  ihc  high 
and  encircled  with  this  vision  of  Rune  lies  before  us,  and  he  watches  in  our 
)ur  abode  In  that  Eternal  City,  is  eyes  whether  the  star  has  yet  risen  upon  U8, 
and  sole  duty  of  man.  These  which  is  to  make  the  Figurr^  visible  and  intel- 
nlis  figures  to  himself  under  va-  '  ligible.  Does  he  see  us  sad,  that  the  darkness 
•s :  sometimes  he  seems  to  repre- !  will  not  withdraw  1  he  consoles  us,  and  pro- 
imeval  e>sence  of  Being  as  Love;,mises  the  faithful  assiduous  seer  better  for- 
es, ht;  speaks  in  emblems,  of  which  \  tune  in  time.  OAen  has  he  told  us  how,  when 
still  more  difficult  to  give  a  just  I  he  was  a  child,  the  impulse  to  employ  his 
hich.  therefore,  at  present,  we  shall ,  senses,  to  busy,  to  fill  them,  leA  him  no  rest. 
notice.  He   looked   at  the  stars,  and   imitated  their 

with  these  far-off  sketches  of  an  .  courses  and  positions  in  the  sand.     Into  the 
hf'  paH<»r  must  hold  him>elf  ready    ocean  r)f  air  he  grazed  incessantly;  and  never 
Ni  va  ;<.  f.  r  a  iiiiie,  with  his  own    wearied  coritpmplafinj;  its  cleanir-ss,  its  move- 
■■vf*r  ha^  hrne-ily.  and  with  alien-    nients.    In   clouds,   iis    li^rhts.      H«*    irathnrt'd 
.  acr   -..ra-'ii^-.l  u<  alonir  these  won-    str>nc'«.  i1'»w»ts,  insects,  fjf  all  sorts,  and  •■pp-ad 
ir."*  ■■:  ij-i:.--!!!.  may  find  hiinst»If    them  out   in   manifold   wi^*,  in   row.s,   l»i;f«;re 
H'  rp:-:  N   •.■.■.'.i-i  a^  ihe  inajcirity  of  .  him.     To  m'-n  and  animals  h*'  paid  h«'fi| ;  nn 
id*'T -«  w  1  1  '.  ie:  which,  wt?  think,    ihe  shore  of  th»r  si-a  h«.'  sat,  collrcl«-d  iriuss''K, 
^lir*-'  ■       .  .r  pan.     We  shall  not    Over  his  own   h*'arl  and  his  nwn  llnmj'hls.  hr 
fi.ri'i*  '  •    .;.  rii^-riiary;  I'^-arins;  thai    watched  atl'Tjtr.*'ly.     H«*  kn«'W  noi  whith'-r  hi«» 
I- (I  I'.r.".  .  :.  a:;d  too  uruhankfiil  a    li»ni;incr  wa**  carryiMi'  him.    A  »  he  /r'-w  u\t,  \\f 
)iir  firs:  -T'-irt  is  from  ihe  hhr-    wandercl   far  ar.d  u;*!'*:  vi'-wH   oilM«r  .land«, 
.  (Piij'..  >.'.>\  «. '  adverted  to  abovf. .  "th'T  ^eas,  new  >-:rrjo  ph'-f  ■,  n'-w  r'**!**-.,  un- 
ical  ^.:\.\\.*-."  \vh:c?j  f<»r  the  re^t    knnu'n  plants.  a.';ffjaiv.  fu'-ii :  d'-»'-«'rjd«-d  inio 
>*!i»ry  «  r  ::  :  .:'.   v.  ••!'  a  "»!ory,  but    raverns,*.aw  how  .n  c-ur'-'- .  y'A  v;ifyifiy  "if^iia 
d  j>)iil<>'»<  pr.:   L.   -pe-^-h-^.  and  the    th**  e-i-ficfr  of  'hfr  K«srth   wa'    c'fnpl«-i»'d,  and 
Kulowv  all';?.'.   \     ''\.\'i->\'iXi^.  and    fa'hpf-:.*.*  i  cJay  rr.'o   "-'■T'-fiV*'  it'/'tt*"'  '-f  p'K'*. 
!v  rarricl  ii;e  .-r.2'r     :  :u'.i  Char'-    Bv  ari'i   ^v.  ii**  risirrj*-   'o   f:ri'J  ••v-f vwh'-r*-  *  v 
'iic'*s,  wiihrm:  r.  *.*     :'  prepara'.-.  n.   jec-  i'r'-<i'lv  r'fj'^w. .  •  ^'  •/.-'.'>''•*  •/  ni.uy  *-^. 
iiiar  wi5e:  ■:;.'•«-?:    :•:.'*  ♦;iu'    ',?>".    »-z''>.','<  -i-t"^    '*.  ' '/\ 

Pi'piL. — Men    '.rave!    .'.    n.i:..f'    '.    '•arn*-    ■«.    ■'.ap'r    ,':    :.':.        Hf    ■.'»•  r.    •.•••  <■:!*■ 
•^o  traces  an<l  roirnparr-  'he-*:.  **•.  ;    ^war*-  •.*.  '•'iv.o.r: ;>*.■'/'.      '   j-    ,  ''''-r.  jr.*   '. *«  . 
.•    Fii^urcs  come   lo  Ueh:;  F.yj'*--    i  .''-.■,''*'•.*  *■  .     Kr-  I-  *./    •  •-  r.r  r:.',t*-    v*  i' 
;  as  if  they  beluiJired  !-'  tr.at  pr«-&.:    ".  ' '/  >:''■,•-*— I':  :''*'>.•   '.<'*■•/:.'*■':    u.a'/*- 
ing  which  one  meei**   wirh  f-v**-.  -    -'-".':.■  -,' •  '. '  fi*  -»:r  *"•  *,'•  w*-;  •'.'.''  -   - 
vinj;*;  of  birdN,  «»hell*  of  ej^-.    •.    •  *-   r.i-i-.r:     >.v.    •/.■,•:*•■•;   >.' ""     •.-    ■'■  '  > 

lie  snow,  in  crv">lals,  in  fortr.-   '  r'    H-  •'-      ' »"t  '.'.  •.-  •/•'>-"••     ■■  ■ 

'-•ezinR  waters,  in  the  in!«;r.vr  i-.r.    ':■■     '>.'     *•■'»•  "*■     ■•.•••■     ,..■• 
nonniain>. «>f  planls,  anima!".  n,*   .    ••:  • »-    %•   v.  i  *     '.•'■.-'     '.  .  •  ■ 
of  the  sky,  in  j)laics  nf  p'a--.  j:.-;    v.    -  :    ■/.*•    *-.'<•  •.!>•,    '•       •#  *  ■  -  ' 
(•Mched  and  struck  on.  in  tti*- f.  .'.jr     s-     •    .-.  ■•  ■-•    ' 

nacrrict,  and  the  smsriilar  cj  •        •,  . ;_  •  ■  <•       •       '  ■/...- 

arice.     In  such  Piijiirtt- jin*?  a'j'.r  -    •.■■•-'  .•  t      '  •  ;■      * I  •-.••' 

ey  i«>  that  wondrous    \Vr1tin7.  'ti*    -.  .■  • 

il;   but  this  Aiiiicipaiion  will  n'-:        -  Vi"-'-     •>      •.  .    <.  ' 

lo  shape,  and  appears  as  if.  af?«:r    <-.^    '    .   •  ". 

il  n«)t  become  such  a  key  fur  us.   '.tr  h  •.  •-■     *  ■.     •  '••  •*'"' 

seems  poured  out  over  the  se/iv^s    u...'    c.:V',"t*'     *    *     •■"•    *" 
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■with  Bacon's  AWtun  Orgatutni,  or  having,  Ihe 
First  chs3  at  least,  almost  no  faith  in  it. 
That  theory  of  the  human  species  ending  b?  a 
VDivenal  simultaneous  acx  of  6nki(!e,  mil,  to 
tiie  more  simple  sort  of  readers,  be  new. 

As  further  and  more  directly  illnsiraiing 
HoTalis's  seientiEc  views,  we  m»j  here  sut 
join  two  short  sketches,  taken  from  another 
department  of  this  volume.  To  all  who  pro- 
secute Philosophy,  and  lake  iniere»^t  in  its  his- 
tory and  present  aspects,  they  will  not  be 
without  interest.  The  obscure  parts  of  them 
are  not  perhaps  unintelli^ble,  but  only  ob- 
Mure ;  which  unluckily  cannot,  at  all  times, 
be  faelped  in  such  cases: 

"Common  Logic  is  iba  Grammar  of  the 
higber  Spetch,  that  is,  of  Thoug'hl ;  it  ri- 
Miincs  merely  the  rtlatimu  of  ideas  to  one ' 
another,  the  ATrcjioiiici  of  Thought,  the  pore  i 
Physiology  of  ideas.  Now  logical  ideas  stand  1 
related  lo  one  another,  like  words  without  I 
tboufthu.  Logic  occapiCK  itself  with  the  mere  I 
dead  Body  of  the  science  of  Thinking. — Meta-j  essential! 
physics,   attain,  is  the  ;>)tiiomif«  of  Thotightj   namely, 


treats  of  the  primary  Pwrrri  of  Thoaghi 
euples  itself  with  the  mere  Soul  of  the  Science 
of  Thinking.    Metaphysical   ideas   stand   re-' 
laied  In   one   another,   like   thoughts   without '  agree 
words.    Men  ofien  wondered  at  the  stubborn 
Incucnpletibility  of  these  two  Sciences  ;  each 
ftillowed  its  own  business  by  itself:  there  was 
k  want  everywhere,  nothing  would  suit  rightly 
with  cither.    From  the  very  First,  altempLt 
were  made  to  unite  them,  as  every  thing  about 
them  mdicateil  relalionshipi  but  every  attempt 
fkiled ;  the  one  or  the  other  Scicnci 
L  these  attempts,  and  lost 


mnliifarionsly  enough ;  and,  ax  in  the  ui 
of  infinite  Extremes,  ihe  Finite,  the  Limited 
arises,  so  here  also  arise  'Eclectic  PhiloiD- 
phers'  without  number ;  the  time  of  mi( 
derslandings  begJDS.  The  most  litniiecl  u 
this  stage,  the  most  important,  the  purest  Phi- 
losopher of  the  second  stage.  This  clau  oc- 
cupies itself  wholly  with  the  actual,  premE 
world,  in  the  strictest  sense.  The  Pbikuo- 
phers  of  the  first  class  look  down  with  eoa- 
templ  on  those  of  Ihe  second ;  say.  Ihey  are  a 
little  of  every  thing,  and  so  nothing  ;  hold  ibeir 
views  as  refulis  of  weakness,  as  Incoai^ 
quentism.  On  the  contrary,  the  second  eiatt, 
in  their  tum^  pity  the  fir&t ;  lay  the  blama  oa 
their  visionary  enthusiasm,  which  Ihqr  saj  ii 
absurd,  even  to  insanity.  If.  on  the  one  htad, 
the  Scholastics  and  Alchemists  seem  to  be  at- 
lerly  at  variance,  and  the  Eclectics  on  Om 
other  hand  quite  at  one,  yet,  strictly  ezamined, 
.llogeiher  the  reverse.  The  Ibrmer.ia 
are  indirectly  of  one  opinioii 
regards   the  non-dependence,  ai  ' 


ially  a 


The  r< 

titer   boi 

'e  geuiOB,  the 

i,  ihes*  bm 

heads  wlA- 


what  is  deduct 

are  infinite  but  uniform,  the 

but  multiform ;  the   former  h 

latter   talent  t   those   have  Idi 

knacks.  (_Haiidgrigt;)  those    a 

out  hands,   these  are  hands  withooi  neav. 

The  lAiW  stage  is  for  the  Artist,  who  can  bt  at 

once  implement  and  genius.  Me  £nda  tet 
if-  that  primitive  Separation  in  the  absolate  Pk- 
ial  losophical  Activities  [between  the  ScboUtlie. 
"'     "  ' ■  -  Hoft'J  is  a  deeper- 


oharacter,     We  had  to  abide  by  metaphysical    and   the  '  rode   i 
I^li;.  and  IiOffleal  mrlaphysic.  bat  neither  of    lying  Separation  ii 

Ibem  was  as   it  should  be.     With  Physiology   Separation  indicates,  by  its  eiislence  as  i 
and  Psychology,  with  Mechanics  and  Chemis.    the   possibility   of  being   adjusted,  of  fe 
Ir^.  it  fared  no  better.    In  ibe  latter  half  of   joined:  he  finds  that,  heterogeneous  as  1 
(his  Oentnry  there  arose,  with  iis  Germans,  a  |  Activities  are.  there  is  yet  a  faculty  in  hia  tt 
more  viulrni  commolion  than  ever;  the  hos-   passing  from  ibe  one  to  the  other, 
ing  his  polar' 


tile  masses  towered  themselves  up  againsi 
«eh  other  wore  fiercely  than  heretofore;  the 
fcmtentalion     was   extreme;   there    followed 

SiwerfUl  explosions.  And  now  some  assert 
at  a  real  Oompenrtration  has  somewhere  or 
Mbar  taken  placa ;  that  the  germ  of  a  union 
bta  arinen,  which  will  grow  by  degrees,  and 
ataimilate  all  to  one  indivisible  form :  ihat 
ttis  prinoiple  of  Peace  is  presti^  out  irresist- 
ibly, on  all  sides,  and  that  ere  long  there  will 
1w  bat  one  Science  and  one  Bpirit,  an  one  Pro- 
phet and  one  Ood."— 

"The  rude,  diicorsive  Thinker  is  the  Scho- 
lutlo  [Schoolman  Logician].  The  true  Scho- 
lulio  \a  a  mystical  Subtilist;  out  of  logical 
Jtlonu  ht  builds  his  Upiverse ;  he  annihilates 
all  UtTdie  Nature,  to  put  an  Artifice  ofThoaghts 
lOtdunknlMiMliirt,  literally,  Conjnmr's-irick 
«r  Thoughla]  in  its  room.  His  aim  is  an  infi- 
aile  AuloDialun.  Opposite  to  him  i'  the  rude, 
his  is  a  mystical  Macrologist; 
ind  filed  Ibrm  ;  a  wild,  violent 
lifb  reigns  instead  of  it  in  Nature;  all  is  on- 
I  hnate,  no  law;  wilfulness  and  wonder  every- 
[  where.  He  is  mere  dynaraica!.  Thus  docs 
h«  Philosophic  Spirit  arise  at  first,  in  altoge- 


'ill-  Hei 
therefore,  necessary  members  of  his  apltJIt 
he  observes  that  both  must  be  united  in  MB* 
common  Principle.  He  infers  that  Beledifr 
ism  is  nothing  but  the  imperfect  defeclircMI- 

ployment  of  this  Principle.     It  becomes ' 

But  we  need  not  straggle  farther,  wriagi(i| 
a  signiflcance  out  of  these  mysterious  wwif- 
in  delineating  the  genuine  Transcendemali)^ 
or  "Philosopher  of  the  third  stage."  properly 
speaking.  rAr  Philosopher,  Nov  a  lis  ascends  into 
regions,  whither  few  readers  would  follow 
him.  It  may  be  observed  here,  ihM  British  " 
Philosophy,  iraciiig  il  from  Duns  Scottis  H 
Qugald  Stewart,  has  now  gone  through  the 
first  and  second  of  these  "stagey"  the 8rJ)» 
iastic  and  the  Eclectic,  and  in  considerable 
hobour.  With  our  amiable  Professor  Stewart. 
than  whom  no  man,  not  Cicero  himself,  wai 
ever  more  entirely  Eclectic,  that  second  er 
Eclectic  class  may  be  considered  as  having 
lerminated;  and  now  Philosophy  is  atatlaid 
among  us,  or  rather  there  is  now  no  Philninphy 
risible  in  ihese  Islands'.  I<  remain)  (o  lie 
seen,  whether  we  also  are  to  have  our  "third 
"  and  how  that  new  and  highest  *' 


Ibfr  Ifpanie  masa  A.    In  the  annul  stage  of  I  will  demean  itself  here.    The  French  Pbiloi^ 


pfcm  seem  busy  Mndying  Kant.  »nd  wriling 
afbini :  but  we  raihrr  imagine  Novalis  would 

Evngonce  ihem  still  only  in  the  Ecleclic  stage, 
e  fay*  aAerwards,  ihal  "all  Ecleclics  are 
nsrnti ally  and  ai  bortom  sbrpiics;  the  more 
comprehensive,  Ihe  more  skeptical." 

These  two  passages  have  been  eiiracicd 
tnm  a  large  series  of  FragmfiUi,  which,  under 
(he  ibree  divisions  of  Philasophical,  Orilical, 
Moral,  occupy  Ihe  greatest  pan  of  Volnme 
second.  They  are  fraciions.  as  we  hinied 
*hnv«,  of  rhal  grand  "  encyclopedical  work" 
which  NovBlis  had  planned.  Priedricb  Schle- 
gel  is  said  to  be  the  selector  of  ibose  pnblished 
b»re.  They  come  before  ub,  without  noie  or 
comnenl ;  worded  for  the  most  part  in  very 
nnnsual  phraseology,  and  withonl  repeated 
asd  most  patient  investigation,  seldom  yield 
any  signilicance,or  rather  we  should  say.  oAen 
yield  a  false  one.  A  few  of  the  clearest  we 
h«re  teleeled  for  insertion  :  whether  ihe  reader 
wiU  Ibinlf  them  "  Poliea  of  Flowers," 
bwer  kind  of  dust,  we  shall  not  predict.  We 
five  them  in  ■  miscellaneuni  shape;  i 
Making  those  classifications  which,  eve 
the  leit,  are  not  and  could  not  be  very  rigidly 
•Arred  lo. 

"Philosophy  can  bake  no  bread;  but  she 
tan  procure  for  us  God,  Freedom.  Immortality. 
Which  then  is  more  practical.  Philosophy  ot 
Kcoaaay  T — 

"  Kiiloiophy  ia  properly  Home-sickness  ; 
the  wish  to  be  everjwhere  at  home. — 

"  We  are  near  awakening  when  we  dream 
Ihal  we  dream.— 

"The  true  philosophical  Act  is  annihilation 
of  ««lf,  (S'lbttiOdinn^ .)  this  is  Ihe  real  beginning 
of  all  Philosophy:  all  reqaiEites  (br  being  a 
Duciple  of  Philosophy  point  hither.  This 
Act  alone  correspoads  lo  all  the  conditions  and 
cbirBcteri sties  of  Iranscendi^nial  conduct. — 

"To  become  properly  acquainted  with  a 
iTUtfa,  we  must  first  have  disbelieved  il,  and 
disputed  against  ii. — 

"Man  IS  ihe  higher  Sense  of  our  Planet; 
dw  star  whirh  connects  il  with  the  upper 
watid  :  Ihe  eye  which  it  turns  towards  Hea- 

"Life  is  a  disease  of  the  spirit;  a  working 
incited  by  Passion.    Rest  is  peculiar  to  the 

"Oor  Life  is  no  Dream,  but  il  may  and  will 
perhaps  become  one. — 

"What  IS  Naturet  An  encyclopedical,  sys- 
lematic  Index,  or  Plan  of  oar  Spirit.  Why 
will  we  content  us  with  Ihe  mere  Calalogni?  of 
091  Treasures  T  Let  ns  contemplate  them 
onrsetves,  and  in  all  ways  elaborate  and  use 

"If  our  Bodily  Life  is  a  burning,  our  f^pi- 
titnsl  Life  ix  a  being-burnt,  a  Combustion  (or. 
IS  precisely  the  inverse  ibe  easel);  Dealh. 
Ihefefore,  perhaps  a  Change  of  Capacily. —  • 

"Sleep  is  for  the  inbabilaots  of  Planets  only. 
Id  atiother  time,  Man  will  sleep  and  wake 
eontjnually  a(  once.  The  grealer  part  of  oar 
Body,  of  our  Humaniiy  itself,  yei  sleeps  a  deep 


done  lo  this  Revelation  in 
I  ihe  Flesh.— We  touch  Henveu,  when  we  lay 

"  Man  is  a  Unn ;  his  Senses  are  ihc  Plancts^- 

"Man  has  ever  expressed  some  symbolical 
Philosophy  of  his  Being  in  his  Works  aad 
Conduct;  he  announces  himself  and  his  Gov 
pel  of  Nalnre;  he  is  the  Messiah  of  Nature. — 

"Plants  are  Children  of  the  Earth:  we  are 
Children  of  the  Jllher,  Our  Lungs  are  pro- 
perly our  Root;  wc  live,  when  we  breathe; 
we  begin  our  life  with  breathing. — 

"Nature  is  an  Eolian  Harp,  a  musical  in- 
sirnmeni ;  whose  tones  again  are  k«ya  to 
higher  strings  in  us. — 

"  Every  beloved  object  is  the  centre  of  k 
Paradise. — 

"The  first  Man  is  ihe  first  epidlseer;  sU 
appears  to  him  as  Spirit.  What  are  children, 
but  first  men !  The  fresh  gaze  of  Ihe  Child 
is  richer  in  sienificance  than  the  forecasiiog 
of  the  most  indubitable  Seer. — 

"It  depends  only  on  the  wetUtness  of  our 
organs  and  of  oar  relf.eicitemeni  (StlbiibrrlUi- 
rang)  thai  we  do  not  see  ourselves  in  a.  Fairy' 
world.  All  Fabulous  Tales,  (MahtcktH.)  ar« 
merely  dreams  of  that  home-world,  which  is 
everywhere  and  nowhere.  The  higher  powers 
in  us.  which  one  day,  as  Genies,  shall  fulfil  our 
will.*  are,  for  the  present,  Muses,  which  re- 
fresh US  on  our  loilsome  course  with  awcct 
remembrances. — 

"Man  consists  in  Truth.  If  he  exposes 
Truth,  he  exposes  himself.  If  he  betrays 
Truth,  he  beirays  himself.  We  speak  not  here 
of  Lies,  but  of  acting  against  Conviction. 

"  A  character  is  a  completely  fashioned  will 
(mlUtonmtn  grhililtttr  H\Ur.)— 

"There  is,  properly  speaking,  no  Misfortuac 
in  the  world.  Happioess  and  Misfortune  stand 
in  continual  balance.  Every  Misfortune  is,  aa 
it  were,  Ihe  obstruction  of  a  strenm,  which, 
after  over-coming  this  obstruction,  bat  bursia 
through  wuh  the  greater  force. — 

"The  ideal  of  Morality  has  no  more  dan- 
gerous rival  than  the  ideal  of  highest  Strength, 
of  most  powerful  life;  which  also  has  been 
named  (very  falsely  as  it  was  there  meant)  the 
ideal  of  poetic  greatness.  Il  is  the  maximam 
of  the  savage;  and  has.  in  these  times,  gained, 
precisely  among  the  greatest  weaklings,  very 
many  proselytes.  By  tliis  ideni,  man  becomes 
a  Beasl-Spiril,  a  Mixture;  whose  brutal  wit 
has,  for  weaklings,  a  brutal  power  of  atirae- 

"The  apirii  of  Poesy  is  the  morning  light, 
which  makes  the  sialue  of  Meronon  sound. — 

"The  division  of  Philosopher  and  Poet  is 
only  apparent,  and  to  Ihe  disadvantage  of  bolh- 
''  '        sign  of  disease,  and  of  a  sickly  con- 

"The  true  Poet  h  all-knowing;  he  is  an 
filial  world  in  miniature. — 


u  h«.n  »1l.d  >ti<  "I* 


"There 


e  Temple  in  the  World ;  i  • 
fe»d  that  is  the  Body  of  Man.  Nothinfi  is  [ ! 
■  "■      "■"    1  this  high  form.    Beiidio;  before  J  i 
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"KIopBtoclt's  works  appear,  for  the  mosi 
psn,  free  Translations  of  an  unknown  Poel, 
by  a  very  talented  bm  nnpoelical  Philnlogisl. — 

"Goelhe  IS  an  nllogeiher  practical  poet.  Et 
u  in  his  works  what  the  English  are  in  their 
wares :  highly  simple,  neat,  convenient,  anil 
durable.  He  has  done  in  German  Literature 
what  Wedgewood  did  in  English  Monnfaciure. 
He  has,  like  the  English,  a  nalurnl  turn  for 
Economy,  and  a  noble  Tasie  .icquired  by  l^n- 
denlanding.  Both  ihe^e  are  very  compatible, 
'and  have  a  near  aflinily  in  the  chemical 
seoae.  •  * — WilliilmMfititr'tJppicniitithipmiiy 
be  called  throughout  prosaic  and  modern.  The 
Romantic  sinks  to  ruin,  the  Poesy  of  Nature, 
Ac  Wonderful.  The  Book  ireals  merely  of 
Gonunon  Worldly  things :  Nature  and  Mysti- 
cism are  allogelher  forgoitcn.  Il  is  a  poetized, 
■  civic,  and  household  History;  the  MBrvellous 
is  expresnly  treated  therein  as  imagination  and 
cnlbnsiHsm.  Artistic  Atheism  is  the  spirit  of 
the  Book.  •  •  *  Il  is  properiy  a  Candid,;  di- 
rected against  Poetry;  the  Book  is  highly  ud- 
poelical  in  respect  of  spirit,  poetical  as  the 
dress  and  tody  of  it  is.  •  •  ■  The  introduction 
of  Bhakspeare  has  almost  a  tragic  eScct.  The 
hem  retards  Ihe  triumph  of  the  Gospel  of 
Economy;  and  economical  Nature  is  finally 
Ihe  true  and  only  remaining  one. — 

"  When  we  speak  of  the  aim  and  Art  observa- 
ble iu  Shakspeare's  works,  vre  must  not  forget 
fhat  Art  belongs  to  Nature;  that  it  is,  solo 
speak,  self-viewing,  self-imilating,  self-fashion- 
ing Nature.  The  Art  of  a  well-developed  genius 
is  fardilferent  from  the  Artfulness  of  the  Under- 
standing, of  the  merely  reasoning  mind.  8hak- 
Bpeare  was  no  calculator,  no  learned  thinker; 
he  was  a  mighty  many-gifted  soul,  whose  feel- 
ings and  work.'i,  like  products  of  Nainre,  bear 
the  stamp  of  the  same  spirit ;  and  in  which  the 
last  and  deepest  of  observers  will  still  find  new 
harinonies  with  the  inflnite  structure  of  the 
TJniverse;  concurrences  with  later  icieas,  affini- 
ties with  the  higher  powers  and  senses  of  man. 
They  are  emblematic,  hare  many  meanings, 
are  simple,  and  inexhaustible,  like  products  of 
Nature;  and  nothing  more  unsuitable  eouldbe 
said  of  them  than  that  they  are  works  of  An, 
in  that  narrow  mechanical  acoeplation  of  the 

The  reader  understands  thai  we  ofler  these 
racimens  not  as  the  best  lo  be  found  in 
novali5'si''i'u^i(N'>,  but  simply  as  the  most  in- 
telligible. Fnr  airangerand  deeper  things  there 
are,  could  we  hope  lo  make  them  in  the  smallest 
degree  understood.  But  in  examining  and  re- 
eramining  many  of  his  Frnfimrun,  we  find 
sursetves  carried  into  more  complei,  more 
aahlle  regions  of  thought  than  any  we  are  else- 
where acquainted  with ;  here  we  cannot  always 
find  our  own  latitude  and  longitude,  some- 
limes  not  even  approiimaie  to  finding  them; 
much  leas  leach  others  such  a  secret. 

What  has  been  already  quoted  may  afford 
some  knowledge  of  Novalis,  in  the  characters 
of  Philosopher  and  Critic  :  there  is  one  other 
aspect  under  which  il  would  be  still  more 
curious  lo  view  and  exhibit  him.  but  still  more 
diflkull,— we  mean  that  of  his  Religion.  No- 
valis nowhere  specially  records  his  creed,  in 
iJteae  WriliDgs:  he  mnoy  lime»  expresses,  or: 


implies,  a  Eealoos,  beaftfelt  hetief  In  the  Chrtr- 
tlan  system;  yet  with  such  adjuncts,  and  oo- 

eiisling  persuasions,  as  to  us  mifht  seen 
rather  surprising.  One  or  two  more  of  Ihtie 
his  Aphorisms,  relative  lo  this  subject,  w* 
shall  cite,  v^  likely  to  be  better  Ihu  uj 
description  of  ours.  The  whol^  essay  ■(  fle 
endof  volume  first, entitled  Dit  CAfinrnikM  oAr- 
EvrojHi  (Ohriatianiiy  or  Europe),  is  alsoweB 
worthy  of  study,  in  this  as  iii  many  other  poinB 

"  Religion  contains  inlinile  sadness.  If  we 
are  10  love  God,  he  must  be  in  dislren  (Mlft- 
bcdurflig,  help-needing).  In  how  far  i.  '" 
condition  answered  in  Chrislianily  ! — 

"  Spinoza  is  a  God-in loiicaled-mas  (Caff- 
Inmkniir  Mearrk.)— 

"  h  the  Devil,  as  Falhet  of  Lies,  hinaelfbBl 
a  necessary  illusion  1 — 

'  The  Catholic  Religion  is  to  a  emain  *>■ 
lent  applied  ChtiKiianily.  Pichle's  PhiloMpfay 
loo  is  perhaps  applied  Christianity. — 

"Cat!  Miracles  work  ConvictioD?  Or  if 
not  real  ConvtcUon,  ibis  highest  funcliwiiif 
our  soul  and  personality,  Ihe  only  inw  ODd> 
anuouncingMiraclel 

"The  Chrisiiin  Religion  is  especl^jr  R 
markable,  moreover,  as  11  i>o  decidedly  b^t 
clnim  lo  mere  good  will  in  Man.  to  his  man 
tial  Temper,  and  values  this  indepeudeotlyrf 
all  Culture  and  Mamfestaiion.  It  slmndi  ii 
opposition  to  Science  and  to  Art,  Aadpnpmti 
lo  EiyoynimJ.* 

"  Its  origin  is  wiih  the  common  people.  Il 
inspires  the  great  majority  of  the  bmHtd'm  ik 
Earth. 

"  It  is  Ihe  Light  that  begins  to  shine  in  ihi 
Darkness. 

"  Il  is  Ihe  root  of  all  Dtmixraiy,  the  h: 
Fact  in  the  Rights  of  Man  (<ii£fctr**(r  r*i 
.It  Popul^rirdl.) 

"Its  unpoetical  exterior,  its  resembUae*  U 
a  modern  family-picture,  itrmi  only  io  It  faM 

"Martyrs  are  spiritual  heroes.  ChriM*. 
the  greatest  martyr  of  our  species;  Ihmi^ 
him  has  martyrdom  become  infinite^  ri — " 
cam  and  hoi}-. — 

"The  Bible  begins  nobly,  wiihParadjiB,fta 
symbol  of  youlh ;  and  concludes  with  tbt 
Eternal  Kingdom,  the  Holy  Ciiy-  Its  IvoauB 
'    '  '  genuine   grand^ainW 


history  must  lie,  as  ii  were,  symbolically  re- 
created, (rfrjijiigt,  made  young  acain.)  Ifc 
beginning  of  the  New  Testament  is  theseur' 
higher  Fall,  (lb e  .Atonement  of  the  PalL}  ai 
the  commcncemenl  of  the  new  Period.  Vm 
history  of  every  individual  man  should  bea 
Bible.  Christ  is  the  new  Adam.  A  BAk  M 
Ihe  highest  problem  of  Anihorship. — 

"As  yet  there  is  no  Reli^on-  Voa  nnil 
first  make  a  Seminary  IBiLlnngt-MlHili)  d 
genuine  Religion.  Think  ye  ihal  there  is  Bt- 
ligion  ?  Religion  hasio  be  made  and  prodneed 
(gtmaehl  uBiJ  hcrvornrbriHhl)  by  the  VOIOB  "'" 
numl«r  of  persons." 

Hitherto  our  readers  have  jeen  Dotktagof 


NOVALIS.  '^^H 

HenHs  io  his  eharacier  of  Poet,  properly  so  '  Light  was  snipped  asumler.  Vinishes  tto 
uiled ;  the  PupWi  ei  Sou  being  TdIIj  more  of  Glory  of  Earth,  and  with  it  my  Lamenting 
■  scienlific  Ih*D  poetic  nalure.  As  hinted  I  rushes  together  Ibe  infinite SadnesiinloBnev- 
ibove,  *e  do  not  ■ccouol  his  gifta  in  ibts  I  unfalhoiDsbleWorld:  thouNighi's-iniptralioCi 
Uiter  province  as  of  the  firsl,  or  even  or  a  SlumberorHearen, earnest  overine;  the aecne 
bigb  order  J  unle^i,  indeed,  it  be  iroe,  as  he  |  rose  gently  aloft;  orer  the  scene  hovered  my 
butseir  mainiaiDS,  that  "the  distinction  of  '  enfranchised  new-bom  spirit;  loacloudofdtist 
Fuel  uid  Philosopher  is  apparent  only,  and  In  .  that  grave  changed  itself;  throagh  the  cloud  Ibe- 
(h«  iojqry  of  both."  In  his  professedly  poetical ,  held  ihe  transfigured  features  ofmy  BeloTed.  In 
com  positions,  Ibere  is  an  indubitable  pfoliiity,  her  eyes  lay  Eeerniiyil  clasped  her  batids,  and 
adegree  of  languor,  not  weakness  but  slog-   my  tearsbecameaglilleringindissolublechaio. 


(isltDeKS;  ibe  meaning  is  (oo  much  diluted; 
aad  diluted,  we  migbi  say,  not  in  a  ricb,  lively, 
varying  maiic.  bs  we  find  in  Tirck,  for  ex- 
ample; but  rather  in  a  low-Toi,:ed,  not  tia- 
meiodions  Bonolony,  Ihe  deep  ham  of  which 
ia  broken  only  at  rare  intetTali,  though  some- 
dmes  by  lonei  of  pnrcst,  and  almost  spiriloil 
M>nn(3s,     We  here  allude  chiefly  to  his  nn- 


Cenlurics  of  Ages  moved  away  into  Ihe  distance, 
like  tbuoder-e loads.  On  her  neck  I  wept,  for 
this  new  life,  enrapiuring  tears, — It  was  my 
first  only  Dream ;  and  ever  since  then  do  I  feel 
Ibis  ofaangeless  everlasting  faith  in  Ihe  Heaven 
of  Night,  and  its  Sun  tny  Beloved." 

What  degree  of  critical  satisfactioR,  what 
lo  the  grand  crisis  of  Novaliii's  spt- 


inbjec 


and  in  spite  of  a  decided 


Third  ffym*  «  (*r  NtgM.  we  shall  not  pretend 
1  conjecture.  Meanwhile,  it  were  giving  ibem 
false  impression  of  the  Poet,  did  we  leave  him 
bere ;  eibibiled  only  under  his  more  tnyslio 
aspects :  as  if  his  Poetry  were  exclusively  a 
thing  of  Allegory,  dwelling  amid  Darkness  and 
Tacuity,far  from  all  paths  of  ordinary  monali 
and  their  thoughts.  Novalis  can  write  in  Ihe 
most  common  style,  as  well  as  in  Ibis  most  un- 
common one;  and  there  too  not  without  ori- 
ginality. By  far  the  greater  part  of  his  First 
volume  is  occupied  with  a  Romance.  Htmrifk 
TOH  OflcrJmisrK,  written,  so  far  as  ii  goes,  much 
in  Ibe  every-day  manner;  we  have  adverted 
the  less  to  it,  because  we  nowise  reckon  it 
among  his  most  remarkable  compositions- 
Like  many  of  the  oibers,  it  has  been  left 
as  a  Fragment ;  nay,  from  the  account  Tieck 
gives  of  its  ulterior  plan,  and  how  from  ibe 
solid  prose  world  of  the  first  part,  this  "Apo* 
ibegsis  of  Poetry"  was  to  pass,  in  the  Bccond, 
into  a  myihicBl,rBiry,and  quite  fantaalicworldt 
critics  have  doubled,  whether,  strictly  speak* 
tng,  it  mtlil  have  been  completed.  From  this 
work,  we  select  two  passages,  as  specimens  of 


OB  religit 

mllfiilness  Doui  in  leeiing  ana  woro,  seem  lo 

betpeak  no  great  skill  or  practice  in  that  form 

of  eotnposiuoo.     In  his  prose  style  he  may  be 

aMonnted  happier;   he   aims  in   general   at 

timpiicity,  and  a  certain  famitiar  eipressive- 

aefi ;  here  and  there,  in  his  more  elaborate 

passages,  especially  iu  his  Hymm  lo  llu  A'l^hf, 

M  kas  reminded  us  of  Herder. 

Tliesc  HymiH  to  ihr  Niglu,  ii  will  be  remem- 
bered, were  written  shortly  aAer  the  death  of 

ki*  nislress^  in  that  period  of  deep  sorrow, 

or  rather  of  holy  deliverance  from   sorrow. 

Novalis  himbeir  regarded  them  as  his  most 

iaitbed  productions.    They  are  of  a  strange 

veUed,  almost  enigmatical  character 

dielras,  more  deeply  eiamined,  they  appear 

■ewise  without  true  poetic  worth;  therein 

Taatoess,  an  immensity  of  idea;  a  still  sole: 
Bttjr  reigns  in  them,  a  solitude  almost  as 
extiiict  worlds.  Here  and  there,  too,  sot 
Ughtbeam  visits  as  in  the  void  deep;  and  < 
cast  a  glance,  clear  and  wondrous,  into  t 
secrets  of  that  mysterious  soul.  A  full  co 
meotary  on  the  Hyi""' '0  (A(  AV''' vould  be 

exposition  of  Hovatis's  whole  theological  and  i  Novalis's  manner  in  ihe  more  cominun  style  of 
taoral  creed ;  for  it  lies  recorded  there,  though  composition ;  premising,  which  in  this  one  in* 
ajmbolicsUy,  and  in  lyric,  not  in  didactic  Ian- 1  sinnce  we  are  entitled  to  do,  that  whatever  ex- 
goage.  We  have  translated  ihe  third,  as  the  cellence  they  may  have  will  be  universally 
thonest  and  simpleBt ;  imitating  its  light,  half- '  appreciable.  The  first  is  the  introduction  lo 
measured  style;  above  all,  decyphering  its  the  whole  Narrative,  as  it  were,  the  text  of  ihe 
vagoe  deep-iaid  sense,  as  accurately  as  we,  whole;ihe"BlueFlower"iherespokenofbeinK 
eonld.  By  the  word  "  Night,"  ii  will  be  leen, ;  Poetry,  the  real  object,  paxsioa  and  vocBlion 
Norali*  means  much  more  than  the  common  I  of  young  Heinrich,  which,  thmugh  manifold 
^pcKiiie  of  Da)-.  "  Light"  seems,  iu  these  |  adventures  eiertions,  and  sufferings,  he  is  lo 
poems,  to  shadow  forth  our  terrestrial  life  ;,  s^ek  and  find.  His  bistort' commences  thus: 
Nixbt  the  primeval  and  celeiiiial  life:  "The  old  people  were  already  asleep;  the 

"Once  when  I  was  shedding  bitler  tears,  |  cluck  was  beating  its  monotonous  lick  on  Iba 
when  dissolved  in  pain  my  Hope  had  melted  |  wall ;  the  wind  blustered  over  the  rattling  win- 
away,  and  I  stood  Siiliiary  by  Ihe  grave  thai  in  dows:  by  turns,  the  chamber  was  lighted  by 
Its  dark  narrow  space  concealed  the  Form  of  ^  the  sheen  of  the  moon.  The  young  man  lay 
my  life ;  solitary  a>  nooiher  had  been ;  chased  i  restless  in  his  bed;  and  though t  of  the  stranger 
byunutierableaJigui»h;pnwerles$;onetbought  and  his  stories.  'Not  the  treasures,  is  il,' 
and  ihnt  of  misery ; — here  now  as  I  looked  said  he  to  himself,  ■  that  have  awakened  in  ma 
round  for  help ;  fotivard  could  not  go,  nor  back-  so  unspeakable  a  desire ;  far  from  me  is  «tl  Co- 
ward, bill  ctung  to  a  tmnsient  extinguished  vetuusnessi ;  but  Ihe  Blue  Flower  is  what  I  long 
Life  nith  unutterable  longing; — lo,  from  the  |  to  behold.  It  lies  incessantly  in  my  heart. and 
azure  distance,  down  from  the  hrights  of  my  1 1  can  ihiuk  and  fancy  of  nothing  else.  Never 
old  Blessedness,  came  aohill  Bt«Rih  of  Dusk,  did  I  fee!  so  before:  it  is  as  if.  till  now,  IhaiL 
•ii  wddotly  ibB  basd  ol'  Binlb  the  Ctttier  of  .  been  dreaming,  at  u  t{  atMt  \i^  cin^nii  a 


it  and  nepi  ioio  the  buin.  Be 

doad  avre  floaiing  rouud  him; 

MM  «tmm«(l  nT«r  his  soul ;  id 

■^ttmersble  ihuagbis  uroTe  «> 

n«;  D«T,  DDsecD  imBgra  knne, 

logeiher,  and  became  vin- 

■d  him ;  and  everr  wave  of  thai 

pressed  iiself  on  him  Lkeaiad 

TW  l4)od  i^eemed  ■  Spirit  of  Beanlf. 

B  i3B^  Ibe  fomh. 

'  ~  '  ~  d  vith  rapture.anil  yet  conieioiu 
n.  he  floated  softly  down  ihat 
which  Oovrd  out  froa  the 
e  roeki.  A  sorr  of  sweet  slumber 
■  ki«,  in  which  he  dreamed  iadescnbt- 
Tatnns.  and  onl  of  which  a  new  light 
xy^  Be  foDod  himself  on  asoRsratd 
(■f^aftf A^^Bv  ai  Ac  aiarirai  of  a  spring,  which  welled  out 
iH. «Bt  1  oaM ace  iMBikeair.aiidseemediodissipaieilMtf ikctci 
»■>•»■*.  Ttietr  Dart-bloe  rucks,  with  many-coloured  wUa 
klta^BM:  AdI  rwc  at  Mnne  distance ;  ihe  daylight  which  ea- 
«i«ga^^  *cw  cifcled  him  was  clearer  and  milder  than  iha 
Mi^i(i  m&w  t  had  common;  the  «ky  was  black-blue,  aud  alio- 
TkcMaacaaa  toa  gether  pure:.  But  what  aiiracied  him  infiuKlr 
M  fiKMs,  Bad  fen  notl  was  a  hi;b.  light-blue  Flower,  which  Mood 
I  lEM  of  imacoianble  close  by  ibe  spring,  loncbing  it  with  iu  broad. 
He.  i^iuering  leaves.  Ruand  it  stood  iDnDmerabla 
e  speed  i  Sowers  of  alt  colours,  and  the  sweeleal  perfhae 
^v ;  he  ln«d  viih  many  filled  Ihe  air.  He  saw  nothing  bat  the  Bins 
■■  iM  war.  IB  wild  Inmalt,  ^  Fluweri  and  gazed  on  ii  long  with  nametesi 
n  eaptive,  leDderoess.  At  last  he  was  for  approachia^ 
aess.  All,  when  all  at  once  it  began  lo  move  and  change; 
«■■■■■»  Mac  m  »  hockt  a*  jy*  aaksown  to  the  leaves  grew  more  resplendent,  and  clasped 
k^  >(lhn4AMChaMakiMielTncwcaied  themselves  n<und  the  waxing  stem;  the  Flower 
H^- Jii^aMaMctock;  la>fcdw  the  highest  bent  itself  towards  him;  and  the  petals  shDWid 
|MMia^a*4  It^  ■f*  ***  ^  "''  patted,  like  a  bine  spreading  raff,  in  which  hovetodl 
iw>it^wJ— e.  A)  te*^  wwaidt  mom- 1  lovely  face-  His  sweet  aslonishment  at  this 
fa^iB  Aa  Aa««  knte  If  ■iihaal.  hi»  spirit  |  iraosfomiation  was  increasing. — when  suddcB- 
~       ''  agtrw  dealer  and   lybis  moilier's  voice  awoke  him.  and  hefoand 

"       "        '  ""n  Ihe  house  of  his  parenis,  which  Ihe 


>I>iMM 


tMylRTcand 

h  (be  grBea  net. 

im,  which 

n  bad  rolled 
■c.  4*  lighter  grew 
tto  «m4.  JU  tax  he  amnd  at  a  little  mea- 
^M^mhMdt  ta.T«*  thcdRkvitrof  the  mountain. 
Bill  1 1  ito  WMi»w  KM*  a  high  cUff,  at  the 
teM  <tf  wtak  Ik  ahwrrad  au  npeumg,  Ihal 
■MmA  to  W  Aw  MtraaM  of  a  passage  hevn 
^  4l  MCifc.  TW  |«ss«c«  M  him  easily  on, 
%BflBWI<MMkMa(fMla'ablerraneAn  expanse, 
4fM«C«t«A  Km*  a^  a  biighl  gleam  vas  vi- 
iMb.  0«MMnac>  hi  p«n»ir«)  a  strong  beam 

A  fpransutf  from  a  fountain  to 

la  «av«^  and  sprayed  itself  into  in- 
'  t,  which  coltecied  below  --  - 


himself  I 

already  gildin_ 
Our  next  and  last  extract  is  lilccwise  of  a 
dream.  Young  Heinrich  wilh  hia  taocher 
travels  a  long  journey  to  see  his  grandfhtbir 
at  Augsburg;  converses,  on  the  way,  with 
merchants,  miners,  and  red-cross  warnon, 
(for  it  is  in  the  time  of  the  crusades ;)  and  sow 
arier  his  arrival,  falls  immeasurably  id  }ok 
with  Matilda,  the  Poet  Klingsohr'sdaughWr.ia 
whose  face  was  thai  fairest  one  he  badaeeaia 
his  old  vision  of  the  Hue  Flower.  MatUdl,JI 
would  appear,  is  lo  be  laken  from  him  bydeuk 
(as  Sophie  was  fn.>m  Novalis:)  meanwhik. 
dreading  no  such  erenl.  Heinrich  abaodtiM 
himself  wilh  full  heart  lo  his  new  emotions  i 

"  He  went  to  Ihe  window.    The  choir  of  the 
8(ars  sioud  m  the  de«p  heaven;   and  in  Ibc 
east,  a  while  gleam  announced    Ihe  coming 
glanced  lilte  kindled  |day- 

ise  was  la  be  heard,  h|      "Fullofnpiure,tleititich  exclaimed:  'Yoo. 

raoitolcd  ihc  glorious  sight.  He  i  ve  evriiauiBg  Stan,  ye  silent  wanderers,  I  call 

I*  b*»in.  which  waved  and  qui- ;  yoii  to  witness  my  sacred  oalh.     For  Haliida 

i»ltiut«  hues.    The   walls  of  Ihei  mil  t  Utr«,  wad  eiemal   faith  shall  nnile  lay 

wilh  this  fluid,  which  wa^not'  heart  aad  bet«.     For  me,  loo.  Ihe  morn  of  aa 

iM  the  walls,  threw  out  a  laini  evetUHikt  day  w  dawning.    The  nighl  i>  by: 

H«  dipt  his  hand  in  the  basin,   lo  Ihe  nnB«»ia.l  kindle  myself,  as  a  saoritet 

{t\t».     Il  was  a.t  if  Ihe  breath  of   tbal  wUl  ntrn  b«  eilinguished.* 

luuKhhuui  and  he  fell  himself        -Hewturii  wax  healed;   and   tioi  till  laK 

iKMtkU'eofihened  and  refreshed.  I  inwarfs  warwimt,  did  he  fall  asleep.   Insmafe 

te>n  miMdhimlobaUie;  benlieama  the  thoashtt   of  his   soul   imboditd 


A  deep  bine  river  gleBmed  (/om 
0>t  plain.  On  lU  smoolh  surface  floaleit  a 
barlf;  Maiilila  was  sitting  there,  and  sleeriog. 
She  was  sduroed  with  garlands ;  was  singing 
a  simple  Song,  anil  looking  over  to  him  wilh 
rood  sadness.  His  bosom  vas  full  uf  anilely. 
He  knew  not  why.  The  sky  was  clear,  the 
itream  calm.  Her  hcarenly  CDUntenaoce  was 
mirrnred  in  ihe  waves,  AH  at  once  the  bark 
began  lo  whirl.  He  called  eamebtly  [o  her. 
ahe  smiled,  and  laid  down  her  helm  in  the 
boat,  which  coDtiDUed  whirling.  An  unspeak- 
able terror  loot  hold  of  him.  He  dashed  inlo 
the  stream ;  but  he  could  not  gel  forward ;  the 
water  carried  htm.  She  beckoned,  she  seemed 
as  if  sbe  wished  lo  say  something  lo  him;  the 
hark  wa^  filling  with  water;  yet  she  GDiiled 
vilh  anspeakable  affection,  and  louked  cheer' 
fiilty  into  the  Tortei.  All  at  once  it  drew  her 
ill-  A  faint  breath  rippled  over  the  stream, 
vbich  flawed  on  as  calm  and  glillering  as  be- 
fore. His  horrid  agony  robbed  him  of  con- 
•cionsDess.  His  heait  ceased  beating.  On 
MuTning  to  himself,  he  was  again  on  dry  land- 
It  Mcmed  as  if  he  had  Raated  far.  Il  was  a 
•mnge  region.  He  knew  not  what  had  passed 
vilh  him.  His  heart  was  gone.  Unthinking 
k*  walked  deeper  inlo  the  country.  He  felt 
tecapressibly  weary.  A  little  well  gushed 
Imn  a  hiil ;  it  sounded  like  perfect  bells. 
Wilh  his  bands  he  lifted  some  drops,  and 
wriled  his  parched  lips.  Like  a  sick  dream. 
lay  ibe  fnghlful  event  behind  him.  Farther 
and  farther  he  walked ;  Quners  and  trees 
tpofce  to  him.  He  felt  so  well,  so  at  home 
Id  Ihe  scene.  Then  he  heard  that  timple 
Soafi  again.  He  ran  after  the  sounds.  Sud- 
denly some  one  held  him  by  the  clothes.  '  Dear 
BsDTy,'  cned  a  well-boown  voice.  Be  looked 
Toand,  and  Maltilda  clapped  him  in  her  arms 
'Why  didst  thou  run  from  me,  dear  heart  1'' 
aaid  she,  breathing  deep:  '1  could  scarcely 
oTBTiaJie  ibee.'  Heinrioh  wepi.  He  preiised 
her  lo)um.  •  Where  is  the  river  T  cried  he 
io  tears. — '8eest  thou  nut  its  blue  waves 
abore  us  1'  He  looked  up,  iind  the  blue  river 
was  Howiug  soltly  over  their  beads.  '  Where 
tie  we,  de»r  Maulda!'— ■  With  our  Faihers.' 
— •^ball  we  auy  together?' — 'For  ever,"  an- 
iwerrd  she.  pressing  her  tips  to  his,  and  so 
ela*ptng  him  that  she  could  Dot  again  quit 
bold.  She  put  a  wondrous,  secret  Word  in  his 
mouth,  and  it  pierced  through  all  his  being. 
Be  was  about  to  repeal  il,  when  his  Grand- 
fiUher  called,  and  be  awoke.  He  wonld  have 
given  his  life  lo  remembor  that  Word." 

This  image  of  Death,  and  of  the  Kiver  being 
lb«  Sky  in  that  other  and  eternal  couatrj-, 
Mems  to  us  a  Anc  and  touching  one ;  ihere  is 
■a  II  a  trace  of  that  simple  sublimity,  thai  soil 
itill  pathos,  which  are  characteristics  uf  Nova- 
ha,  and  doubtless  the  highest  of  his  specially 
poetic  gitU. 

But  on  these,  and  what  other  gills  and  de- 
ficiencies pertain  to  him.  we  can  no  farther 
insist:  for  now,  after  such  multifarious  qoola- 
tkms,  and  more  or  less  aiinieJ  eommentariea, 
we  must  consider  our  liltif  enterprise  in  respect 
oTNovalis  to  have  reached  its  limits,  to  be,  if  aot 
CMIfleled,  concluded.  Our  reader  has  beard 
^^tk^^Mljr;  on  a  great  variei 


lelecled  and  exhibited  herein  such  m 
eemed  the  fitiesi  for  our  object,  and  with  a 
rue  wish  on  our  part,  that  what  little  judg- 
nent  was  in  the  meanwhile  to  be  formed  of 
uch  a  man,  might  be  a  fair  and  honest  one. 
Some  of  the  passages  we  have  translated  wilt 
appear  obscure;  others,  we  hope,  are  notwitb- 
sympiomsofa  wise  and  deep  meaning;  the 
1  may  excite  wonder,  which  wonder  agaiit 
vil!  depend  on  euch  reader  for  himself 
whether  he  turn  lo  right  account  or  lo  wrong 
lint,  whether  he  entertain  as  the  parent  of 
Knowledge,  or  as  the  daughter  of  Ignorance. 
For  the  great  body  of  readers,  we  are  aware, 
there  can  be  lillle  profit  in  ^lovalis.  who  ralheF 
employs  our  time  than  helps  us  to  bill  il ;  for 
such  any  farther  study  of  bim  wonld  be  unad- 
visable-  To  others  again,  who  prize  TrUlh  as 
the  end  of  all  reading,  especially  lo  thai  class 
cultivate  moral  science  as  the  develop- 
of  purest  and  highest  Truth,  we  can  re- 
commend the  perusal  and  re-perusal  of  Nova* 
lis  wilh  almost  perfect  confidence.  If  they 
feet,  with  OS,  thai  the  most  profitable  employ- 
ment any  book  can  give  them,  is  to  slndy 
honestly  some  earnest,  deep- minded,  tmlb' 
loviug  Man,  to  work  their  way  into  his  manner 
of  thought,  iill  Ihey  see  the  world  with  his 
eyes,  feel  as  he  felt,  and  judge  as  he  judged, 
neither  believing  nor  denying,  till  they  can  in 
some  measure  so  feel  and  judge, — then  we  may 
assert,  that  few  books  known  to  us  are  more 
worthy  of  their  aiieniion  than  this.  They  will 
find  It,  if  we  mistake  not,  an  unfatbomed  mine 
of  philosophical  ideas,  where  thf  keenest  intel- 
lect may  have  oocnpalion  enough;  and  in 
such  occupation,  wiihont  looking  farther,  re- 
ward enough.  All  this,  if  the  reader  proceed 
on  candid  principles;  if  not,  il  will  be  all 
otherwise.  To  do  man,  so  much  as  lo  Novqlis, 
is  thai  famous  moiio  applicable: 


HMilDr, 


Klih 


For  Ihe  rest,  it  were  but  a  false  proceeding 
did  weattempt  any  formal  character  of  Novalis 
in  this  place;  did  we  pretend  with  such  means 
as  ours  lo  reduce  Ihal  eitraordinaiy  nature 
under  common  formularies;  and  in  few  words 
sum  up  the  net  total  uf  his  worth  and  wonh- 
lessness.  We  have  repeatedly  expressed  our 
own  imperfect  knowledge  of  the  matter,  and 
our  entire  despair  of  bringing  even  an  approli- 
mate  picture  of  it  before  readers  so  foreign 
to  him.  The  kind  words,  "  amiable  enlhusiasl," 
"  poetic  dreamer;''  or  the  unkind  ones,  "Ger- 
man mystic,"  "craokbrained  rhapsodisl."  are 
easily  spoken  and  written ;  but  would  avail 
little  in  Ihift  instance.  If  we  are  not  allugetber 
mistaken,  Novalis  cannot  be  ranged  nnder 
any  of  ihese  noted  categories ;  bul,  belongs  to 
a  higher  and  much  less  known  one.  Ihe  Hignifi- 
canee  of  which  is  perhnpi'  also  worth  studying, 
at  all  cvenls,  will  noi  till  after  long  study  be- 


CABLTUPS  IfJBGBLlMnon  WKlTllfUSL 

nmaiked  in  Novalts,  is  hit  to  nt  trnly  wooder-f  opposite  of  inert ;  ve  hear  htpnmitf  of  Ui 

qajckness  and  Tehemeoce  of  ttovemcat 

111  regard  to  the  character  of  ffia  geiiiat,or 

rather  perhaps  of  his  literaiy  eigaltftance,  lad 

the  form  uQoer  which  he  ditiplayed  hia  geiiu, 

Tieck  thinks  he  may  be  likened  to  Dante.  *r«r 

hiin,"  says  he, "  it  had  become  the  most  nan- 

ral  disposition  to  regard  the  eouiuoueit  and 

nearest  as  a  wonder*  and  die  stranga*  the  8a|«^ 

natoral  as  something  common;  men'aeterf- 

day  life  itself  lay  ronnd  him  like  a  wont 

drons  fable,  and  those  regions  which  the  ini»t 

dream  of  or  doubt  of  as  of  a  thing  distant,  ia- 

comprehensible,  were  for  him  a  bfloved  hose. 

Thus  did  he,  nncbrmpted  by  •xamples,  tad 

out  for  himself  a  new  method  of  defincatisft; 

and  in  his  multiplieitf  of  meaning ;  in  his  new 

of  Lore,  and  his  belief  in  IjOTC,  as  at  once  Ui 

Instructor,  his  Wisdom,  hia  RdigiMi;  ia  tUs 

too  that  a  single  grand  incident  of  lift^and  sue 

deep  sorrow  and  bereavement  grew  to  be  the 

essence  of  his  l^tiy  and  Ck>ntemplationr-he 

alone  among  the  modems  resembles  the  loftf 

Dante ;  and  sings  us,  like  him,  an  uaftAon- 

able,  mystic  song,  ttr  dilihrent  ftom  that  of 

many  imitators,  who  diiuk  to  put  on  mystidm 

and  put  it  off;  like  a  piece  of  dresjt.**    Con- 

sideiiog  the  tendency  of  his  poetic  endeaToan^ 

as  well  as  the  general  spirit  of  his  pfailosophj, 

this  flattering  comparison  may  turn  -out  to  te 

better  fonnd^  than  at  flrst  sight  it  teems  to  k. 

NeTertheless,  were  we  required  to  IDusttili 

Novalis  in  this  way,  which  at  all  limes  mm 

be  a  yerr  loose  one,  we  shoUd  indiBC  fuftr 

to  call  him  the  German  Pascal  than  the  Qi^ 

man  Dante.    Between  Pascal  and  NoraK^t 

lover  of  such  analogies  might  trace  not  a  ftv 

points  of  resemblance.    Both  are  of  the  poieiC 

most  affectionate  moral  nature;  bothof  a htgh^ 

fine,  discursive  intellect ;  both  are  mathemiti* 

cians  and  naturalists,  yet  occupy  themselfei 

chiefly  with  Religion :  nay,  the  best  writiip 


(hi  subtlety  of  intellect ;  his  power  of  intense 
abttractioii,  of  pursuing  tha  oeepest  and  most 
eranescen^jdeas,  thfoiuh  their  thousand  com- 
plezities,  as  it  were;  wRh  lynx  vision,  and  to 
the  very  limits  of  bum^n  Thought  He  was  well 
skilled  in  mathematics,  and,  as  we  can  easily 
believe,  fond  of  that  science;  but  .his  is  a  fair 
finer  species  of  endowment  than  any  required 
in  mathematics,  where  the  mind,  from  the 
very  beginning  of  EueHd  to  the  end  of  Ltqflaee, 
is  assisted  wiu  visible  symbols,  with  safe  mm- 
fkmnU  for  thinking;  nay,  at  least  in  what  is 
caUed  the  .higher  mathematics,  has  often  little 
more  than  a  mechanical  superintendence  to 
exercise  over  these.  This  power  of  abstract 
meditation,  when  it  is  so  sure  and  clear  as  we 
sometimes  find  it  with  Novalis,  is  a  much 
highiar  and  rarer  one ;  its  element  is  not  mathe- 
matiea,  but  that  MatkuUi  of  which  it  has  been 
said  many  a  Great  Calculist  has  not.  even  a 
sotioa.  In  this  power  truly,  so  far  as  logical 
and  not  moral  power  is  concerned,  lies  the 
anmmary  of  all  Philosophic  talent:  which  talent 
aeeordingly  we  imagine  Novalis  to  have  pos- 
senei  in  a  very  hip^  degree ;  in  a  higher  de« 

Cm  tfian  almost  any  other  modem  writer  we 
fc  met  with. 

ffia  chief  fhult  again  figures  itself  to  us  as 
«  certain  undue  softness,  want  of  rapid  eneigy ; 
aomelhing  which  we  might  term  jwniiprinw  ex- 
tending both  over  hia  mind  and  his  character. 
Iters  ia  a  tenderness  in  Novalis,  a  puritv,  a 
oleanicfs,  almost  as  of  a  woman;  but  he  has 
not*  at  least  not  at  all  in  that  degree,  the  em- 
phasis and  resolute  force  of  a  man.  Thus,  in 
his  poetical  delineations,  as  we  complained 
above,  he  is  too  diluted  and  diffuse ;  not  verbose 
properly;  not  so  much  abounding  in  supertla- 
ous  words,  as  in  superfluous  circamstances, 
which  indeed  is  but  a  degree  better.  In  his 
philosophical  speculations,  we  feel  as  if,  under 

a  different  form,  the  same  fault  were  now  and  |  of  both  are  left  in  the  shape  of  **  Tliougto.' 
then  manifested.  Here  again,  he  seems  to  us,  i  materials  of  a  grand  scheme,  which  eaeh  of 
in  one  sense,  too  languid,  too  passive.  He  n7.t,  |  them,  with  the  views  peculiar  to  his  age,  M 
we  might  say,  among  the  rich,  fine,  thousand-  planned,  we  may  say,  for  the  ftirtheraaee  d 
fold  combinations,  which  his  mind  almost  of  Religion,  and  which  neither  of  them  lived  M 
itself  presents  him;  but,  perhaps,  he  shows  too   execute.    Nor  in  all  this  would  it  (ail  to  It 


little  activity  in  the  process,  is  too  lax  in  sepa- 
rating the  true  from  the  doubtful,  is  not  even 
at  the  trouble  to  express  his  truth  with  any  la- 
borious accuracy.  With  his  stillness,  with 
his  deep  love  of  Nature,  his  mild,  lofty,  spiritual 
tone  of  contemplation,  he  comes  before  us  in 
a  sort  of  Asiatic  character,  almost  like  our 
ideal  of  some  antique  Gymnosophist,  and  with 
the  weakness  as  well  as  the  strength  of  an 
OrientaL  However,  it  should  be  remembered 
that  his  works  both  poetical  and  philosophical. 


as  we  now  see  them,  appear  under  many  dis-  '  own  inspection  how  be  lives  and  woiks.  ^ 
advantages;  altogether  immature,  and  not  as  j  have  done  it,  moreover,  not  in  the  style  of** 
doctrines  and  delineations,  but  as  the  rude  ;  rision,  which  would  have  been  so  easy,  M* 
draught  of  such ;  in  which,  had  they  been  com-  that  of  serious  inquiry,  which  seemed  sons* 
pleted,  much  was  to  have  changed  its  shape, :  more  profitable.  For  this  we  anticipate  sj^ 
And  this  fault  with  many  others  might  have '  censure,  but  thanks,  from  our  readers.  ^ 
disappeared.  It  may  be,  therefore,  that  this  j  ticism,  whatever  it  may  be,  should,  like  cmj 
is  only  a  superficial  fault,  or  even  only  the  ap- 1  actually  existing  things,  be  understood  in 


careftilly  remarked,  that  Novalis  was  aol  iki 
French  but  the  German  Pascal ;  and  fnm  At 
intellectual  habits  of  the  one  and  the  ote 
many  national  contrasts  and  conclusions  aigkt  , 
be  drawn ;  which  we  leave  to  those  that  hvfC 
a  taste  for  such  parallels. 

We  have  thus  endeavoured  to  commuBieit 
some  views,  not  of  what  is  vulgarly  calle4,hi 
of  what  it  German  Mystic ;  to  afford  £a^ 
readers  a  few  glimpses  into  his  actual  boll^ 
hold  establishment,  and  show  them  by  Adr 


pearance  of  a  fault,  and  has  its  origin  in  these 
circumstances,  and  in  our  imperfect  under- 
standing of  him.    In  personal  and  bodily  ha- 


informed  minds.  We  have  observed,  isjjjj 
that  the  old-established  laugh  on  this  sikQ 
has  been  getting  rather  hollow  of  late;^ 


bits,  at  least,  Novalis  appears  to  have  been  the  I  seems  as  if,  ere  long,  it  woold  in  a  gntf 


SIGNS  OF   THE   TIME* 

tan  die  avap  It  appears  to  u»  that,  in  Eng-  like  ihai 
land,  thfre  is  a  disiinci  spirit  of  loleranl  and  has  it,  " 
iohtT  iikTestigation  abroad,  in  refniid  lo  this  Machine,  nf  the  jfilher  a  Gas,  of  God  a  Force. 
and  other  kindred  matters  ;  a  persuasion,  fast  and  of  the  Second  World— -a  CoiriD.'  We  ra- 
tpresdmg  wider  and  wider,  thai  the  plummet  Iher  think,  such  a  da;  will  lul  come.  At  all 
ot  Pfencb  or  Scotch  Logic,  eicelleol,  nay,  in- 1  evenls,  wliile  Ihe  bailie  ia  siill  waging,  and 
dispeniable  as  it  is  for  surveying  all  cobsis  I  that  Coftin-tind-Gas  Philosophjr  has  not  yet  st- 
and harhour^.  will  absoluiel/  not  sound  the  |  cared  itself  with  Tithes  and  penal  Biatuies,]el 
deep-aras  of  human  Inquiry;  and  that  many  a  :  there  be  free  scope  for  Mysticism,  or  whatever 
Tolwire  and  Hume,  weil-friHed  and  highly  me- '  else  honestly  opposes  it.  A  fiiir  lipid,  and  no 
niorious  men,  were  far  wrong  jn  reckoning  i favour,  and  the  rif;hi  u^Iprospcrt  "Ourpro- 
that  when  iheir  sii  hundred  fathoms  were  out,  seni  lim<^."  says  Jean  Paul  elsewhere,  "  is  in- 
ibey  had  reached  Ihe  boitom,  which,  as  in  the  jdeed  a  crilicising  and  critical  time,  hovering 
Atlantic,  may  lie  nnknown  miles  lower.  Siiibetwiii  the  wish  and  Ihe  inability  to  heliere; 
handred   falhoms  is  the  longest,  end  a  most   a  chaos  of  confliciing  times ;  but  even  a  chk- 


ralaable  nautical  tine;  but  many  men  sound 
six  and  fewer  fathoms,  and  arrive  at  pre- 
y  the  same  conclusion. 

e  day  wilt  come,"  said  Lielilenberg.  in 
r  irony.  "  when  Ihe  belief  in  Ood  will  be 


world  must  have  its  centre,  and  rerolution 
round  that  centre ;  there  ii  no  pure  entire  Coti- 
fuiion,  but  all  such  pre.supposes  its  opposite, 
before  ii  can  begin." 


SIGNS  OF  THE  TIMES. 


IEdiKbd 


I*  1>  AO  very  good  symptom  either  of  nations 
or  individuals,  thai  Ihey  deal  mnch  in  vatjci. 
Bktinn.  Happy  men  are  full  of  the  present. 
lor  its  bounlr  suHices  Ihem  ;  and  wiae  men 
alM.  for  its  duties  engage  Ihem.  Our  grand 
baamess  undoubledly  is,  not  to  at  what  lies 
dimly  at  a  distance,  but  tii  do  what  lies  clearly 


Wotk'M  ttwu  < 


Bol  man's  "  large  discourse  of  reason"  mi 
look  "before  aiid^er;"and,  impatient  of"  ihi 
ipioranl  present  lime,"  will  indulge  in  aniici 
pMlPD  far  more  than  profile  him.  Seldom  can  . 
Ihe  unhappy  be  persuaded  that  the  evil  of  the 
i>  satEcieni  for  it ;  and  the  ambilioDS  will  | 
:  oonient  with  presenl  splendour,  but 
!  glorious  triumphs,  on  ihe 
n  of  the  future. 

>,  however,  is  still  worse  with  na- 

e  Ihe  prophets  are  doI  one,  but 

and  each   iuciies   and   confirms   the 

;  so  thai  Ibe  fatidical  fury  spreads  wider 

et,  till  at  !asl 

a  real  magic  in  the  action 

Q  of  minds  on  one  another.    The 

.1  deltration  of  a  few  becomes,  by  ihis 

■rioaa  reverberation,  Ihe  frenzy  of  many ; 

«  the  nse,  not  only  of  iheir  nndersiand- 

,  but  of  their  bodily  senses;   while   the 

«  obdurate,  unbelieving  hearts  melt,  like 

t,  in  the  furnace  where  all  are  cast  as 

Utarn  and  as  fuel.     Il  is  gnevon*  lo  think. 

'a  noble  omnipotence  of  Sympathy  has 

'  the  Aaron's-rod  of  Troth  and 

>  often   the  Enchanler's-rod  of 

id  Folly  !    No  solitary  miscre- 

tobiary  maniac,  would 


lore  on  such  actions  and  imaginations,  aa 
large  communities  of  sane  men  have,  in  such 
circumstances,  entertained  as  sound  wisdom. 
Witness  long  scenes  of  the  French  Revolution! 
awholepeopledruak  with  blood  and  arrogance, 
and  then  with  terror  and  cruelty,  nnd  with  de>> 
peration,  and  blood  again !  Levity  is  no  pro- 
lection  against  such  visitalionK.nor  ihe  utmost 
earneslness  of  character.  The  New  England 
Puritan  burns  witches,  wrestles  for  month* 
with  Ihe  horrors  of  Satan's  invisible  world, 
and  all  ghastly  phantasms,  the  daily  and 
hourly  precursors  of  the  Last  Day;  then  sud- 
denly beihinks  him  that  he  is  frantic,  weepi 
billerty,  prays  coniritely.  and  Ihe  hislory  of 
Ihal  gloomy  season  lies  behind  him  like  a 
frighiful  dream. 

And  Old  England  has  had  her  share  of  such 
frenzies  and  panics ;  though  happily,  like 
other  old  maladies,  ihey  have  grown  milder  of 
late :  and  since  the  days  of  Titus  Oaiea,  have 
mosily  passed  without  loss  of  roen'l  lives,  or 
indeed  without  much  other  lo<is  than  that  of 
reason,  for  ihe  lime,  in  Ihe  sufferert.  In  this 
miligaled  form,  however,  the  disiemper  is  of 
pretty  regular  recurrence ;  and  may  be  reck- 
oned on  at  intervals,  like  other  naluraJ  visita- 
tions ;  BO  lhal  reasonable  men  deal  with  it,  as 
Ihe  Londoners  do  wiih  iheir  fogs, — go  cauti- 
ously out  into  the  groping  crowd,  and  palienllr 
carry  lanterns  at  noon ;  knowing,  by  a  well- 
.  gronnded  faith,  thai  the  sun  is  siill  in  eiislenoe, 
1  and  will  one  day  reappear.  How  often  bare 
I  we  heard,  for  the  last  Ally  years,  thai  the 
country  was  wrecked,  and  fast  sinking;  «her«- 


,,upi 


I  (his  date,  the 


iNlry  i, 


afloail  The"8(aie  in  Dnnger"  is  a  condition 
of  things,  which  we  have  witnesse<)  a  hundred 
limes;  ■ndasforthecho(ch,ivt\».«M.\toin.>>tett 
oiUof**danBai^  since* 


OABLTLBB  lOBCBIIiAlfEOUB  WRl'llNUH. 

All  men  an  awtre,  dwt  die  preteDt  ia  afrdatioiii  to  it,  imr  own  true  aima  and 

voars  in  it,  may  alao  become  deanr. 

Were  we  required  to  charaeterin  thb  ife 
of  oort  bj'anf  tingle  epithet,  we  ahonld  kt 
tempted  to  calf  it,  not  an  Herokwl,  Derotioail, 
Philosophical,  or  Moral  Age,  hat,  above  a 
others,  the  Mechanical  Age.  It  ia  the  Agerf 
Machinery,  io  every  outward  and  inwaid  seiiir 
of  that  word;  the  age  which,  with  its  whole 
nndivided  might,  forwards,  teaches,  and  prao' 
tises  tiie  great  art  of  adopting  means  to  eaiSi 
Nothing  is  now  done  directly,  or  by  hand;  aD 
is  by  mle  and  calculated  contriTance.  Pbr 
the  simplest  operation,  some  helpa  and  aeoon- 
paniments,  some  cunning,  abbreTiaiing  {Re- 
cess is  in  readiness.  Our  old  modes  itfeaeitioa 
are  all  discredited,  and  thrown  aaida  On 
ereiy  hand,  the  living  artisan  ia  driven  fkoa 
his  workshop,  to  make  room  for  a  spcedhr, 
inanimate  one.  The  shuttle  drops  Ima  As 
fingers  (xf  the  weaver,  and  (Uls  into  iron  la- 
gers that  ply  it  fhster.  The  sailor  fhris  Ibi 
sail,  and  lays  down  his  oar,  and  bids  a  strong 
unwearied  servaiit,  on  vmponroim  wings,  bmr 
him  through  the  waters.  Men  havjB  craMi 
oceans  by  steam ;  the  Birmingham  Fji»tiif 
has  Tisited  the  fkbnlons  East;  and  the  geaim 
of  the  Cape,  were  there  any  Camoens  novH 
sing  it,  has  again  been  alarmed,  and  will  ir 
stranger  thundera  than  Gama's.  There  is  it 
end  to  machinery.  Even  the  horse  is  strippri 
of  his  hsmessy  and  finds  a  fkstt  fire4eiit 
yoked  in  his  stead.  Nay,  we  have  watvM 
that  hatches  chickens  t^  steam;  ^'vot 
brood*hen  is  to  be  superMded!  For  il 
earthly,  and  for  some  imearthly  purposes,  i» 
have  machines  and  mechanic  nirthersaees; 
for  mincing  our  cabbages ;  for  casting  ns  ioto 
magnetic  slef  p.  We  remove  mountains,  ssl 
make  seas  our  smooth  highway;  nothing ea 
resist  us.  We  war  with  mde  nature;  9iA,bf 
our  resistless  engines,  come  ofiT  always  vic- 
torious, and  loaded  with  spoils. 

What  wonderful  accessions  hare  thus  beoi 
made,  and  are  still  making,  to  the  physieil 
power  of  mankind;  how  much  better  M, 
clothed,  lodged,  and,  in  all  outward  respeei|» 
accommodated,  men  now  are,  or  might  be,  If 
a  given  quantity  of  labour,  is  a  gratefhl  rele^ 
lion  which  forces  itself  on  every  one.  Whi 
changes,  too,  this  addition  of  power  is  im^ 
ducing  into  the  social  system;  how  westt 
has  more  and  mqre  increased,  and  at  the  sane 
time  gathered  itself  more  and  more  into  masses 
strangely  altering  the  old  relations,  and  is- 
creasing  the  distance  between  the  rich  and  lie 
poor,  will  be  a  question  for  Political  Eooso* 
mists,  and  a  much  more  complex  and  import 
ant  one  than  any  they  have  yet  engaged  wilh- 
But  leaving  these  matters  for  the  preseDt,kf 
us  observe  how  the  mechanical  genius  of  osr 
time  has  diffused  itself  into  quite  other  p^ 
vinces.  Not  the  external  and  physical  tioss 
is  now  managed  by  machinery,  but  the  ioM^ 
nal  and  spiritual  also.  Here,  too,  nothing  fd- 
lows  its  spontaneous  course,  nothing  is  left  It 
be  accomplished  by  old,  natural  methods 
Every  thing  has  its  cunningly  devised  ifflp)^ 
ments,  its  pre-established  apparatus;  itissd 
done  by  hand,  but  by  machinery.  Thos  et 
have  machines  for  Education :  Laneastrim 


f|f  this  sort ;  and  whj  it  has  become  so. 
The  wnotlpC  the  Test  Acis,  and  then  of  the 
Gathoue  ojiabilitie^  hj|p  struck  many  of  their 
admirera  with  an  indefcribable  astonishment 
Those  things  seemed  fixed  and  immovable; 
deep  as  the  foundations  of  the  world ;  and  lo ! 
in  a  moment  they  have  vanished,  and  their 
l^aea  ^nows  them  no  more !     Our  worthy 
iKeaaa  mistook  the  slumbering  Leviathan  for 
an  island;  often  aa  they  had  been  assured, 
that  intolerance  was,  and  could  be  nothing  but 
a  Monster ;  and  so,  mooring  under  the  lee,  they 
had  anchored  comfortably  in  his  scaly  rind, 
thinking  to  take  good  cheer;  as  for  some  space 
they  did.    But  now  their  Leviathan  has  sud- 
denly dived  under;  and  th^  can  no  longer 
be  fiatened  in  the  stream  of  time;  but  muft 
drift  forward  on  it,  even  like  the  rest  of  the 
world;  no  vaiy  appalling  Ihte,  we  think,  could 
thejr  but  nnderstand  it :  which,  however,  they 
wiU  not  yet,  for  a  season.    Their  little  island 
ia  gone,  and  sunk  deep  amid  confhsed  eddies; 
and  what  is  left  worth  caring  for  in  the  uni- 
verse  1  What  is  it  to  them,  that  the  great  con- 
tinents of  the  earth  are  still  standing ;  and  the 
polestar  and  all  our  loadstars,  in  the  hearena, 
alill  ahining  and  etemall     Their  cherished 
little  haven  is  gone,  and  they  will  not  be  com- 
forted!   And  therefore,  day  afVer  day,  in  all 
manner  of  periodical  or  perennial  pnblica- 
tkma,  the  most  lugubrious  predictions  are  sent 
ibrth.    The  kinc  has  virtually  abdicated;  the 
ohweb  is  a  wicbw,  without  jointure ;  public 
principle  is  gone ;  private  honesty  is  going ; 
society,  in  short,  is  ast  falling  in  pieces ;  and 
a  time  of  unmixed  evil  is  come  on  us.    At 
such  a  period,  it  was  to  be  expected  that  the 
rage  of  prophecy  should  be  more  than  usually 
excited.    Accordingly,  the  Millenarians  have 
come  forth  on  the  right  hand,  and  the  Millites 
on  the  leA.    The  FiAh-monarchy  men  pro- 
phesy from  the  Bible,  and  the  Utilitarians  from 
Bentham.    The  one  announces  that  the  last  of 
the  seals  is  to  be  opened,  positively,  in  the 
year  1660 ;  and  the  other  assures  us,  that  <*  the 
greatest  happiness  principle"  is  to  make  a 
heaven  of  earth,  in  a  still  shorter  time.    We 
know  these  symptoms  too  well,  to  think  it  ne- 
cessary or  safe  to  interfere  with  them.    Time 
and  the  hours  will  bring  relief  to  all  parties. 
The  grand  encourager  of  Delphic  or  other 
noises  is — the  Echo.    Left  to  themselves,  they 
will  soon  dissipate,  and  die  away  in  space. 

Meanwhile,  we  too  admit  that  the  present  is 
an  important  time ;  as  all  present  time  neces- 
sarily is.  The  poorest  day  that  passes  over 
us  is  the  conflux  of  two  Eternities !  and  is 
made  up  of  currents  that  issue  from  the  remot- 
est Past,  and  flow  onwards  into  the  remotest 
Future.  We  were  wise  indeed,  could  we  dis- 
cern truly  the  signs  of  our  own  time ;  and  by 
knowledge  of  its  wants  and  advantages,  wisely 
adjust  our  own  position  in  it.  Let  us  then, 
instead  of  gazing  idly  into  the  obscure  distance, 
look  calmly  around  us  for  a  little,  on  the  per- 
plexed scene  where  we  stand.  Perhaps,  on 
a  more  serious  inspection,  something  of  its 
perplexity  will  disappear,  some  of  its  distinc- 
tive characters,  and  deeper  tendencies,  more 
clearly  reveal  themselves ;  whereby  our  own 
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mscliines;  Hrnnilloiiian  machinea;  Monitors, 
mips.  anJ  erabtems.  InitruclioD.  ihat  myele- 
rioos  tommuninf!  of  Wisdom  with  Ignorance, 
is  DO  longer  an  indefinablp  lenialm  process, 
requiring  a  smdy  of  initiridual  aptitudrs,  and 
a  petpelDsl  variiiion  of  meana  and  meihtrds, 
to  Btiain  ihe  same  end ;  but  a  secure,  univer- 
sal, siraight-rnnrard  bnsiness,  la  be  conducted 
ID  (be  gross,  by  proper  mechanism,  -with  such 
inlellMt  as  comes  to  hand.  Then,  ve  have 
Betigiou''  machines,  of  all  imaginable  varie- 
ties! the  Bible  Society,  profeising  a  far  higher 
and  heavenly  structure,  is  found,  on  inquiry, 
to  be  alingeiher  an  earthly  contrivance,  sup- 
poned  by  colleciion  of  moneys,  by  fomenting 
of  vanities,  by  puRiDg,  intrigue,  and  chicnne: 
and  yei,  in  eHeci,  -  -       ■■     - 


nmgi 


very  ficelleni  machine  for 


the  SI 


nail 


other  departments.  Has  any 
society  of  men,  a  truih  to  speak,  a  piece  of 
spifilnal  «ork  to  do,  they  can  nowise  proceed 
ai  once,  and  with  the  mere  natural  organ.',  but 
nast  first  call  a  public  meeting,  appoint  com- 
iBitlees,  issue  prospectuses,  eat  a  public  din- 
ners in  »  word,  construct  or  borrow  machinery. 
wherewith  to  speak  it  and  do  it.  Without 
Machinery  ibey  were  hopeless,  helptes-s  ;  a 
coliiDy  of  Hindoo  weavers  squatting  in  the 
heart  of  Lancashire.  Then  every  machine 
nasi  have  its  moving  power,  in  some  of  the 
greal  eurrenls  of  society;  Every  little  sect 
■mong  us,  rniiariatTS,  Utilitarians.  Anabap- 
tiat*,  Phrenotogi sis.  must  each  bare  its  perioJi- 
c*l,  ils  monibty  or  quarterly  magazioe, — 
fcMgiwgoiit.  like  its  windmill,  into  the  jifyufnrii 
h  M  ^nd  meal  for  the  society. 
(Klb  individual,  in  like  manner,  natural 
ffb  avails  little.  No  individual  now 
mplish  the  poorest  enterprise 
■landed,  and  without  mechanical  aids; 
Mini  make  interest  with  some  existing 
'  nlioQ,  and  till  his  field  triih  iheir 
e  days,  more  emphatically  than 
l'llr«,  signifies  to  unite  with  a  party. 
uir  one."  Philosophy,  Science.  Art,  Litera- 
ture, all  depend  on  machinery.  No  Newton, 
by  Mienl  meditation,  now  discovers  the  system 
of  ^e  world  fmm  the  falling  of  an  apple;  but 
^Upc  quite  other  than  Newton  stands  in  his 
^■hnm,  hisSeieniific  Instiintion,  and  behind 
■Mb  batteries  of  reton.^.  digesters,  and  gal- 
^Bp  file*  i  to  pera  lively  "inierrogales  Nature." 
^^Ao,  however,  shows  no  haste  to  answer.  In 
Mlrct  of  Ruphaels.  and  Angelos,  and  Mozans, 
■w»  have  Royal  Academies  of  Painting.  Sculp- 
ture, Mutic;  whereby  the  languishing  spirit 
of  an  may  be  ntrengthened  by  the  more  gene- 
nnudieiofa  Public  Kitchen.  Literature,  too, 
has  iu  Pa lem osier-row  mechanism,  ils  Trade 
dinners,  its  Editorial  conclaves,  and  huge  snb- 
umnean  puffing  bellow.c ;  so  that  books  are 
not  only  printed,  but.  in  a  great  measure, 
written  and  sold,  by  machinery.  National 
cuttare,  spimual  benefit  of  all  sorts,  is  under 
the  same  management.  No  Qneen  Christina, 
in  lbe*e  times,  needs  to  send  for  her  Descartes ; 
ttKing  Frederic  for  hia  Votiaire.  and  pain- 
'  1i  him  with  pensions  and  flattery 


C'  ':In9titutes.  Hence  the  Royal  and Tmperial 
ielies.  the  Bibliolheqoes,  Glyplotheqoes, 
Tech noihiques,  which  front  us  in, all  capital 
cities,  hhe  so  many  well-lini?hed  hives,  to 
which  it  is  expected  the  stray  agencies  of 
Wisdom  will  swarm  of  their  own  accord,  api 
hive  and  make  honey.  In  like  manner,  ainong 
ourselves,  when  it  is  thought  that  religion  la 
declining,  we  have  only  to  vote  half  a  niillioii'a 
worth  of  bricks  and  mortar,  and  build  new 
churches.  In  Ireland,  it  seems  they  have  gone 
still  fanher  ;  having  actually  establiEhed  a 
"  Penny-a-week  Purgatory  ao«iciy !"  Thus 
does  the  Genius  of  Mechanism  stand  by  to 
help  us  in  all  difficulties  and  emergencies; 
and.  with  his  iron  back,  bears  all  our  burdens. 
These  things,  which  we  state  lightly  enough 
here,  are  yet  of  deep  import,  and  indicate  a 
migbly  change  in  our  whole  manner  of  exist- 
ence. For  the  same  habii  regulates  not  our 
modes  of  action  alone,  but  our  modes  of 
I  thought  and  feeling.  Men  are  grown  mecbnni- 
'  cal  in  head  and  iu  heart,  a^  well  as  in  hand. 
They  have  lost  faith  in  individual  endeavour, 
and  in  natural  force,  of  any  kiniL  Not  for 
Internal  perfection,  but  for  etiemal  combina- 
tions and  arrangements,  for  iasriluliuns,  eoii> 
stitutions. — for  Mechanism  of  one  sort  or  other, 
do  they  hope  and  siruggle.  Their  whole  eSurts, 
attachments,  opinions,  turn  on  mechanism,  and 
are  of  a  mechanical  character. 

We  may  trace  this  tendency,  we  think,  yetr 
distinctly,  in  all  the  great  manifestation)  of 
our  lime;  in  its  intellectual  aspect,  the  studies 
it  most  favonrs.  and  its  mauner  of  conducltng 
them ;  in  its  praclienl  a.>.pects.  its  polities,  am, 
reliofian,  morals;  in  the  whole  sources,  and 
throughout  the  whole  currents,  of  its  spiritual, 
no  less  than  its  mnlerial  activity. 

Consider,  for  example,  the  siaie  of  Science 
generally,  in  Europe,  at  this  period.  It  is  ad- 
mitied.  on  all  sides,  lhat  the  Metaphysical  and 
[  Moral  Sciences  are  falling  into  decay,  while 
■  the  Physical  are  engrossing,  everj-  day,  m 
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enceofMind;  only  more 
in  the  general  science,  or 
of  matter.  The  French  w 
this  school  of  MetsphyMi 
have  lately  affected  to  rev 
signs  of  vitality-  The  land  of  Maiebr'anche, 
Pascal,  Descartes,  and  Fenelon,  has  now  only 
its  Cousins  and  Villemnins;  while,  in  the 
department  of  Physics,  ii  reckons  far  olher 
names.  Among  ourselves,  the  Philosophy  of 
Mind,  after  a  rickety  infancy,  which  never 
reached  the  vigour  of  manhood,  fell  suddenly 
into  decay,  languished,  and  finally  died  out, 
with  its  last  amiable  cultivator,  Professor 
Siewarl.  In  no  nation  but  Germany  ha*  anj' 
decisive  effort  been  made  in  psychological 
science;  not  to  speak  of  any  decisive  result. 
The  science  of  the  age,  in  short,  is  pbytical, 
chemical,  physiological,  and.  in  all  shapes, 
mechanical.  Our  favourite  Math ematici,  the 
highly  priMd  exponent  of  all  these  other 
sciences,  has  also  become  more  and  more 
meehanieal.  Excellence,  in  vhai  is  called  iU 
higher  departments,  de^tids  \es!,  qti  mUm^ 
geniQiiihan  on  acq\uH&cs^nbcs«va.m 
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ia^  its  viaehinerf.  WUhoal  midenrahiiiig  the 
voBderftil  molts  which  a  Lagrange,  t>r  L$r 
plaice^  etefet  by  means  of  it,  we  may  remark, 
thai  its  calculus,  diffisrentiaL  and  integral,  is 
Uttie  yse  than  a  more  ennningly-constroeied 
aiilhiMical  milU.  where  the  factors  being  pot 
la»  in,  as  it  #ere,  ground  into  the  true  pro- 
AooSt  wider  eoTer,  and  without  other  effort,  on 
onr  apt,  ttian  steady  turning  of  the  handle. 
We  nave  more  Mathematics  certainly  than 
efw;  but  less  Mathesis.  Archimedes  and 
Plato  could  not  havtf  read  the  Mdeaniftu  CdUaU; 
but  neither  would  the  whole  French  Institute 
see  aught  in  mat  sariugy  ''Ood  geometrizes  I" 
bat  a  sentimental  rodomontade. 

From  Locke's  time  downwards,  our  whole 
Metap^sies  have  been  physical;  not  a.spi- 
litoal  Philosophy,  but  a  material  one.  The 
•ingnlar  estimation  in  which  his  Essay  was 
00  long  held  as  a  scientific  work,  (for  the 
«hara6ter  of  the  man  entitled  all  he  said  to 
vtntratiott,)  will  one  day  be  thought  a  curious 
iadieation  of  the  spirit  of  these  times.  His 
whole  doctrine  is  mechanical,  in  its  aim  and 
origin,  in  its  method  and  its  results.  It  is  a 
mere  discussion  concerning  the  origin  of  ois 
consciousness,  or  ideas,  or  whatever  else  they 
an  called;  a  genetic  history  of  what  we  see 
m  the  mind.  But  the  grand  secrets  of  Neces- 
sity and  Free-will,  of  the  nund's  vital  or  non- 
vi^  dependence  on  matter,  of  our  mysterious 
ruatlons  to  Time  and  SiMice,  to  God,  to  the 
nnf rerae,  are  net,  in  the  faintest  degree,  touch- 
ad  on  in  these  inquiries ;  and  seem  not  to  have 
the  smallest  connection  with  them.    ' 

Hie  last  class  of  our  Scotch  Metaphysicians 
had  a  dim  notion  that  mnch  of  this  was  wrong ; 
hut  they  knew  not  how  to  right  it  The  school 
of  Reid  had  also  from  the  first  taken  a  me- 
chanical course,  not  seeing  any  other.  The 
singular  conclusions  at  which  Hume,  setting 
out  from  their  admitted  premises,  was  arriv- 
ing, brought  this  school  into  being ;  they  let 
loose  Instinct,  as  an  andiscriminating  ban-dog, 
to  guard  them  against  these  conclusions; — 
they  tugged  lustily  at  the  logical  chain  by 
which  Hume  was  so  coldly  towing  them  and 
the  world  into  bottomless  abysses  of  Atheism 
and  Fatalism.  But  the  chain  somehow  snap- 
ped between  them;  and  the  issue  has  been 
that  nobody  now  cares  about  either, — any 
more  than  about  Hartley's,  Darwin's,  or  Priest- 
ley's contemporaneous  doings  in  England. 
Hartley's  vibrations  and  vibratiuncles  one 
would  think  were  material  and  mechanical 
enough ;  but  our  continental  neighbours  haV.e 

Kne  still  farther.  One  of  their  philosophers 
s  lately  discovered,  that  **  as  the  liver  se- 
cretes bile,  so  does  the  brain  secrete  thought ;" 
which  astonishing  discovery  Dr.  Cabanis, 
more  lately  still,  in  his  Rapporti  du  Phytigue  et 
du  MctqU  die  V  Homme^  has  pushed  into  its  mi- 
nutest developments.  The  metaphysical  philo- 
sophy of  this  last  inquirer  is  certainly  no  sha- 
dowy or  unsubstantial  one.  He  fairly  lays  open 
our  moral  structure  with  his  dissecting-knives 
and  real  metal  probes ;  and  exhibits  it  to  the  in- 
spection of  mankind,  by  Leuwenhoek  micro- 
scopes and  inflation  with  the  anatomical  blow- 
pipe. Thought,  he  is  inclined  to  hold,  is  still 
«iecreted  by  the  brain ;  but  then  Poetry  and 


Beligion  (and  it  It  really  woitik  InovMjn 
*a  product  of  the  smaller  mlainiiasr  we 
have  the  greatest  adnuiatioA  te  thia  kaMl 
doctor:  with  what  scientific  sloiciaai  bewifti 
through  ^e  land  of  wonden*  OBWondniig; 
like  a  wise  man  through  aoae  hvycgudj, 
imposing  Vauzhall,  whose  fire-works,  eat' 
cades,  and  symphonies,  the  vtf^ar  may  eajoj 
and  believe  in,— bat  where  he  i&nds  ndhuf 
real  but  the  saltpetre,  piuteboaid*  and  calgnt 
His  book  may  be  regarded  as  the  ultimafem 
of  mechanical  memphysma  in  b«r  time;  a  re- 
markable realization  of  what  in  Mutiaas 
Scriblcrps  was  still  onl^  an  idea,  that  *as  the 
jack  had  a  meat-roastmg  qaaliqrt  to  halthe 
body  a  thinkine  quality"— upoD  the  strniik 
of  which. the  Nurembergera  were  to  belli  a 
wood  and  leather^  ^nT**  who  shoiikl  rasenuei 
well  as  moi\^  country  persona.'* .  Tanca^sn 
did  indeed  make  a  wooden  dnok,  that  seetd 
to  eat  and  digest;  but  that  bold  aeheMeoflli 
Nurembergers  remained  tat  a  more  Bofien 
virtuoso. 

This  condition  of  the  two  great  depaifeili 
of  knowledge— the  outward,  enltiTBled  csebf 
sively  on  mechanical  priaicdplea ;  the  xmi 
finally  abandoned,  because,  cuitiTaiedoaiMl 

Srinciples,  it  is  found  to  yield  nq  rasalt  irf 
cienUy  indicates  the  intellectaal  biaa.ef  tpr 
time,  its  all-|»ervading  dispoaitioD  towaididitf 
line  of  inquiry.  In  fact,  an  inward  puni 
sion  has  long  been  diflhaing  itielC  aad  lie 
and  then  even  comes  to  utterance^  (hawcnvl 
the  external,  there  are  no  tme  soJeDees ;  iil 
to  the.  inward  world  (if  there  be  any)  oard^f 
conceivable  roailis  throu^the  odtwd;  M 
in  short,  what  cannot  be  investigated  and  w 
derstood  mechanically,  cannot  be  investigiiBi 
and  understood  at  all.  We  advert  the  m» 
particularly  to  these  intellectual  propeosilie^ 
as  to  prominent  symptoms  of  our  age ;  becaae 
Opinion  is  at  all  thnes  doubly  related  toifi> 
tion,  first  as  cause,  then  as  effect ;  and  At 
speculative  tendency  of  any  age  will  tbos* 
fore  give  us,  on  the  whole,  the  best  indicsliotf 
of  its  practical  tendency. 

Nowhere,  for  example,  is  the  deep,  slMit 
exclusive  faith,  we  have  in  Mechanisoi,  wan 
visible  than  in  the  Politics  of  this  time.  Giffl 
government  does,  by  its  nature^  include  Mck 
Uiat  is  mechanical,  and  must  be^trestdl  s^ 
cordingly.  We  term  it,  indeed,  in  ordisiir 
language,  the  Machine  of  Society,  and  mUcp 
it  as  the  grand  working  wheel  from  whiekjil 
private  machines  must  derive,  or  to  eM 
they  must  adapt,  their  movements.  Coanic^ 
ed  merely  as  a  metaphor,  all  this  ii  w 
enough ;  but  here,  as  in  so  many  other  cmM 
the  **  foam  hardens  itself  into  a  sheU,"  asii* 
shadow  we  have  wantonly  evoked  siandi  M^ 
ribly  before  us,  and  will  not  depart  at  otflif 
ding.  Government  includes  much  also  Ml* 
not  mechanical,  and  cannot  be  treated  at* 
chanically ;  of  which  latter  truth,  as  iffM* 
to  us,  the  political  speculations  and  exerliiMf 
of  our  time  are  taking  less  and  less  oo^  }_• 
sance. 

Nay,  in  the  very  outset,  we  might  doIbv 
mighty  interest  taken  in  mtrt  poHtical  §fft^ 
tnentSf  as  itself  the  sign  of  a  mecfaaaictl  t^  1^ 
The  whole  discontent  of  Europe  takes  tkii  v'  ( J 
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reedon.  The  deep,  strong  cry  of  ail  civilized  I  see  continually  the  faith,  hope,  and  px«cUce 
natioDt— A  cry  which  every  one  now  sees,  I  of  every  one  founded  on  Mechanism  of  one 
mvst  and  will  be  answered— is,  Give  us  a  re-  kind  or  other,  it  is  apt  to  seem  quite  natural, 
form  of  Government  r  A  good  structure  of  and  as  if  it  could  never  have  been  othenn'ise. 
legislation, — a  proper  check  upon  the  exccu- .  Nevertheless,  if  we  recollect  or  reflect  a  little, 
tive^ — a  wise  arrangement  of  the  judiciary,  is  we  shall  find  both  that  it  has  been,  and  might 
all  that  is  wanting  for  human  happiness.  The  again  be,  otherwise.  The  domain  of  Mflchan- 
Philosopher  of  this  ase  is  not  a  Socrates,  a  ism, — meaning  thereby  political,  ecclesiastical, 
Plato,  a  Hooker,  or  Taylor,  who  inculcates  on  or  other  outward  establishments, — was  once 
men  the  necessity  and  infinite  worth  of  moral '  considered  as  embracing,  and  we  arc  per- 
goodness,  the  great  truth  that  our  happiness  siiaded  can  at  any  time  embrace  but  a  limited 
depends  on  the  mind  which  is  within  us,  and  portion  of  man's  intere^td,  and  by  no  means 
not  on  the  circumstances  which  arc  without    the  highest  portion. 

us  ;  but  a  Smith,  a  De  Lolme,  a  Bentham,  who  '  To  sp^^k  a  little  pedantically,  there  is  a 
chiefly  inculcates  the  reverse  of  this, — that  our  science  of  Dynamics  in  man's  fortunes  and  na- 
happinessdependsentirely  on  external  circum-  ture,  as  well  as  of  Mcrhanics.  There  is  a  sci- 
stances ;  nay,  that  the  strength  and  dignity  of  encc  which  treats  of,  and  practically  addresses, 
the  mind  within  us  is  itself  the  creature  and  the  primary,  unmodified  forces  and  energies 
consequence  of  these.  Were  the  laws,  the  •  of  man.  the  mysterious  springs  of  Love,  and 
government,  in  good  order,  all  were  well  with  j  Fear,  and  Wonder,  of  Enthusiasm,  Poetry, 
US  ;  the  rest  would  care  for  itself!  Disscn- ;  Religion,  all  which  have  a  truly  vital  and  ififi 
tients  from  this  opinion,  expressed  or  implied,  |  nitc  character ;   as  well  as  a  science  which 


are  now  rarely  to  be  met  with;  widely  and 
angrily  as  men  differ  in  its  application,  the 
priodiple  is  admitted  by  all. 

Equally  mechanical,  and  of  equal  simpli- 
city, are  the  methods  proposed  by  l)oth  parties 
for  completing  or  securing  this  all-sufiicient 
perfection  of  arrangement.  It  is  no  longer 
the  moral,  religious,  spiritual  condition  of  the 


practically  addresses  the  finite,  modified  deve- 
lopments of  these,  when  they  take  the  shape 
of^  immediate  "  motives,"  as  hope  of  reward, 
or  as  fear  of  punishment. 

Now  it  is  certain,  that  in  former  times  the 
wise  men,  the  enlightened  lovers  of  their  kind, 
who  appeared  generally  as  Moralists  Poets, 
or  Priests,  did,  without  neglecting  the  Mecha- 


people  that  is  our  concern,  but  their  physical, :  nical  province,  deal  chiefly  with  the  Dynami- 
praciical,  economical  condition,  as  regulated !  cal ;  applying  themselves  chi^y  to  regulate, 
by  public  laws.     Thus  is  the  Body-politic  { increase,  and  purify  the  inward  primary  pow- 
more  than  i.ver  worshipped  and  tended:  but*  ers  of  man  ;  and  fancying  that  herein  lay  the 
the  Soal-poiitic  less  than  ever.    Love  of  coun- '  main  difllculty,  and  the  best  service  they  could 
try,  in  any  high  or  generous  sense,  in  any  i  undertake.    But  a  wide  diflerence  is  manifest 
other  than  an  almost  animal  sense,  or  mere   in  our  age.    For  the  wise  men,  who  «ow  ap- 
habit,  has  little  importance  attached  to  it  in  '  pear  as  Political  Philosophers,  deal    exclu- 
sncb   reforms,  or  in   the    opposition    shown ,  sively   with   the   Mechanical   province ;    and 
them.    Men  are  to  be  guided  only  by   their   occupying  themselves  in  connting  up  and  es- 
leli^interests.    Good    government  is   a  good  i  timating    men's    motives,  strive   by  curious 
balancing  of  these ;  and,  except  a  keen  eye  -  checking  and  balancing,  and  other    adjust- 
and  appetite  ifor  self-interest,  requires  no  vir- 1  inents  of  Profit  and  Loss,  to  guide  them  to 
tse  in  any  quarter.    To  both  parties  it  is  em- .  their    true   advantage:   while,  unfortunately, 
phatically  a  machine:  to  the  discontented,  a '  those   same  **  motives"  are  so  innumerable^ 
''taxing  machine;'*  to  the  contented,  a  ** ma- 1  and  so  variable  in  every  individual,  that  no 
diine  for  securing  property.*'    Its  duties  and   really  useful  conclusion  can  ever  be  drawn 
in  fiinlts  are  not  those  of  a  father,  but  of  an  I  from  their  enumeration.     But  though  Mecha- 
•etive  parish  constable.  I  nism,  wisely  contrived,  has  done   much  for 

Thus  it  is  by  the  mere  condition  of  the  ma-  •  man,  in  a  social  and  moral  point  of  view,  we 
chine ;  by  preserving  it  untouched,  or  else  by  ;  cannot  be  persuaded  that  it  has  ever  been  the 
n<onstnicting  it,  and  oiling  it  anew,  that  j  chief  source  of  his  worth  or  happiness.  Gon- 
san's  salvation  as  a  social  being  is  to  be  in-  i  sider  the  great  elements  of  human  enjoyment, 
•wed  and  indefinitely  promoted.  Contrive  the  |  the  attainments  and  possessions  that  exalt 
Akric  of  law  aright,  and  without  farther  effort !  man's  life  to  its  present  height,  and  see  what 
«n  your  part,  that  divine  spirit  of  freedom,  |  part  of  these  he  owes  to  institutions,  to  Me- 
^vhich  all  hearts  venerate  and  long  for,  will  of  chanism  of  any  kind ;  and  what  to  the  in- 
kielf  come  to  inhabit  it ;  and  under  her  stinctive,  unbounded  force,  which  Nature 
AeiliDg  wings  every  noxious  influence  will  |  herself  lent  him,  and  still  continues  to  him. 
"Either,  every  good  and  salutary  one  more  ■  Shall  we  say,  for  example,  that  Science  and 
^  more  expand.  Nay,  so  devoted  are  we  to  |  Art  are  indebted  principally  to  the  found- 
^Ui  principle,  and  at  the  same  time  so  curi-  |  ers  of  Schools  and  universities  f  Did  not 
^NBjy  mechanical,  that  a  new  trade,  specially  Science  originate  rather,  and  gain  advance- 
Vended  in  it,  has  arisen  among  us,  under  the  ment,  in  the  obscure  closets  of  the  Roger  Ba- 
*«nie  of  •*  Codification,**  or  c^e-making  in  cons,  Keplers,  Newtons  ;  in  the  workshops  of 
^  abstract;  whereby  any  people,  for  a  rea-i  the  Fausts  and  the  Waits;  wherever,  and  in 
•*>ible  consideration,  may  be  accommodated  !  what  guise  soever  Nature,  from  the  first  times 
y^  a  patent  code, — more  easily  than  curious  !  downwards,  had  sent  a  gifted  spirit  upon  the 
'•'tifriduals  with  patent  breeches,  for  the  peo-  !  earth  ?  A^^ain,  were  Homer  and  Shakspeare 
A  does  not  need  to  be  measured  first.  i  members  of  any  beneficial  guild,  or  made  Poets 

To  us  who  live  io  the  midst  of  all  this,  and  [  by  means  of  it  1     Were  Painting  and  Sculp* 
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tei» '  We  lave  cur  little  thtory  on  ell  bnoieii 
and  diiiae  yiiofp.  Poetry,  the  workings  of^ 
geaiiia  itsei?  which  in  tU.  times,  with  one  or 
another  meaning,  has  been  called  Inspiration, 
and  hfiAlo  be  mysterkjQs  and  inscrutable,  is 
BO  loDfeer  with^t  its  scientific  exposition.  T^e 
building  of  the  Ibfly  thyme  is  Hke  any  dmer 
masonry  or  bricklaying :  we  have  theories  of 
its  rise,  height,  decline,  and  iall« — which  latter, 
it  would  seem,  is  now  near,  among  sll  people. 
Of  oar  "Theories  of  T|ste,"  as  they  are  call- 
ed, wherein  the  deep,  «in(nlte,  unspeakable 
Love  of  Wisdom  and  Beauty,  which  dwells 
in  all  men,  is  **  explained,**  made  mechanically 
Tisible,Trom  "  Association,"  and  the  like,  why 
should  we  say  any  thing?  Hume  has  written 
na  a  **NatanU  History  of  Religion ;"  in  which 
one  Natural  History,  all  the  rest  are  included. 
Strangely,  too,  does  the  general  feeling  coin- 
cide with  Hume's  iu  this  wonderful  problem ; 
ibr  whether  his  "  Natural  History"  be  the  right 
one  or  not,  that  Religion  must  have  a  Natural 
Hiatory,  all  of  us,  cleric  and  laic,  seem  to  be 
agreed*  He  inde^  regards,  it  as  a  Disease,  we 
again  as  Health ;  so  fitr  th'ere  is  a  difference ; 
but  in  (fortlrst  principle  we  are  at  one.       * 

To  what  extent  theological  Unbelief,  we 
mean  intellectual  dissent  from  the  Church,  in 
ita  view  of  Holy  Writ,  prevails  at  this  day, 
would  be  a  highly  important,  were  it  not,  im* 
dor  any  circumstances,  an  almost  impossible 
inqnirv.  But  the  Unbelief  which  is  of  astiU 
more  nindamental  character,  every  man  may 
aee  prevailing,  with  scarcely  any  but  the  faint- 
ealeootradictton,  all  around  htm ;  even  in  the 
Pulpit  itself  Religion  in  most  countries,  more 
or  less  in  every  country,  is  no  longer  what  it 
was,  and  should  be, — a  thousand-voiced  psalm 
ftom  the  heart  of  Man  to  his  invisible  Father, 
the  fountain  of  all  Goodness,  Beauty,  Truth,  and 
revealed  in  every  revelation  of  these ;  but  for 
the  most  part,  a  wise,  prudential  feeling 
grounded  on  a  mere  calculation  ;  a  matter,  as 
all  others  now  are,of  Expediency  and  Utility  : 
whereby  some  smaller  quantum  of  earthly  en- 
joyment may  be  exchanged  for  a  far  larger 
quantum  of  celestial  enjoyment.    Thus  Reli- 

glon,  too,  is  Profit ;  a  working  for  wages  ;  not 
everenee,  but  vulgar  Hope  or  Fear.  Many, 
we  know,  very  many,  we  hope,  are  still  reli- 
gious in  a  far  difi*erent  sense ;  were  it  not  so, 
our  case  were  too  desperate :  But  to  witness 
that  such  is  the  temper  of  the  times,  we  take 
any  calm  observant  man,  who  agrees  or  disa- 
grees in  our  feeling  on  the  matter,  and  ask  him 
whether  our  view  of  it  is  not  in  general  well- 
founded. 

Literature,  too,  if  we  consider  it,  gives  simi- 
lar testimony.  At  no  former  era  has  Litera- 
ture, the  printed  communication  of  Thought, 
been  of  such  importance  as  it  is  now.  We 
often  hear  that  the  Church  is  in  danger;  and 
truly  so  it  is^ — in  a  danger  it  seems  not  to 
know  of:  For,  with  its  tithes  in  the  most  per- 
fect safety,  its  functions  are  becoming  more 
and  more  superseded.  The  true  Church  of 
England,  at  this  moment,  lies  in  the  Editors 
of  its  Newspapers.  These  preach  to  the  peo- 
ple daily,  weekly;  admonishing  kings  them- 
selves; advising  peace  or  war,  with  an  au- 
thority which  only  the  first  Reformers  and  a 


louf^^Miat  dasa  of  Popsa  wuiu  pomwed  «f; 
infltcting  moral  censure ;  imMraiij|^monl  ea*. 
couragement,  consolation,  fwiijntimi ;  in  all 
wajTs,  diligently  **  administerinf  tfaelMaeipliBe 
of  the  Church.?    It  may  be  said*  tooy  that  ia 
private  disMsition,  the  new  Preaofaers  soae- 
what  resemble  the  Mendicant.  Friars  of  oU 
times :  outwardly  full  of  holy  seal ;  inwardly 
hot  without  stratageni,  and  huuger  for  terres- 
trial things.    But  omitting  this  elaaa,  and  the 
boundless  host  of  watery  personages  who  pipe, 
as  they,  are  able,  on  so  many  scranAel  stravi, 
let  us  look  at  the  higher  regions  of  Literaton^ 
where,  if  anywhere,  the  pure  melodies  of  Poe- 
sy and  Wisdom  should  be  heard.    Of  natural 
talent  there  is  no  deficiency :  one  or  two  richly' 
endowed  individuals  even  give  us  a  superioritf 
in  this  .respect    But  what  is  the  aong  tk^ 
sing  T     Is  it  a  tone  of  the  Memnon  8tatM^ 
breathing  music  as  the  Ugki  first  touelies  it! 
a  ''liquid  wisdom,"  disclosing  to  our  aenaelli 
deep,  infinite  harmonies  of  Nature  and  aaa^ 
soul  1    Alas,  no  I    It  is  not  a  matin  or 
hymn  to  the  Bpirit  of  all  Beauty,  but  a 
ciasfaii|^  of  cymlMLk,  and  shooting  of 
tudes,  as  children  pass  through  the  in  to  M^ 
lech !    Poetry  itself  has  no  eye  for  the  lavia*., 
ble.    Beauty  is  no  longer ^e  god  it  worsh^ib* 
but  some  brute  image  of  Streurth ;  whieh  ue 
mav  well  call  an  idol»  for  true  Btruiglh  is  on 
and  the  same  with  Beauty,  and  ita  wordbipdto 
is  a  hymn.  The  meek,  aiient  Light  can  moili 
create,  and  puriiy  all  Nature;  but  the  ktk 
Whiriwind,  the  sign  and  prioduct  of  INsuaioi, 
of  Weakness,  passes  on,  and  ia  foigoHOb 
How  widely  this  veneration  for  the  physicsl^ 
Strongest  has  spread  itself  through  fiiterunnk 
any  one  may  judge,  who  reads  either critietia 
or  poem.    We  praise  a  work,  not  as  "  trae," 
but  as  **  strong;"  our  highest  praise  is  thtiit 
has  "  afiected  "  us,  has  *'  terrified  "  us.  All  thii» 
it  has  been  well  observed,  is  the  **  maximon 
uf  the  Barbarous,"  the  symptom,  not  of  vigof^ 
ous  refinement,  but  of  luxurious  corraptiofr 
It  speaks  much,  too,  for  men's  indestmelibk 
love  of  truth,  that  nothing  of  this  kind  will 
abide  with  them ;   that  even  the  talent  of  s 
Byron   cannot  permanently   seduce  us  iM 
idol-worship ;  but  that  he,  too,  with  all  his  wiM 
syren  charming,  already  begins  to  be  disr^ 
garded  and  forgotten. 

Again,  with  respect  to  our  Moral  conditiot: 
here  also,  he  who  runs  may  read  that  the  saat 
physical,  mechanical  influences  are  every  vheif 
busy.  For  the  **  superior  morality,"  of  whkk 
we  hear  so  much,  we  too,  would  desire  to  bt 
thankful :  at  the  same  time,  it  were  but  iM 
ness  to  deny  that  this  **  superior  moralitjr*ii 
properly  rather  an  **  inferior  criminality,**  pti" 
duced  not  by  greater  love  of  Virtue,  bm  If 
greater  perfection  of  Police ;  and  of  thtt  Ar 
subtler  and  stronger  Police,  called  Pobj* 
Opinion.  This  last  watches  over  us  with  ia 
Argus  eyes  more  keenly  than  ever;  bot  Al 
**  inward  eye"  seems  heavy  with  sleep.  Oftff 
belief  in  invisible,  divine  things,  we  fiod  as  ft* 
traces  in  our  Morality  as  elsewhere.  It  is  ^ 
tangible,  material  considerations  that  ve  ai* 
guided,  not  by  inward  and  spiritual.  8elf*<ifi>i*|| 
the  parent  of  all  virtueJin  any  true  seose  a 
that  word,  has  perhaps  seldom  been  rarer:  10 
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it,  ihal  ilie  coosl,  even  in  their  ibslracl 
n«culBIion$,  rrgard  its  eiir^Kncp  as  a  chimrra. 
Vtnae  is  PliinDre,  is  Prolit;  nc<  crlpsiial.  bui 
an  eanhlf  ihiDg.  Vinuous  men,  Pbilanihro- 
pisu,  Mariyr*,  are  hsppy  accidents;  their 
"  laste"  lies  Ihe  right  way !  Id  all  senses,  we 
vorship  and  follow  after  Power;  which  may 
be  called  a  physical  pursuit.  No  man  tiov 
loTM  Truih,  as  Truth  mnsi  be  loved,  with  an 
infinile  lore;  hui  only  with  a  finite  love, and  as 
it  were  par  ommiri.  Nay,  properly  speakine. 
h«d<>cs  nut  Mint  and  know  il,  bnl  only  "  fhinii" 
it,  and  Ihal  ■■  there  is  every  probability !"    He 

Sirvaches  it  aluud,  and  rushes  conrageoa&ly 
bnb  with  ii. — ir  there  is  a  muliilnde  huzxaing 
ar  his  back  !  yel  ever  kfeps  looking  over  his 
sbonlder.  and  Ihe  insiant  the  huzzBin^  Ian- 
gniklies,  he  too  slops  short.  In  fact,  what  mo- 
ralit;  we  have  lakes  the  Ehape  of  Ambiliiiii.of 
Hoooar;  beyond  money  and  money's  worth,  our 
only  raiioHal  blessedness  is  populsrily.  Ii  were 
boi»  fool's  trick  to  die  for  conscience.  Only  for 
"character,"  by  duel,  or  in  case  of  eiireioiiy. 
by  suicide,  is  ihe  wise  niati  bound  lo  die.  By 
•rgntini:  on  ihe  "force  of  circumstances,"  ve 
h*.ie  argued  away  all  force  from  ourselves; 
and  aland  leashed  together,  uniform  in  dress 
and  movemfDl,  like  the  rowers  of  some  bound- 
less galley.  This  and  that  may  be  right  and 
true;  *«t  wemuEtnoliJo  il.  Wonderful  "Force 
of  Public  Opinion  I"  We  mnsi  act  and  walk 
10  all  points  as  it  prescribes ;  follow  the  traffic 
it  bids  us,  realize  the  suni  of  money,  the  decree 
of  -  influence"  il  expects  of  us,  or  we  shall  be 
lightly  esieemed ;  certain  monihfuls  of  anicu- 
laie  wind  will  be  blown  at  us,  and  this,  what 
monal  courage  can  fmnll  Thus,  while  civil 
Liberty  is  more  and  more  secured  lo  us.  our 
moral  Libcny  is  all  but  lost.  Practically  con- 
sidered, onr  creed  is  Fatalism;  and,  free  in 
band  and  fool,  we  are  shackled  in  heart  and 
MOl,  with  far  strniter  than  Feudal  chaitis. 
Truly  may  we  say  with  the  Philosopher, "  the 
deep  meaning  of  Ihe  laws  of  Mechanism  lies 
keavyoD  us;"  and  in  the  closet,  in  the  market- 
place, in  the  temple,  by  Ihe  social  heanh,  en- 
carabers  the  whole  movements  of  our  mind, 
and  over  our  noblest  faculties  is  spreading  a 
ni^t-mare  sleep. 

These  dark  features,  we  are  aware,  belong 
more  or  less  to  other  ages,  as  well  as  to  ours. 
Tbi*  faith  in  Mechanism,  in  the  all-imporlaDce 


Tfuge  of  Weakness  and  blind  Di: 
■II  who  believe,  as  many  will  ever  do,  Ihal 
nan's  true  good  lies  wiihont  him,  not  wilhin. 
We  are  aware  also,  that,  as  applied  lo  our-' 
selves  in  all  iheir  aggravation,  they  form  but 
balf  a  picture;  that  in  the  whole  picture  there 
an  bright  tights  as  well  as  gloomy  shadows. 
If  we  here  dwell  chielly  on  ihe  la(Ier,let  us  not 

IUamed :  il  is  in  general  more  proliiahle  to 
kan  up  nar  defects,  thao  to  boaM  of  our  al- 
Mienu, 
ieilber,  with  all  these  evils  more  or  less 
■tty  before  us,  have  we  al  anytime  de'ipaired 
of  Ihe  fortooes  of  society.  Despair,  or  even 
deiipondency,  in  that  respect,  appears  lo  qs,  in 
all  case',  a  groundless  feeling.  We  have  a 
the  imperishable  diguiir  of  masi  in 


the  high  vocation  to  which,  throughout  this  his 
earthly  history,  he  has  been  appoiated.  How- 
ever il  may  be  wilh  individual  nations,  what- 
ever melancholic  speculators  may  assert,  it 
seems  a  well-ascertained  fact  that,  in  all  timet, 
reckming  even  from  those  of  Ihe  Heracleida 
and  Pelasgi,  the  happiness  and  greatness  of 
mankind  at  large  have  been  continually  pro- 
gressive. Doubiless  Ibis  age  also  is  advancing. 
Its  very  unrest,  its  ceaseless  activity,  it»  dis- 
content, comainH  matter  of  promise.  Know- 
ledge, education,  are  opening  the  eyes  of  Ihe 
humblest, — are  increasing  the  number  of  think- 
ing minds  without  limit.  This  is  as  il  should 
be;  for,  not  in  lurning  back,  not  in  resislinKi 
bui  only  in  resolutely  struggling  forward,  does 
our  life  consist.  Nay,  after  all,  onr  ipirilual 
maladies  are  bnl  of  Opinion ;  we  are  but  fet- 
by  chains  of  our  own  forging,  and  which 
■Ives  also  can  rend  asunder.  This  deep, 
paralyzed  subject lOD  lo  physical  objects  comet 
nolfrom  Nature, but  from  ourown  unwise  mode 
icing  Nature.  Neither  can  we  understand 
man  wants,  at  this  hour,  any  faculty  of 
heart,  soul,  or  body^  that  ever  belonged  to  him. 
He,  who  has  been  bom,  has  been  a  First 
Man ;"  has  had  lying  before  his  young  eyes, 
and  as  yet unhardened  into  scientific  shapes.a 
world  as  plastic,  infinite,  divine,  as  lay  before 
the  eyes  of  Adam  himself.  If  Mechanism,  like 
some  glass  bell,  encircles  and  imprisons  us,  if 
the  son]  looks  forth  on  a  fair  heavenly  country 
which  It  cannol  reach,  and  pines,  and  in  its 
ly  atmosphere  is  ready  to  perish, — yel  the 
s  but  of  gloss ;  "  one  bold  stroke  to  break 
the  bell  in  pieces,  and  ihon  art  delivered  I" 
Not  the  invisible  world  is  wanlin|;,for  il  dwells 
an's  soul,  and  this  lasi  is  sull  here.  Are 
alemn  temples  in  which  the  Divinity  was 
visibly  revealed  among  us,  crumbliilg 
away !  We  can  repair  them,  we  can  rebuild 
them.  The  wisdom,  the  heroic  worth  of  our 
forefathers,  which  we  have  lost,  we  can  recover- 
That  admiration  of  old  noblenesa,  which  now 
oden  shows  itself  as  a  faint  iti7c>(aiUun,  will 
r  day  become  a  generons  emulation,  aad 
in  may  aeain  be  all  Ihat  he  has  been,  and 
)re  than  he  has  been.  Nor  are  these  the 
mere  daydreams  of  fancy;  they  are  clear pof- 
sibiliiies;  nay,  in  Ihia  time,  they  are  even  as- 
suming the  character  of  hopes.  Indications 
wc  do  see,  in  other  countries  and  in  our  own, 
signs  infinitely  cheering  to  us,ihat  Mechanism 
is  not  always  to  be  our  hard  taskmaster,  but 
one  day  to  be  our  pliant,  all-minisiering  ser- 
vant; that  a  new  and  brighier  spiritual  era  is 
slowly  evolving  itself  for  all  men.  But  on 
these  things  our  present  course  forbids  us  lo 

Meanwhile,  Ihat  greai  outward  chanies  are 
in  progress  can  be  doubtful  to  no  one.  The 
lime  is  sick  and  out  of  joioL  Many  things 
have  reached  their  height;  and  il  is  a  wise 
adage  that  lells  us,  "  the  darkest  hour  is  nearest 
the  dawn,"  Whenever  we  can  gather  any  in- 
dication of  the  public  thought,  whether  from 
printed  books,  as  in  France  or  Germany,  or 
from  Carbonari  rebellions  and  other  polihcal 
tumults,  as  in  Spain,  Portugal,  Tialy,  and 
Greece,  the  voice  it  niters  is  the  same.  Ttvfc 
thinking  taindi  ot  a\V  nKtvms  ca,\\  tsl  t^' 


fetttai^^^J 
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Then  is  A  daq^-ljiiii;  Btrnggle  in  the  whole 
fahrie  of  sooiety;  a  boandless,  grinding  colU- 
•ion  of  the  *Hew  with  the  Old.  The  French 
Rerolatioii,  as  is  now  visible  enough,  was  not 
tl^c  iwnot  of  this  mighty  moyement,  but  its 
o^pring.  Those  two  hostile  influences,  which 
always  exist  in  human  things,  and  on  the  con- 
stant intercommunion  of  which  depends  their 
health  and  safety,  h^  lain  in  separate  masses, 
accumulating  through  genc^rations,  and  France 
was  the  scene  of  their  fiercest  explosion ;  but 
thjB  final  issue  was  not  unfolded  in  that  coun- 
try: nay,  it  is  not  yet  anywhere  unfolded. 
Political  freedom  is  hitherto  (he  object  of  these 
eflbrts;  but  they  will  not  and  cannot  stop  there. 
It  is  towhr^A  higher  freedom  than  mere  free- 
dom firom  vPfrevion  by  his  fellow-mortal  that 
Baa  dimly  aimi.  Of  this  higher,  heaFeniy 
lireadom»  which  is  ''man's  reasonable  service,^ 


an  his  noUe  institatiods,  hia  IUMbI 
yours,  apd  loftiest  attaiamralBv  we  b«t  the 
body,  and  more  and  more  appgniiaanil  em- 
blem. 

On  the  whole,a»  this  wondtooa  plaacC,  BarA, 
is  joiinieyip|g  with  Its  fellows  through  iafiniis 
space,  so  are  the  wondrous  desrinies  embaited 
on  it  joumeyiqg  through  infinite  time»  under  a 
higher  guidance  than  oura.  For  the  prsaeaU 
as  our  astronomy  informs  us,  ita-paft  lies  «»• 
wards  HfraUof  the  constellatifm  of  Fkfmd 
Power :-  But  that  is  not  our  most  preaaiag  eofr' 
cem.  Go  where  it  will,  the  deep  ums^nm  will 
be  around  it.  Therein  let  us  hare  hcneaad 
sure  (aith.  To  reform  a  world,  to  retoaa  a 
nation,  no  wise  man  wiU  undert^e;  aad  all 
but  foolish  men  knoi^  t|iat  the  ooly 
though  a  jQu'  slower  reformatioji,  is 
begins  and  perfiscts  on  AieMij^' 


JEAN  PAUL  FRIEDBICH  BICHTEB  AGAIN.* 


[FoansK  Rxniw,  1030.] 


Ir  is  some  six  years  since  the  name  ^  Jean 
Fanl  Friedrich  Riohter"  was  first  printed  with 
XngUsh  types;  and  some  six-and-forty  since  it 
has  stooa  ^mblasoned  aiid  illuminated  on  all 
■tHM  liteimnr  Indicaton  among  the  Oermans ; 
41  £kot«  which,  if  we  consider  the  history  of 
many  a  Kotzebue  and  Chateaubriand,  within 
that  period,  may  confirm  the  old  doctrine,  that 
the  best  celebrity  does  not  alwsys  spread  the 
fastest ;  but  rather,  quite  contrariwise,  that  as 
blown  bladders  are  far  more  easily  carried 
than  metallic  masses,  though  gold  ones,  of 
equal  bulk,  so  the  Playwright,  Poetaster,  Philo- 
sophy will  often  pass  triumphantly  beyond 
seas,  while  the  Poet  and  Philosopher  abide 
■quietly  at  home.  Such  is  the  order  of  nature : 
aSpurzheim  flies  from  Vienna  to  Paris  and 
ILondon,  within  the  year;  a  Kant,  slowly  ad- 
^rancing,  may,  perhaps,  reach  us  from  Konigs- 
berg  within  the  century:  Newton,  merely  to 
cross  the  narrow  Channel,  required  fifty  years ; 
8halcspeare,  again,  three  times  as  many.  U  is 
true  there  are  examples  of  an  opposite  sort ; 
now  and  then,  by  some  rare  chance,  a  Goethe, 
a  Cervantes,  will  occur  in  literature,  and 
Kings  may  laugh  over  Don  Q^ixote  while  it  is 
yet  unfinished,  and  scenes  from  Witrter  be 
painted  on  Chinese  tea-cups,  while  the  author 
IS  still  a  stripling.  These,  however,  are  not 
the  rule,  but  the  exceptions ;  nay,  rightly  in- 
terpreted, the  exceptions  which  confTrm  it  In 
general,  that  sudden  tumultuous  popularity 
comes  more  from  partial  delirium  on  both  sides, 
than  from  clear  insight;  and  is  of  evil  omen 
to  all  concerned  with  it.  How  many  loud 
Bacchus-festivals  of  this  sort  have  we  seen 
prove  to  be  Pseudo-Bacchanalia,  and  end  in 
directly  the  inverse  of  Orgies !  Dr,awn  by  his 
team  of  lions,  the  jolly  god  advances  as  a  real 


*  Wahrheit  an*  Jm%  PAuPt  LAtn.  (Biofraphy  of  Jean 
rsul.)  l«tM,  StM,  Ust  B§md€k§m.   Biettao,  18M,  'S7,  'SB. 


god,  with  all  his.  thyni»  ormbala,  PhalhiphsA 
and  Mmnadie  women:  the -Kir,  Am  eaifhji 
giddy  ^th  their  claagsrf  their  ^vohes;  M 
alas!  in  a  little  while,  the  lioptsaM  shsvs 
long  ears,  and  becomes  too  clearlf  at  shh 
team  in  iion-skins;  the  Mamads  wheel  riMl 
in  amazement;  and  ten  the  jolly  god*  dragpl 
from  his  chariot,  is  trodden  into  the  kennels  as 
a  drunk  mortal. 

That  no  such  apotheosis  was  appointed  fiir 
Richter  in  his  own  country,  or  is  now  to  to 
anticipated  in  any  other,  we  cannot  but  regsid 
as  a  natural,  and  nowise  unfortunate  circoa- 
stance.    What  divinity  lies  in  him  requires  s 
calmer  worship,  and  from  quite  another  ela» 
of  worshippers.    Neither,  in  spite  of  that  for9 
years*  abeyance,  shall  we  accuse  England  cif 
any  uncommon  blindness  towards  him:  ai^', 
taking  all  things  into  account,  we  should  rsihcr 
consider  his  actual  footing  among  ua,aseriae» 
ing  not  only  an  increased  rapidity  in  literaiy 
intercourse,  but  an  intrinsic  improremcat  it 
the  manner  and  objects  of  iL    Our  feeliag  of 
foreign  excellence,  we  hope,  must  be  becomiag 
truer:  our  Insular  taste  must  be  opening  mofe 
and  more  into  a  European  one^    For  Riditer  if 
by  no  means  a  man  whose  merits,  like  his 
singularities,  force  themselves  on  the  gneni 
eye ;  indeed,  without  great  patience,  and  seas 
considerable  Catholicism  of.  dispositinn,  ss 
reader  is  likely  to  prosper  much  with  his. 
He  has  a  fine,  high,  altogether  unusual  tsM; 
and  a  manner  of  expressing  it  perhaps  slifi 
more  unusual.    He  i^  a  Humorist  heartily  as4 
throughout;  not  only  in   low  provincett  of 
thought,  where  this  is  more  common,  bat  is 
the  loftiest  provinces,  where  it  is  well  niich  at* 
exampled ;  and  thus,  in  wild  sport,  **  pisjisf 
bowls  with  the  sun  and  moon,    he  faftluoii 
the  strangest  ideal  worid,  which  at  first  gUses 
looks  no  better  than  a  chaos.    The  Geraasi 
themselves  find  much  to  beHtf  with  ia  hia; 
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and  for  readers  of  any  other  nation,  he  is  in- )  character  from  other  literary  lives,  which,  for 


Tolved  in  almost  boundless  complexity;  a 
mighty  maze,  indeed,  but  in  which  the  plan,  or 
traces  of  a  plan,  are  nowhere  visible.    Far 


most  part,  are  so  barren  of  incident :  the  earlier 
portion  of  it  was  straitened  enough,  but  not 
otherwise  distinguished ;  the  latter  and  busiest 


from  appreciating  and  appropriating  the  spirit  ■  portion  of  it  was,  in  like  manner,  altogether 
of  his  writings,  foreigners  find  it  in  the  highest  I  private ;  spent  chieily  in  provincial  towns,  and 
difficult  to  seize  their  grammatical  meaning. '  apart  from  high  scenes  or  persons ;  its  princi- 
Probably  there  is  not,  in  any  modem  language,  |  pal  occurrences  the  new  books  he  wrote,  its 
80  intricate  a  writer;  abounding,  without ;  whole  course  a  spiritual  and  silent  one.  He 
measure,  in  obscure  allusions,  in  the  most  j  became  an  author  in  his  nineteenth  year;  and 
twisted  phraseology;  perplexed  into  endless    with  a  conscientious  assiduity,  adhered  to  that 


entanglements  and  dislocations,  parenthesis 
within  parenthesis;  not  forgetting  elisions, 
sadden  whirls,  quihs,  conceits,  and  all  manner 


employment;  not  seeking,  indeed  carefully 
avoiding,  any  interruption  or  disturbance 
therein,  were  it  only  for  a  day  or  an   hour* 


of  inexplicable  crotchets :  the  whole  moving  Nevertheless,  in  looking  over  those  sixty  vo- 
on  in  the  gayest  manner,  yet  nowise  in  what  j  lumes  of  his,  we  feel  as  if  Richler*s  history 
seem  military  lines,  but  rather  in  huge  party- 1  must  have  another,  much  deeper  interest  and 
coloored  mob-masses.  How  foreigners  must :  worth,  than  outward  incidents  could  impart  to 
find  themselves  bested  in  this  case,  our  readers  !  it  For  the  spirit  which  shines  more  or  less 
may  best  judge  from  the  fact,  that  a  work  with  |  completely  through  his  writings,  is  one  of  pe- 
fhe  following  title  was  undertaken  some  twenty  rcnnial  excellence ;  rare  in  all  times  and  situa- 
years  ago,  for  the  benefit  of  Richter's  own  tions,  and  perhaps  nowhere  and  in  no  time 
country  men :  "  A\  ReinhoUTs  Lexicon  for  Jean   more  rare  than  in  literary  Europe,  at  this  era. 


PamTs  workt,  or  explanation  of  all  the  foreign  uvrds 
unu$yal  modet  of  tpeech  which  occur  in  hi» 


of  the  more  dijfficuU  pauages  in  the  context 
—a  nceetMry  aitistance  for  all  vho  trould  read 
thorn  works  with  profit!'  80  much  for  the 
dress  or  vehicle  of  Richter's  thoughts ;  now  let 
it  only  be  remembered  farther,  that  the  thoughts 
themselves  are  often  of  the  most  abstruse 
description;  so  that  not  till  aHer  laborious 
meditation,  can  much,  either  of  truth  or  of 
ftlsehood,  be  discerned  in  them;  and  we  have 
a  man,  from  whom  readers  with  weak  nerves, 
and  a  taste  in  any  degree  sickly,  will  not  fail 
to  recoil,  perhaps  with  a  sentiment  approach- 
ing to  horror.  And  yet,  as  we  said,  notwith- 
standing all  these  drawbacks,  Richter  already 
meets  with  a  certain  recognition  in  England ; 
be  has  his  readers  and  admirers ;  various 
translations  from  his  works  have  been  pub- 
lished among  us ;  criticisms,  also,  not  without 
clear  discernment,  and  nowise  wanting  in  ap- 
plause ;  and  to  all  this,  so  far  as  we  can  see, 


We  see  in  this  man  a  high,  self-subsistent, 

original,  and,  in  many  respects,  even  great 

writingM  ;  with  short  notices  of  the  historical  persons  \  character.    He  shows  himself  a  man  of  won- 

'  facts  therein  alluded  to;  and  plain  German   derful  gifts,  and  with,  perhaps,  a  still  happier 

combination  and  adjustment  of  these :  in  whom 
Philosophy  and  Poetry  are  not  only  reconciled; 
but  blended  together  into  a  purer  essence,  into 
Religion;  who,  with  the  softest, most  universal 
sympathy  for  outward  things,  is  inwardly  calm, 
impregnable ;  holds  on  his  way  through  all 
temptations  and  afflictions,  so  quietly,  yet  so 
inflexibly ;  the  true  literary  man,  among  a  thou- 
sand false  ones,  the  Apollo  among  neatherds; 
in  one  word,  a  man  understanding  the  nine- 
teenth centur}',  and  living  in  the  midst  of  it; 
yet  whose  life  is,  in  some  measure,  an  heroic 
and  devout  one.  No  character  of  this  kind, 
we  are  aware,  is  to  be  formed  without  mani- 
fold and  victorious  struggling  with  the  world ; 
and  the  narrative  of  such  struggling,  what  lit- 
tle of  it  can  be  narrated  and  interpreted,  will 
belong  to  the  highest  species  of  history.  The 
acted  life  of  such  a  man,  it  has  been  said.  **  is 
itself  a  Bible;"  it  is  a  "Gospel  of  Freedom, 


even  the  un-German  part  of  the  public  has  preached  abroad  to  all  men ;  whereby,  among 
listened  with  some  curiosity  and  hopeful  an- '  mean  unbelieving  souls,  we  may  know  that 
ticipation.  From  which  symptoms  we  should  |  nobleness  has  not  yet  become  impossible ;  and, 
infer  two  things,  both  very  comfortable  to  us  languishing  amid  boundless  triviality  and  des- 
ia  oar  present  capacity:  First,  that  the  old  |  picability,  still  understand  that  man's  nature 
strait-laced,  microscopic  sect  of  Belles-lettres-  is  indefeasihly  divine,  and  so  hold  fast  what  is 
«ts.  whose  divinity  was  *' Elegance,"  a  creed  the  most  important  of  all  faith,  the  faith  in 
of  French  growth,  and  more  admirable  for   ourselves. 

men-milliners  than  for  critics  and  philosophers,       But  if  the  acted  life  of  a  pius  Vates  is  so  high 

must  be  rapidly  declining  in  these  Islands ;  1  a  matter,  the  written  life,  which,  if  properly 

and,  secondly,  which  is  a  much  more  personal  '  written,  would  be  a  translation  and  interpreta- 

consideration,  that,  in  still  farther  investigating  !  tion  thereof,  must  also  have  great  value.    It 

and  exhibiting  this  wonderful  Jean  Paul,  we  '  has  been  said  that  no   Poet  is  equal  to  his 

have  attempted  what  will  be,  for  many  of  our  |  Poem,  which  saying  is  partially  true;  but,  in 

readers,  no  unwelcome  service.  !  a  deeper  sense,  it  may  also  be  asserted,  and 

Our  inquiry  naturally  divides  itself  into  two  !  with  still  greater  truth,  that  no  Poem  is  equal 

departments.the  Biographical  and  the  Critical;  I  to  its  Poet.     Now,  it  is  Bioj|:raphy  that  first 

Concerning  both  of  which,  in  their  order,  we   gives  us  both  Poet  and  Poem ;  by  the  signifi- 

have  some  observations  to  make;  and  what, in  ,  cance  of  the  one,  elucidating  an(l  completing 

regard   to  the  latter  department  at  least,  we  I  that  of  the  othtr.    That  ideal  outline  of  him- 

i^ckon  more  profitable,  some  rather  curious  ,  self,  which  a  man  unconsciously  shadows  forth 

documents  10  present  in  his  wriiinKs.  and  which,  rightly  deciphered. 


It  does  not  appear  that  Richter's  life,  exter- 


will  be  truer  than  any  other  representation  of 


nally  consideivd,  differed  much  in    general  <  him,  it  is  the  task  of  the  Biographer  to  fill  up 
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Into  an  aetnal  coherent  fignre,  and  bring  home 
to  oar  experience,  or  at  least  clear,  andoabting 
admiration^  thereby  to  instruct  and  edify  qs  in 
many  ways.  Condacied  on  snch  principles, 
the  Biography  of  great  men,  especially  of  great 
Poeta,  that  is,  of  men  in  the  highest  degree 
noble  minded  and  wise,  might  become  one  of 
the  most  dignified  and  valuable  species  of 
composition.  As  matters  stand,  indeed,  there 
are  few  Biographies  that  accomplish  any  thing 
of  this  kind;  the  most  are  mere  Indexes  of  a 
Biography,  which  each  reader  is  to  write  oat 
lor  himself,  as  he  pemses  them ;  not  the  living 
body,  bat  the  dry  bones  of  a  body,  which  should 
hare  been  aUve»  To  expect  any  such  Prome- 
thean* viEUw  in  a  common  Life-writer  werfe 
unreiaonSK  enoagh.  How  shall  that  nohap- 
Vj  Bidl^raphic  brotherhood,  instead  of  writing 
jure  Index-makers  and  Grovemment-clerks, 
•oddenly  become  enkindled  with  some  sparks 
«f  intellaet,  or  even  of  genial  fire ;  and  not  only 
collecting  dates  and  facts,  but  making  use  of 
theUy  looK  beyond  the  sarfkce  and  economical 
Ibm  of  a  man's  life,  into  its  substance  and 
spirit  1  The  truth  is.  Biographies  are  in  a 
similar  case  with  Sermons  and  Songs :  they 
bave  their  scientific  rules,  their  ideal  of  perfeo- 
tion  and  of  imperfection,  as  all  things  have ; 
but  hitherto  their  rules  are  only,  as  it  were, 
vnseen  Laws  of  Nature,  not  critical  Acts  of 
Parliament,  and  threaten  us  with  no  immedi- 
ate .penalty:  besides,  unlike  Tragedies  and 
Epics,  such  worirs  maj  b^  something  without 
being  all:  their  simplicity  of  form,  moreover, 
is  i^t  to  seem  easiness  of  execution;  and  thus, 
for  one  artist  in  those  departments,  we  have  a 
thousand  bunglers. 

With  regard  to  Richter,  in  particular,  to  say 
that  his  biographic  treatment  has  been  worse 
than  usual,  were  saying  much;  yet  worse  than 
we  expected  it  has  certainly  been.  Various 
'^  Lives  of  Jean  Paul/'  anxiuasly  endeavooring 
to  profit  by  the  public  excitement,  while  it  lasted, 
and  communicating,  in  a  given  space,  almost  a 
minimum  of  information,  have  been  read  by 
us,  within  the  last  four  years,  with  no  great 
disappointment.  We  strove  to  take  thankfully 
what  little  they  had  to  give ;  and  looked  for- 
ward, in  hope,  to  that  promised  "  Autobiogra- 
phy," wherein  all  deficiencies  were  to  be  sup- 
plied. Several  years  before  his  death,  it  would 
seem,  Richter  had  determined  on  writing  some 
account  of  his  own  life;  and  with  his  cus- 
tomary honesty,  bad  set  about  a  thorough  pre- 
paration for  this  task.  AAer  revolving  many 
plans,  some  of  them  singular  enough,  he  at 
last  determined  on  the  form  of  composition ; 
and  with  a  half-sportful  allusion  to  Goethe's 
JDiektuntf  und  Wahrhcit  aus  meinem  Leben,  had 
prefixed  to  his  work  the  title  Wahrhtit  aut 
meinem  Leben  (Truth  from  my  Life)  ;  having  re- 
linquished, as  impracticable,  the  strange  idea 
of  writing,  parallel  to  it,  a  Dichtung  (Fiction) 
also,  under  cover  of  **  Nicolaus  Margraf," — a 
certain  Apothecary,  existing  only  as  hero  of 
one  of  his  last  Novels  !  In  this  work,  which 
weightier  avocations  had  indeed  retarded  or 
suspended,  considerable  progress  was  said  to 
have  been  made ;  and  on  Richter's  decease, 
Herr  Otto,  a  man  of  talents,  who  had  been  his 


the  editing  and  eompletinf  of  U;  not  vithoit 
sufficient  proclamation  and  assenkm,  which  in 
the  meanwhile  was  credible  eooogh,  that  to 
him  only  could  the  post  of  Richtei's  Mographer 
belong 

Three  Httle  Volumes  of  that  Wakrkek  mu 
Jtan  PouPm  Liben,  published  in  the  coarse  ef 
as  many  years,  are  at  length  before  as.  The 
First  volume,  which  came  oat  in  ISSfi,  oc- 
casioned some  surprise,  if  not  disappointment; 
yet  still  left  room  for  hope.  It  was  the  eo«- 
mencement  of  a  real  Aatobiographyv  and  wrii* 
ten  with  much  heartiness  and  even  dignity  of 
manner,  though  taken  up  onder  a  qnxle  nnei- 
pected  point  of  view,  in  that  spirit  of  geoiil 
humour,  of  gay  earnestness,  which,  with  all  ilt 
strange  fantastic  accotnpaniments,  often  sat  oa 
Jean  Paul  so  gracefully,  and  to  which*  at  si^ 
rate,  no  reader  of  his  works  coald  be  a  stcaagv. 
By  virtue  of  an  antopratic-okasep  .PiuU  id 
appointed  hiipself  **  Prolessor  of  his  own  Hb- 
tory,**  and  delivered  to  tiM .  UniFeria  thnt 
beautiAil  **  Lectures'*  onthatsabicet;boMtii( 
justly  enough,  that,  in  his  special  depaitam 
he  was  better  informed  than  an^  ooier  ma 
whatever.  He  was  not  without  hu.  ocHonBd 
secrets  and  professorial  habits:  tbai»at]ir. 
Wortley,  in  writing  his  parliamentary  wnk 
to  be  read  within  his  hat,  bad  .aiarked,k ft* 
rions  passages,  ^Here  cooffik,'*  no  Fitfmi 
^ater  brevity,  >ad.  an  art&traqr  hiengMt 
introdnced  here  and  there,  amonf  his  jwk 
andpaq>orting,.as  he  teUa  ui,  Jlnnt  JBm^ 
mkmmiid  sdUtrrr,  mumamd  giAiie/— >OenilHM^ 
no  scraping,  no  yawning  r*—*  hiemglyp^vB 
must  say,  which  manv  public  speakeis  ii^ 
stand  more  in  need  of  than  he. 

Unfortunately,  in  the  Second  Tolnme,  so 
other  Lectures  came  to  light,  bat  only  a  striif! 
of  disconnected,  indeed  quite  heterogeneois 
Notes,  intended  to  have  been  fashioned  iito 
such;  the  full  free  stream  of  oratory  dissipated 
itself  into  unsatisfactory  drops.  With  die 
Third  volume,  which  is  by  much  the  loagerf. 
Herr  Otto  appears  more  decidedly  in  his  owa 
person,  though  still  rather  with  the  scisseci 
than  with  the  pen ;  and,  behind  a  multittMie  of 
circumvallations  and  outposts,  endeavoan  It 
advance  his  history  a  little ;  the  Leetsici 
having  left  it  still  almost  at  the  verr  eoa- 
mencement.  His .  peculiar  plan»  and  ine  W 
manifest  purpose  to  continue  speaking  ia  Jan 
Paul's  manner,  greatly  obstruct  his  pragren; 
which,  indeed,  is  so  inconsiderable,  diatstlhe 
end  of  this  third  volume,  that  is,  afier  Mie 
seven  hundred  small  octavo  pages,  we  fad 
the  hero,  as  yet,  scarcely  beyond  his  tweslicik 
year,  and  the  historv  proper  still  otdf,  u  il 
were,  beginning.  We  cannot  but  regret  Alt 
Herr  Otto,  whose  talent  and  good  pnnoMkIt 
say  nothing  of  his  relation  to  Richler,  vtam 
regard  from  us,  had  not  adopted  someilraj^ 
forward  method,  and  spoken  out  in  pUia  pnn 
which  seems  a  more  natural  dialect  (or  kia 
what  he  had  to  say  on  this  matter.  lasteale 
a  multifarious  combination,  tending  so  sloff(^ 
if  at  all,  towards  unity,  he  might,  vitM 
omitting  those  "Lectures,"  or  any  ••  Note^  ^ 
had  value,  have  given  us  a  direct  Narraiif^ 
which,  if  it  had  wanted  the  line  (tf.Beff^ 


intimate  friend  for  half  a  life-time,  undertook  '  might  have  had  the  still  more  indiapeanK 
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lio6  of  Regplahiy,  and  been,  at  all  CTents,  far  me,  an  infant,  along  with  them  to  his  death- 
shorter.  Till  Herr  Otto's  work  is  completed,  bed.  He  was  in  the  act  of  departing,  when  a 
we  cannot  speak  positively;  bnt,in  the  mean-  clergyman  (as  my  father  has  oAen  told  me) 
"while,  we  must  say  that  it  wears  an  unpros-  said  to  them :  Now,  let  the  old  Jacob  lay  his 
perous  aspect,  and  leaves  room  to  fear  that,  hand  on  the  child,  and  bless  him.  I  was  held 
after  all,  Richter*s  Biography  may  still  long  into  the  bed  of  death,  and  he  laid  his  hand  on 
continue  a  problem.  As  for  ourselves,  in  this  my  head. — Thou  good  old  grandfdther !  Often 
state  of  matters,  what  help,  towards  character-  have  I  thought  of  thy  hand,  blessing  as  it  grew 
iziog  Jean  Paul's  practical  Life,  we  can  afford,  cold, — when  Fate  led  me  out  of  dark  hours 
is  but  a  few  slight  facts  gleaned  from  Herr  into  clearer, — and  already  I  can  believe  in  thy 
Otto*s  and  other  meaner  works;  and  which,  blessing,  in  this  material  world,  whose  life, 
even  in  oar  own  eyes,  are  extremely  insuf-  foundation,  and  essence  is  Spirit !" 
ficicnt.  The  father,  who  at  this  time  occupied  the 

Bichler  was  born  at  Wonsiedel  in  Bairealh.  ''"?')''«  P"*'  "^  ^'^'""'  i"^^"  schoolmasler) 

in  the  year  1763;  and  as  his  birthday  fell  on  and  Organist  at  Wonsiedel,  was  shortly  after- 

the  21st  of  March,  it  was  sometimes  wittily  T"!^^  appointed  clerg>mjin  in  the  hamlet  of 

said  that  he  and  the  Spring  were  born  together.  ^'^'%'  »°2  '•"Sfu'  *"   "'w   ?°"*.u"'  V^?' 

He  himself  mentions  This,  and  with  a  laudable  Jjansferred  to  Schwar^enbach  on  the  Saale. 

intention:  "this  epigrammatic  fact,"  says  he,  He  too  was  of  a  truly  devoat  disposition,  though 

-.that  I  the  Professor  and  the  Spring  came  into  combming  wi  h  it  more  energy  of  chai^cter, 

the  world  together. I  have  indeW  brought  out  and,  apparenUy,  more  geiieral  talent;  being 

«  hundred  time»  in  conversation,  before  now;  »'""''"  ""^  neighbourhood  as  a  bold,  zealous 

bnt  I  fire  it  off  he,«  purposely,  like  a  cannon'  Preacher ;  and  still   partially  known  to  the 

••late,  for  the  hundJed  and  first  time,  that  so  '°':''!'  *«  !^''"«-  ^°'  """«  "»enlonous  com- 

br  printing  I  may  ever  henceforth  be  unable  positions  m  Church-music.     In  PO'erty  he 

lo*oVrer  it  i^ain  ti bonmc^bon.  when,  through  •='"?°'  ^  «"'*^'°  ^»^«  altogether  equalled  his 

the  Printer's  Devil,  it  has  al/eady  been  pre-  P-^decMs;"-.  who  through  life  ate  nothing  but 

sentedto  all  the  world."    Destiny,  he  seems  ^'^^  ^'"^J^J\  Tk    •"""  '"'°^*f  "it  •'"' 

tothink.madeanotherwitticismonhim;  the  "°  '!*!. '=I"^1''.'  ""i°  P^"'.    T?'  ^/T"l 

word  Rickin  being  appellative  as  well  aa  pro-  burgher's  daughter,  whom  he  took  to  wife,  had, 

per,  in  the  Germ^  tongue,  where  it  signifies  •»,"!  8!!f^'';..1™°'5?'  °°  """"''  T*  •»",•  ""1' 
yjge.  His  Christian  nime,Jean  Paul,  which  ""'X  habits  Utile  advantageous  for  a  school- 
loni  passed  for  some  freak  of  his  own.  and  a  """""•  °f  Parson ;  at  all  events,  the  worthy 
pseuJonym.  he  seems  to  have  derived  honest-  "»"'/'iT  ^  his  household  was,  had  con- 
^enough,  from  his  maternal  grandfather,  tinual  d.fliculties.  and  even  died  m  debt  Paul, 
/ohann  Paul  Knhn,  a  substantial  cloth-maker,  *>??  "?  "«'?<!  days  was  called  Fritz  narrates 
in  Hof;  only  translating  the  German  /oAa««  gaily,  how  his  mother  used  to  despateh  him  to 
into  the  Frinch  y<a-.  The  Kichters.  for  at  ^°^'  ^"  "'"":''.  >own.w.th  a  provender  bag 
least  two  generations,  had  been  schoolmasters,  strapped  over  his  shoulders,  under  pretex  of 
or  very  subaltern  churchmen,  distinguished  Pu^hasing  at  a  cheaper  rate  there;  but  m 
for  their  poverty  and  their  piety;  the  grand-  '""'"5  *"  ^f  k"  jf™'"'"  a„d  dainties  fur- 
father,  it  appeal^,  is  still  reiiembered  in  his  '""''ff  g™"*  by  his  grandmother.    He  was 

litUe  circle  is  a  man  of  quite  remarkable  in-  y'""'  •°  ^'^^  '"t*'"?.^  I"^    "  \  ?''i'^*""^  ^^5 

nocence  and  holiness;  "in  Neustadt."  savs  wm.  and  speak  with  bim;  while  the  good  old 

bis  descendant. » they  wiU  show  you  a  bench  '^y-  Parsimonious  to  a    >he  world,  but  lavish 

behind  the  organ,  where  he  knelt-on  Sundays.  '"  5".  °*"' FT  ^,-5        J"'^     ^^  k** 

and  a  cave  he  had  made  for  himself  in  what  8?°''  'b'nRs  of  this  life,  and  even  gave  him 

to  called  the  LitUe  Culm,  where  he  was  wont  ?•""•"/."  ^"S  *"™*'^"^1  J''"? *■.',  however,  he  kept 


M.WV.1H,  »«.^.cely  amounted  to  fiHeen  pounds.        .  .  .   r  j  .1  • 

•and  at  this  Hunger-fouDtain,common  enough  """«"ce  at  Jodiz,  mentions  this  among 

ibr  Baireuth    school-people,   the   man   stoi»(i  """I  *'  I    .  /     j    .u       u    .»_ 

Ihifty.five  years  Ions,  and  cheerfully  drew."  "  Autu™"  /,?'""SS  (and    though    the 

Preferment  had  been  slow  in  visiting  him :  bm  '■''=!■'.''"  """'  ^l^V^",  ''a  her  used  to  go  in  his 

at  length,  "it  came  to  pass,"  says  Paul,  "just  n'ght-gown,  with  Paul  and  Adam,  into  a  pou- 

in  my  birth-year.that.  on   he  6th  of  Ausnst.  ""-field  lying  over  the  Saale.  Iheoncyounker 

probably  through  special  connections  with  the  \^"."'^_,  »  "»«"'"=''•  '^^  X^^%  ,1,  hand-haskcL 

Higktr  Po^.,le  did  obtain  one  of  the  most  ^"'''"^  °"  the  ground,  the  Father  set.  to  dig- 

imi>rtant  places ;  in  comparison  with  which.  ?'"«  "«'"'  P°'»"f ''•  "■?  ""V^l  »•'  ?'«^«  Z'^I^'a 

trub- RectoVate.  and  Town,  and  cave  in  the  *"^^"P'''k''  ^'.     Sf.hcred  them  from  the  bed 

Colmoerff    were  well  worth  exchaneine-  a  '"'°  '''*  ''*^'"'''  "'"''*'  ^''''°''  Cambering  in 

place,  namely,  in  the  Neustadt  Churehyard.i-  '*>«  ''azel  thickets,  looked  out  for  the  best  nuts. 

-His  good  wife  had  been  promoted  thilher  ^.ft"a    >«>.'.  Adam  had  to  come  down  from 

twenty  year*  before  him.  My  parents  had  taken  *•■*  boughs  into  the  bed,  and  Pan  in  his  turn  as- 

'J__ -ll. cended.     And   thus,   with  potatoes  and  nuts, 

•  (70tUMektr  (Uod't-fleld.)  not  Kirrkkef.  tbe  more  they  returned  contentedly  home  ;  and  the  plea- 
common  term,  mod  exactly  rorretpnnding  to  oura.  \*  sure  of  having  run  abroad,  some  mile  in  space, 

"*L^'*'lSS'*i!a  K!!"i;.H;Ti'"h*/il!r-'^oft'ln'^*i^*^^^^^^  «"me  hour  in  time,  and  then  of  celebrating  the 

wliere,  whldi  la  nia  wrltingt  tie  liaM  often  occamon  ,  .  iii-i.>         • 

iQ  4o.  harvest-home,  by  caudle  light,  when  they  came 
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bM(ki-4eC  9tmrj  <me  paint  to  bimtelf  as  bril* 
Uaa^  as  the  receiver  thereof  " 

,  To  soeh  persons  as  argne  that  the  respeota- 
bility  of  the  cloth  depends  on  its  pricie  at  the 
elothiei's,  it  most  appear  surprising  that  a 
Protestant  clergyman,  who  not  only  was  in  no 
ease  U'  keep  foz-hoaods,  but  eveo  saw  it  con- 
▼enient  to  dig  his  own  potatoes,  should  not 
hare  iiiUen  under  universal  odium,  and  felt  his 
usefulness  very  jcoasiderably  diminished.  No- 
diing  of  this  kind,  however,  becomes  visible 
in  the  history  of  the  Jodiz  Parson :  we  find  him 
a  ipan  powerfhl  in  his  vocation ;  loved  and 
Ttnerated  by  his  flock;  nay,  associating  at 
villt  and  ever  as  an  honoured  guest,  with  die 
fsotix  of  VoigUand,  not  indeed  in  the  eha- 
raeler  oTyntleman,  jret  in  that  of  priest, 
which  hflJRnkoncd  fiir  higher.  Like  an  old 
Latheraa,  says  his  son,  he  believed  in  Uie 
gnat,  aa  he  dkl  in  ghosts ;  but  without  any 
ahade  of  fisar.  The  truth  is,  the  man  had  a 
chaerfal,  pure,  religious  heart;  was  diligent 
in  business,  and  fervent  in  spirit:  and,  in  all 
die  relations  of  his  life,  found  this  welUnigh 
auffloient  for  him. 

To  our  Professor,  as  to  Poets  in  general,  the 
reeoUeetions  of  chiMhood  had  always  some*  ] 
thing  of  an  ideal,  almost  celestial  character. 
Often;  in  his  fictions,  be  describes  such  scenes, 
with  a  fond  minuteness ;  nor  is  poverty  any 
deadly,  or  even  unwelcome  ingredient  in  them. 
On  the  whole,  it  if  not  bv  money,  or  money*s 
iporth,  that  man  lives  and  has  hts  being.  ''Is 
BOt  God's  Universe  wkkm  oor  headt  whether 
there  be  a  torn  sciill-oap  or  a  king's  diadem 
wUkmUf*  Let  tto  one  imagine  that  Paul's 
young  ]rears  were  unhappy ;  still  less  that  he 
kx^s  b9ck  on  them  in  a  lachrymose,  sentimen- 
tal manner,  with  the  smallest  symptom  either 
of  boasting  or  whining.  Poverty  of  a  far 
sterner  sort  than  this  would  have  been  a  light 
matter  to  him ;  for  a  kind  mother,  Nature  her- 
self, had  already  provided  against  it;  and,  like 
the  mother  of  Achilles,  rendered  him  invul- 
nerable to  outward  things.  There  was  a  bold, 
deep,  joyfUl  spirit  looking  through  those  young 
eyes;  and  to  such  a  spirit  the  world  fuu  no- 
thing poor,  but  all  is  rich,  and  full  of  loveli- 
ness and  wonder.  That  our  readers  may  glance 
with  us  into  this  foreign  Parsonage,  we  shall 
translate  some  paragraphs  from  Paul's  second 
Lecture,  and  thereby  furnish,  at  the  same  time,  a 
specimen  of  his  professorial  style  and  temper. 

<*To  represent  the  Jodiz  life  of  our  Hans 
Paul,— for  by  this  name  we  shall  for  a  time 
distinguish  him,  yet  ever  changing  it  with 
others,— our  best  course,  I  believe,  will  be  to 
conduct  him  through  a  whole  Idyl-year ;  divid- 
ing the  normal  year  into  four  seasons,  as  so 
many  quarterly  Idyls ;  four  Idyls  exhaust  his 
happiness. 

"  For  the  rest,  let  no  one  marvel  at  finding 
an  Idyl-kingdom  and  pastoral-world  in  a  Utile 
hamlet  and  parsonage.  In  the  smallest  bed 
you  can  raise  a  tulip-tree,  which  shall  extend 
its  flowery  boughs  over  all  the  garden  ;  and  the 
life-breath  of  joy  can  be  inhaled  as  well  through 
a  window,  as  in  the  open  wood  and  sky.  Nay, 
is  not  Man's  Spirit  (with  all  its  infinite  celes- 
tial-spaces) walled  in  within  a  six-feet  Body, 
with  integuments,  and  Malpighian  mucuses, 


and  capillary  tnbta;  and  hat  n^y iva  atnit 
worid-windows,  of  Qensea,  to  cjpen  lor  'd» 
boundless,  rouod*efed«  n>tind«UMd.  4iil9— 
and  yet  it.disceros  and  reprodnoea  an  All  I 

"  Scarcely  do  I  knojr  with  which  of  iIm  JiMr 
quarterly  Idyls  to  begin ;  for  caeh  ia  a  WUt 
heavenly  forecourt  to  the  netti  howerer.  As 
climax  of  joys,  if  we  start  with  Wialar  aai 
Janoaiy,  will  perhaps  be  most  apiiareaL  b  Ae 
cold,  our  Fattier  had  eommpnlyt  likaan  Alpiie 
herdsman,  come  down  from  Um  nppcr  aliiiih 
of  his  study ;  and,  to  the  jot  of  Uie  ohiJdwi^ 
was  dwelling  on  the  plain  of  the  general  lhai> 
ly-room.    In  the  morning,  he  aat  by  a  wiadiM^ 
committing  his  8unda;r**  sermon  to  OMnsoiy^ 
and  the  three  sons.  Frits,  (who  I  iftyMlf  ali) 
tod  Adam,  and  Gottlieb,  carried^  by  tanuyte 
fhll  coffeoKsup  to  him,  and  still  more  gtaipf 
carried  back  the  empty  one,  beeanae  tbt  e«* 
rier  was  then  entitled  to  pidc  the  vuMlM-tf* 
mains    of  thie   snganeandy  (talEi&   Hi^ 
cough)  fh>m  the  bottom  thereeH.  Omof  miti 
triily,  the  skr  covered  all  diinga  with  wBtikmi 
the  brook  with  ioe^  the  village  with  wrumjlm 
in  our  room,  there  was  life :  under  il^tlDMa 
pigeon-establishment;  on  the  windowi^  ^jftfi 
cages ;  on  the  floor  the  invineible  boll      '  ^ 
our  Bmwm,  the  higfat-ffuardian  of  die 
yard  ;afid  a  poodle,  and  the  pratljr 
(Poll,)  a  present  from  the  Lady  nm  flote}** 
and  close  by,  the  kitchen,  with  two  lii«idsral| 
fkrther  ofl;  sgainst  the  other  end  of  the  hpttt 
oar  stable,  with  all  sorts  of  bovine* 
and  feathered  cattle,  and  their  ikHms: 
threshers,  with,  their  flails,  also  at 
the  court-yard,  I  might  reckon  aa 
In  this  way,  with  nothing  but  society  6a  II 
hands,  the  whole  male  portion  of  the  hoes^ 
hold  easily  spent  their  fore-noon  in  tasks  ef 
memory,  not  far  from  the  female  ponioo,  ss 
busily  employed  in  cooking. 

*'  Holidays  occur  in  every  occupatioo;  Ihii* 
I  too  had  my  airing  holidays^ — analogous  to  wi^ 
tering  holidays, — so  that  I  could  travel  oat  in  te  - 
snow  of  the  court-yard,  and  to  the  bam  withli  -: 
threshing.  Nay,  was  there  a  delicate  embasiyti 
be  transacted  in  the  village, — ^for  example, Id Ihi 
schoolmaster,  to  the  tailor, — ^Iwassuretobsd^ 
spatched  thitherin  the  middle  of  my  lessons  :sil 
thus  I  still  got  forth  into  the  open  air  andtheeoli 
and  measured  myself  with  the  new  snow.  Al 
noon,  before  our  own  dinner,  we  children  mifK . 
also,  in  the  kitchen,  have  the  hungry  satis&etMi 
to  see  the  threshers  fall  to*and  consume  dwir 
victuals. 

**  The  aAemoon,  again,  was  still  more  in* 
portant,  and  richer  in  joys.    Winter  shortaci 
and  sweetened  our  lessons.    In  the  long  M, 
our  Father  walked  to  and  fro ;'  and  the  cli* 
dren,  according  to  ability,  trotted  nnder  ka 
night-gown,  holding  by  his  hands.    Atsooif 
of  the  Vesper  bell,  we  placed  ourselves  is  • 
circle,  and  in  concert  devotionally  chanted  lit 
hymn.  Die  fimtre  Nachi  brirht  ttark  kireim,  (Tk 
gloomy  Night  is  gathering  round.)    Only  h 
villages,  not  in  towns,  where  properiy  then* 
more  night  than  day  labour,  have  the  evesiil 
chimes  a  meaning  and  beauty,  and  sredt 
swan-song  of  the  day :  the  evening-bell  iftf 
it  were  the  muffle  of  the  over  loud  hesit,i>i 
like  a  ratux  det  vacha  of  the  plains,  calif  a* 
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flvm  their  running  and  toiling,  into  the  land 
of  silence  and  dreams.  AHer  a  pleasant  watch- 
ing abont  the  kitchen  door,  for  the  moonrise 
of  candle-light,  we  saw  onr  wide  room  at  once 
iUnminated  and  barricaded;  to  wit,  the  window 
shutters  were  closed  and  bolted;  and  behind 
these  window  bastions  and  breast-works,  the 
child  felt  himself  snagly  nestled,  and  well  se- 
cured against  Knecht  Ruprecht,*  whu  on  the 
outside  could  not  get  in,  but  only  in  vain  keep 
growling  and  hamming. 

**  About  this  period  too  it  was  that  we  chil- 
dren might  undress,  and  in  long  train-shirts 
skip  up  and  down.  Idyllic  joys  of  various 
sorts  aJtemated:  oar  Father  either  had  his 
quarto  Bible,  interleaved  with  blank  folio 
sheets,  before  him,  and  was  marking,  at  each 
Terse,  the  book  wherein  he  had  read  any  thing 
coneemlng  it;— or  more  commonly  he  had  his 
mied  mn sic-paper ;  and,  undisturbed  by  this 
TBcketting  of  children,  was  composing  whole 
ccmcerts  of  charch<inusic,  with  all  their  divi- 
constmcting  his  internal  melodv  with- 
any  help  of  external  tones,  (as  Reichard 
loo  advises,)  or  rather,  in  spite  of  all  eiternal 
Buaiones.  In  both  cases,  in  the  last  with  the 
■ore  pleasare,  I  looked  on  as  he  wrote ;  and 
iqoieed  specially,  when,  by  pauses  of  various 
iastraments,  whole  pages  were  at  once  filled 
apL  The  children  all  sat  sporting  on  that  long 
vriting  and  eating  table,  or  even  under  it.  *** 
"Then,  at  length,  how  did  the  winter  even- 
iBg,  once  a  week,  mount  in  worth,  when  the 
old  errand-woman,  coated  in  snow,  with  her 
frait,  flesh,  and  general  ware  basket,  entered 
the  kitchen  from  Hof;  and  we  all,  in  this  case, 
hid  the  distant  town  in  miniature  before  our 
eyes,  nay,  before  our  noses,  for  there  were 
fastry  cakes  in  it !" 

Thus  in  dull  winter  imprisonment,  among 

aB  manner  of  bovine,  swinish,  and  feathered 

cttde,  with  their  noises,  may  Idyllic  joys  be 

fand,  if  there  is  an  eye  to  see  them,  and  a 

—hcut  to  taste  them.  Truly  happiness  is  cheap, 

'    'Hd  we  apply  to  the  right  merchant  for  it.   Paul 

Was  as  elsewhere  not  to  believe,  for  these 

lifls,  that  there  were  no  sour  days,  no  chidings, 

lad  the  like,  at  Jodiz :  yet,  on  the  whole,  he 

U  good  reason  to  rejoice  in  his  parents.  They 

kfcd  him  well;  his  Father,  he  says,  would 

"ihed  tears*'  over  any  mark  of  quickness  or 

tfat  in  little  Fritz:  they  were  virtuous  also, 

"^  devout,  which,  aAer  all,  is  better  than  being 

^fh,     "Ever  and  anon,"  says  he,  **I   was 

jBiriog  some  narrative  from  my  Father,  how 

*8  tnd  other  clergymen  had  taken  parts  of 

Jwir  dress  and  given  them  to  the  poor ;  he  re- 

fjjed  these  things  with  joy,  not  as  an  admoiii- 

J|**a,  but  merelv  as  a  necessary  occurrence: 

''God !  I  thank  Thee  for  my  Father !" 

J^ichier's  education  was  not  of  a  more  sump- 

?^s  sort  than  his  board  and  lodging.    Sonic 

2|*agrecmeni  with  the  Schoolmaster  at  Jodiz 

■?*4  induced  the  Parson  to  take  his  sons  from 

teach  them  him<olf. 
eieruted  faithfully  in- 
?^J^d,  yet  in  the  most  limited  style;  his  m»?iho(l 
^y^ftg  DO  Pestalozzian  one,  but  simply  th?  old 
^beme  of  task-work  and  force-w<»rk,  operating; 


S^ool,  and  determine  to 
^a^is  determination  be  e 
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on  a  Latin  grammar  and  a  Latin  vocabulary : 
and  the  two  hoys  sat  all  day,  and  all  year,  at 
home,  without  other  preceptorial  nourishment 
than  getting  by  heart  long  lists  of  words.  Fritz 
learned  honestly  nevertheless,  and  in  spite  of 
his  brother  Adam's  bad  example.  For  the 
rest,  he  was  totally  destitute  of  books,  except 
such  of  his  Father's  theological  ones  as  he 
could  come  at  by  stealth :  these,  for  want  of 
better,  he  eagerly  devoured;  understanding, as 
he  says,  nothing  whatever  of  their  contents. 
With  no  less  impetuosity,  and  no  less  profit, 
he  perused  the  antiquated  sets  of  Newspapers, 
which  a  kind  patroness,  the  Lady  von  Plotho, 
already  mentioned,  was  in  the  habit  of  furnish- 
ing to  his  Father,  not  in  separate  sheets,  but  in 
sheaves  monthly.  This  was  the  extent  of  his 
reading.  Jo<liz  too  was  the  most  sequestered 
of  all  hamlets ;  had  neither  natural  nor  artifi- 
cial beauty;  no  memorable  thing  could  be  seeu 
there,  in  a  lifetime.  Nevertheless,  under  an 
immeasurable  Sky,  and  in  a  quite  wondrous 
World  it  did  stand ;  and  glimpses  into  the  in- 
finite spaces  of  the  Universe,  and  even  into 
the  infinite  spaces  of  Man's  Soul,  could  he  had 
there  as  well  as  elsewhere.  Fritz  had  his  own 
thoughts,  in  spite  of  schoolmasters  :  a  litUe 
heavenly  seed  of  Knowledge,  nay  of  Wisdom, 
had  been  laid  in  him,  and  with  no  gardener, 
but  Nature  herself,  it  was  silently  growing. 
To  some  of  our  readers,  the  following  circam- 
stance  may  seem  unparalleled,  if  not  unintel- 
ligible ;  to  others  nowise  so : 

"In  the  future  Literary  History  of  oar  hero, 
it  will  become  doubtful  whether  he  was  not  bom 
more  for  Philosophy  than  for  Poetry.  In  ear- 
liest times,  the  word  Wtfttrcisheii,  (Philosophy, 
If  or/fAicwM/ow,)— yet  also  another  word,  Mor^en^ 
lanif,  (East,  A/yniinir-Ziinc/,) — was  to  me  an  open 
Heaven's-gate,  through  which  I  looked  in,  over 
long.  Ions:  gardens  of  joy. — Never  shall  I  forget 
that  inward  occurrence,  till  now  narrated  to  no 
mortal,  wherein  I  witnessed  the  birth  of  my 
Self-consciousness,  of  which  I  can  still  give 
the  place  and  time.  One  forenoon,  I  was 
standing,  a  very  young  child,  in  the  outer  door, 
and  looking  leflward  at  the  stack  of  fuel  wood, 
— when,  all  at  once  the  internal  vision, — I  am 
a  Mr,  {ich  bin  ein  hh^)  came  like  a  Hash  from 
heaven  before  me,  and  in  gleaming  light  ever 
aAerwards continued:  ihnn  had  my  Mk, for  the 
first  time,  seen  itself,  and  for  ever.  Deceptions 
of  memorj'  are  scarcely  conceivable  here;  for, 
in  regard  to  an  event  occurring  altogether  in 
the  veiled  Holy-of-Holies  of  man,  and  whose 
novelty  alone  has  given  permanence  to  such 
everyday  recollections  accompanying  it,  no 
posterior  description  from  another  parly  would 
have  mingled  itself  with  accompanying  cir- 
cumstances at  all." 

It  was  in  his  thirteenth  year  that  the  family 
removed  to  that  bnterclmrch-living  aiSchwar- 
zenbach;  with  whirh  chanire.  so  far  as  school 
education  was  concerned,  prospects  c»»nsidrr- 
ably  briphiened  for  him.  The  public  Teacher 
there  was  no  deep  scholar  «>r  thinker,  yet  a 
lively,  genial  man.  and  warmly  infpiested  in 
his  pupils;  among  whom  h(;  suon  learned  i«» 
distin:juish  Frit/,  as  a  boy  <»f  altogether  supe- 
rior shifts.  What  wa-N  of  still  more  importance, 
Fritz  now  got  access  to  books ;  entered  into  a 
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coarse  of  highly  miscellaDeous,  self-selected 
reading;  and  what  with  Romances,  what  with 
Belles-Lettres  works,  and  Huichesonian  Phi- 
losophy, and  controversial  Divinity,  saw  an 
astonishing  scene  opening  round  him  on  ail 
hands.  His  Latin  and  Greek  wrre  now  better 
taught;  he  even  began  learning  IIebri.*w.  'J'wo 
clergymen  of  the  neighbourhood  took  pleasure 
in  his  company,  young  as  he  was;  and  were 
of  great  service  now  and  afterwards :  it  wa!> 
under  their  auspices  that  he  commenced  com- 
position, and  al>o  speculating  on  Theology, 
wherein  he  "  inclined  strongly  to  the  heterodox 
side." 

In  the  ''family  room,**  however,  things  were 
not  nearly  so  flourishing.  The  Professor's 
three  Lectures  terminate  before  this  date ;  but 
we  gather  from  his  Notes  that  surly  clouds 
hung  over  Schwarzenbach,  that  **  his  evil  days 
began  there."  The  Father  was  engaged  in 
more  complex  duties  than  formerly,  went  oAen 
from  home,  was  encumbered  with  debt,  and 
lost  his  former  cheerfulness  of  humour.  For 
his  sons  he  saw  no  outlet  except  the  hereditary 
craft  of  School-keeping;  and  let  the  matter 
rest  there,  taking  little  farther  charge  of  them. 
In  some  three  years,  the  poor  man,  worn  down 
with  manifold  anxieties,  departed  this  life; 
leaving  his  pecuniary  afl^airs,  which  he  bad 
long  calculated  on  rectifying  by  the  better  in- 
come of  Schwarzenbach,  sadly  deranged. 

Meanwhile,  Friedrich  had  been  sent  to  the 
Hof  Gymmuium,  (Town-school,)  where,  not- 
withstanding this  event,  he  continued  some 
time,  two  years  in  all,  apparently  the  most  pro- 
fitable period  of  his  whole  tuition  ;  indeed,  the 
only  period  when,  properly  speaking,  he  had 
any  tutor  but  himself.  The  good  old  cloth- 
making  grandfather  and  grandmother  took 
charge  of  him,  under  their  roof;  and  he  had  a 
body  of  teachers,  all  notable  in  their  way. 
Herr  Otto  represents  him  as  a  fine,  trustful, 
kindly,  yet  resolute  youth,  who  went  through 
his  persecutions,  prcfennenis,  studies,  friend- 
ships, and  other  school-destinies  in  a  highly 
creditable  manner;  and  demonstrates  this,  at 
great  length,  by  various  details  of  facts,  far  too 
minute  for  insertion  here.  As  a  trait  of  Paul's 
inlelleciual  habitudes,  it  may  be  mentioned 
that,  at  this  time,  he  scarcely  made  any  pro- 
gre.NS  in  History  or  Geography,  much  as  he 
profited  in  all  other  branches ;  nor  was  the 
dull  teacher  entirely  to  blame,  but  also  the  in- 
disposed pupil ;  indeed,  it  was  not  till  long 
afterwards,  that  he  overcame  or  suppressed 
his  contempt  for  those  studies,  and  with  an 
effort  of  his  own  acquired  some  skill  in  them.' 
The  like  we  have  heard  of  other  Poets  and 
Philosophei-s,  especially  when  their  teachers 
chanced  to  be  prosaists  and  unphilosophical. 
Richter  boasts  that  he  was  never  punished  at 
school;   yet  between  him  and  the  Historico- 


♦"AIl  History,"  tliu8  he  wrileH  in  liis  thirty-serond 
year,  *'  in  ho  far  as  it  im  nn  affair  of  iiieiiiory,  can  only  hv 
reckoned  a  saplefiH,  heurtlefiH,  thi>tlt'  tor  (MMlaniic  rl):if-  i 
finches ;— but,  on  the  other  hand,  likr  >aiure.  it  has  hivh-  j 
est  value,  in  na  far  a»  we,  hy  niean8  of  it,  tin  hy  nifans 
of  Nature,  can  divine  and  read  the  Infinite  Sp  rlt,  who, 
with  Nature  and  ilintory,  as  with  letters,  legibly  writfM 
to  U8.  He  who  finds  a  (>od  in  Ihc  phycical  world,  will 
also  Dnd  one  in  the  moral,  which  is  lliitlory.  Nature 
forces  oo  our  heart  a  Creator;  History,  a  Providence.*' 


geographical  C(mrector(Second  Master)  no  good 
understanding  could  subsist.     On  one  tragi' 
comical  occasion,  of  another  sort,  they  came 
into  still  more  decided  collision.    The  zealous 
Con  rector,  a  most    solid,   painstaking   nun. 
desirous  to  render  his  Gymnasium  as  like  a 
University  as  possible,  had  imagined  that  a 
series  of  "  Disputations,"  some  foreshadow  of 
those  held  at  College,  might  be  a  useful,  as 
certainly  enough  it  would  be  an  ornameottl 
thing.    By  ill  luck,  the  worthy  President  hai 
selected  some  church-article  for  the  theme  of 
such  a  Disputation:  one  boy  was  to  defend, 
and  it  fell  to  Paul's  lot  to  impugn  the  dogma,! 
task  which,  as  hinted  above,  he  was  very  sp^ 
cially  qualified   to  undertake.     Now,  honest 
Paul  knew  nothing  of  the  limits  of  this  giae; 
never  dreamt   but  he  might  argue  wiUi  his 
whole  strength,  to  whatever  results  it  migkt 
lead.    In  a  very  few  rounds,  accordiflglj,Ui 
antagonist  was  borne  out  of  the  ring,  as  good 
as  lifeless;  and  the  Conrector  himself seeim 
the  danger,  had,  as  it  were,  to  descend  fioi  \ 
his  presiding  chair,  and  clap  the  ganntlelioi 
his  own  more  experienced  hands.    Bot  fnSk 
nothing  daunted,  gave  him  also  a  Rowland  ftr 
an  Oliver ;  nay,  as  it  became  more  and'  wm 
manifest  to  all  eyes,  was  fast  reducing  kia 
aUo  to  the  frightfullest  extremity.    The  Cto* 
rector's  tongue  threatened  cleaving  to  tbentf 
of  his  mouth ;  for  his  brain  was  at  a  slu^tt 
whirling  in  eddies,  only  his  gall  was  in  i 
play.    Nothing  remained  for  him  bat  Id  i 
the  debate  abruptly  by  a  *'  Silence,  8imbr-j 
and  leave  the  room,  with  a  face  (like  ChillfJ 
the  much  more  famous  Subrector  Hans 
Fiichslein)*  "of  a  mingled  colour,  likerf] 
bole,  green  chalk,  tinsel-yellow,  and  vm 
Tiunt  (h  la  rcinc.** 

With  his  studies  in  the  Leipzig  Unireni^j 
whither  he  proceeded  in  1781,  bcgios  a  to 
more  important  era  for  Paul;  properly,  tfcei" 
of  his  manhood,  and  first  entire  depeDdeneiM 
himself.  In  regard  to  literar}-  or  scuiKk 
culture,  it  is  not  clear  that  he  derived  fO^ 
furtherance  from  Leipzig ;  much  more,alkij 
than  the  mere  neighbourhood  of  libraries » 
fellow-learners  might  anywhere  else  hater 
forded  him.  Certain  professorial  coutses  ■ 
did  attend,  and  with  diligence;  but  too  •■* 
in  the  character  of  critic,  as  well  as  of  ^l 
he  was  in  the  habit  of  **  measuring  otf 
with  men  so  much  older  and  more  honoonW 
than  he ;  and  ere  long,  his  respect  for  maay* 
them  had  not  a  litiie  abated.  What  his  J 
ginal  plan  of  studies  was,  or  whether ^^ 
any  lixed  plan,  we  do  not  learn ;  at  Hof,«4^ 
election  or  rejection  on  his  own  part,  he k» 
been  trained  with  some  view  to  Thci>logy;^ 
this  and  every  other  professional  view^j 
faded  away  in  Leipzig,  owing  to  avariejf* 
causes;  and  Richter,  now  still  moredeciMt 
a  >elf-ieachcr,  broke  loose  from  all  corp* 
tjuilds  whatsoever,  and  in  intellectual  cohil 
as  in  other  respects,  endeavoured  to  seek^ 
a  basis  of  his  own.  He  read  muliiitidei* 
books,  and  wrote  down  whole  volumes  rf* 
cerpts,  and  private  speculations;  labotiri<* 
all  directions  with  insatiable  eagerness;  ^ 


*  S«e  QwalM  AjcMa,  c.  7. 
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rom  the  University  be  derived  little  guidance, 
md  soon  came  to  expect  little.  Ernesii,  the 
inly  truly  eminent  man  of  the  place,  had  died 
ihonly  after  Paul's  arrival  there. 

Nay,  it  was  necessity  as  well  as  choice  that 
tetached  him  from  professions :  he  had  not  the 
Deans  to  enter  any.  Quite  another  and  far 
nore  pressing  set  of  cares  lay  around  him : 
lot  how  he  could  live  easily  in  future  years, 
mt  how  he  could  live  at  all  in  the  present,  was 
he  grand  question  with  him.  Whatever  it 
lught  be  in  regard  to  intellectual  matters,  cer- 
liniy  in  regard  to  moral  matters,  Leipzig  was 
as  true  seminary,  where,  with  many  stripes, 
Experience  taught  him  the  wisest  lessons.  It 
wms  here  that  he  first  saw  Poverty,  not  in  Ihe 
limpe  of  Parsimony,  but  in  the  far  sterner  one 
»f  actual  Want;  and,  unseen  and  single- 
ttnded,  wrestling  with  Fortune  for  life  and 
leatb,  first  proved  what  a  rugged,  deep-rooted, 
ndomitable  strength,  under  such  genial  soO- 
Mm,  dwelt  in  him ;  and  from  a  buoyant  cloud- 
ttfi  Youth,  perfected  himself  into  a  clear,  free, 
MigDint  and  loAy-minded  Man. 

Meanwhile  the  steps  toward  such  a  consum- 
ption were  painful  enough.  His  old  School- 
■Mterat  Schwarzenbach,  himself  a  Leipziger, 
U  been  wont  to  assure  him  that  he  might  live 
ftr  nothing  in  Leipzig,, so  easily  were  "free- 
JNea,"  *•  ti^muHa**  private  teaching,  and  the 
«,  to  be  procured  there,  by  youths  of  merit. 
^Wl  Richter  was  of  this  latter  species,  the 
VKtor  of  the  Hof  Gymnasium  bore  bonour- 
■Ue  witness ;  inviting  the  Leipzig  dignitaries, 
P  his  Tntimonium,  to  try  the  candidate  them- 
2'^es;  and  even  introducing  him  in  person 
wr  the  two  had  travelled  together)  to  various 
fftuential  men:  but  all  these  things  availed 
'«tt  nothing.  The  Professors  he  found  be- 
^jBuered  by  a  crowd  of  needy  sycophants, 
ugeni  in  season,  and  out  of  season,  whose 
i^ole  tactics  were  too  loathsome  to  him ;  on 
I  liands,  he  heard  the  sad  saying:  Liptia  vult 
Pttarij  Leipzig  preferments  must  be  waited 
^«  Now,  waiting  was  of  all  things  the  most 
Convenient  for  poor  Richter.  In  his  pocket 
'  iiad  little ;  firiends,  except  one  fellow-student, 
-  Iiad  none ;  and  at  home  the  finance  depart- 
^tftt  had  fallen  into  a  state  of  totalperplexity, 
Jt  verging  towards  final  ruin.  The  worthy 
«  Cloth-Manufacturer  was  now  dead ;  his 
'^  soon  followed  him :  and  the  Widow  Rich- 
\  her  favourite  daughter,  who  had  removed 
llof,  though  against  the  advice  of  all  her 
^nds,  that  she  might  be  near  her,  now  stood 
^tie  there,  with  a  young  family,  and  in  the 
^t  forlorn  situation.  She  was  appointed 
^ef  heir,  indeed ;  but  former  benefactions  had 
^  (hr  less  to  inherit  than  had  been  expected; 
fy,  the  other  relatives  contested  the  whole 
■^gement,  and  she  had  to  waste  her  remain- 
K  substance  in  lawsuits,  scarcely  realizing 
^tn  it,  in  the  shape  of  borrowed  pittances  and 
'^  forced  sales,  enough  to  supply  her  with 
-Uy  bread.  Nor  was  it  poverty  alone  that 
^  had  to  sufiTer,  but  contumely  no  less ;  the 
>f  public  openly  finding  her  guilty  of  Un- 
i^ft,  and,  instead  of  assistance,  repeating  to 
r  dispraise,  over  their  coffee,  the  old  proverb, 
4ard  got, soon  gone;"  for  which  all  evils  .she 
<i  no  remedy  bat  loud  complainings  to  Hea- 


ven and  Earth.  The  good  woman,  with  the 
most  hone:>t  dispositions,  seems,  in  fact,  to  have 
haJ  but  a  small  share  of  wisdom :  far  too  small 
for  her  present  trying  situation.  Herr  Otto 
says  that  Richter*s  portraiture  of  Lenettc,in  the 
hiumni-Frucht  und  Dornen-S.  iickc,  (Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Thorn  Pieces,)  contains  many  features  of 
his  mother:  Lenette  is  of  "an  upright,  but 
common  and  limited  nature  ;"  assiduous,  even 
to  excess,  in  sweeping  and  scouring:  true- 
hearted,  religious  in  her  way,  yet  full  of  dis- 
contents, suspicion,  and  headstrong  whims :  a 
spouse  for  ever  plagued  and  plaguing ;  as  the 
brave  Sebastian  Siebenkus,  that  true  Diogenes 
of  impoverished  Poors'-Advocales,  often  felt, 
to  his  cost,  beside  her.  Widow  Richter^s 
family,  as  well  as  her  fortune,  wan  under  bad 
government,  and  sinking  into  lower  and  lower 
degradation :  Adam,  the  brother,  mentioned 
above,  as  PauKs  yokefellow-  in  Latin  and 
potatoe-digging,  had  now  fallen  away  even 
from  the  humble  pretension  of  being  a  School- 
master, or,  indeed, of  being  any  thing ;  for,  after 
various  acts  of  vagrancy,  he  had  enlisted  in  a 
marching  regiment;  with  which,  or  in  other 
devious  courses,  he  marched  on,  and  only  the 
grand  billet-master.  Death,  found  him  fixed 
quarters.  The  Richter  establishment  had  part- 
ed from  its  old  moorings,  and  was  now,  with 
wind  and  tide,  fast  drifting  towards  fatal  whirl- 
pools. 

In  this  state  of  matters,  the  scarcity  of  Leip- 
zig could  nowise  be  supplied  from  the  fulness 
of  Hof:  but  rather  the  two  households  stood 
like  concave  mirrors  reflecting  one  another's 
keen  hunger  into  a  still  keener  for  both.  What 
outlook  was  there  for  the  poor  Philosopher  of 
nineteen  1  Even  his  meagre  "  bread  and  milk" 
could  not  be  had  for  nothing ;  it  became  a  se- 
rious consideration  for  him  that  the  shoe- 
maker, who  was  to  sole  his  boots,  "did  not 
trust."  Far  from  affording  him  any  sufficient 
moneys,  his  straitened  mother  would  willingly 
have  made  him  borrow  for  her  own  wants ; 
and  was  incessantly  persuading  him  to  get 
places  for  his  brothers.  Richter  felt,  too,  that 
except  himself,  desolate,  helpless  as  he  was, 
those  brothers,  that  old  mother,  had  no  stay  on 
earth.  There  are  men  with  whom  it  is  as 
with  Schiller's  Friedland:  "Night  must  it  be 
ere  Friedland's  star  will  beam."  On  this  for- 
saken youth  Fortune  seemed  to  have  let  loose 
her  bandogs,  and  hungry  Ruin  had  him  in  the 
wind ;  without  was  no  help,  no  counsel :  but 
there  lay  a  giant  force  within ;  and  so  from 
the  depths  of  that  sorrow  and  abasement,  his 
better  soul  rose  purified  and  invincible,  like 
Hercules  from  his  long  Labours.  A  high, 
cheerful  Stoicism  ^rew  up  in  the  man.  Po- 
verty, Pain,  and  all  Evil,  he  learned  to  regard, 
not  as  what  they  seemed,  but  as  what  they 
were;  he  learned  to  despise  them, nay,  in  kind 
mockery  to  sport  with  them,  as  with  bright- 
spotted  wild  beasts  which  he  had  tamed  and 
harnessed.  "  What  is  Poverty,"  said  he, "  who 
is  the  man  that  whines  under  it  ?  The  pain 
is  but  as  that  of  piercing  the  ears  of  a  maiden, 
and  you  hang  jewels  in  the  wound."  Dark 
thoughts  he  had,  but  they  settled  into  no  abid- 
ing gloom:  "sometimes,"  says  Otto,  "he 
would  wave  his  finger  across  his  brow,  as  it 


CARI.TLE-S  ICISCELLAKBOOS  1 


Srfvfnf  back  *oac  bonile  triea  of  ideas :' 
sad  briber  eomptaiD  I  he  did  no(  otUr'     Itar- 

atbu  tad  period,  be  wrotr  ool  for  hiaurif 
Ite  BMnual  of  praclical  philoMpbv,  nam- 
iDf  II  jHiofkibuth,  (Book  ofbeTiiUoli.)  abicb 
eoDUioa  aucb  muiiru  ai  Ibne : 

"  Every  unpleasant  ^Jing  is  a  sipn  ihif  I 
have  become  unrrae  to  inj  tFtotuiioai, — 
Bpicletui  »ai  noi  unhapp)-. — 

"  Not  chance,  bui  1  sm  lo  blame  for  1D7  ■ 
ftrini[s. 

"  It  were  an  impossible  Tniracle  if  Dune  I 
fd  Ihee:  look  fir  iheir  coming,  therefor 
aach  dajr  make  thyself  tiire  of  many. 

"  Say  col,  were  my  Kittavi  other  than  the»e, 
I  ahould  l>ear  them  briier. 

"Think  of  the  host  of  Woildi.  and  of  Ihi 
plafnri  on  this  World'inute. — Deaili  pati  ai 
eaaio  the  whole, — 

"  I'or  virlue'a  sake  I  am  here :  but  if  a  man 
for  bi*  taak,  forgeti  aud  sacriBcea  all,  why 
ihonldat  not  tboa  1— 

"Bipeet  injurtei,  for  men  are  weak,  and 
Ihou  thyself  doesi  >ach  too  uden. 

"Hoflin'  thy  heirl  1^  nainling  out  the  suf- 
Ariogi  of  thy  eneroy;  thmkofhlm  as  of  one 
spirilually  aick,  who  deserves  tympathy. — 

"Most  men  judge  so  badly:  wny  wonldst 
thou  be  .praised  bynohiMI— No  one  would 
mipeot  tliee  In  a  beggar's  coat :  what  is  a 
respect  that  Is  pniit  to  woollen  oloih,  not  to 


Ihee  1" 

These  are  wise  maxlmx  for  so  young  a  man ; 
but  what  waa  wiser  still,  he  did  not  rest  satis- 
fled  with  mere  mojiime,  which,  how  true  so- 
vrer,  an  only  a  dead  leikr,  till  Action  first 
(iTM  Ihem  life  and  worth.    Besides  devout 

Snyer  to  the  gods,  he  sel  his  own  shoulder  to 
i«  wheel.  "Evil,"  say^  he,  ■■  is  like  a  nighi- 
narai  the  ioslanl  yon  begin  to  stride  with  it, 
to  beitir  yourself,  it  has  already  ended."  With- 
out hrihiir  oarleyiuB,  there  as  be  stood,  Rich- 
ter  grappted  with  nis  Tate,  end  resolutely 
determined  on  self-belp.  His  means,  11  i.s 
true,  were  of  the  most  unpromisitig  sort,  yet 
the  only  means  he  had  >  the  writing  of  Books  '■ 
H«  forthwith  i:ommenced  wriiLna  them.  The 
QHMUmiMu  Pnatut,  (Greenland  Lawsuits.)  a 
eolloction  of  satirical  sketches,  ftill  of  wild. 
nr  wit,  and  keen  ini^ight.  was  composed  in 
mat  base  envlronmvni  of  his,  with  unpaid 
nllksoores  and  tinsaled  bonis ;  and  even  siiill 
•orvives,  ihou^h  the  Amhor,  besides  all  other 
dtHdvanlagr...  was  then  only  in  his  ninrteealh 
year.  But  ihr  heaviest  part  of  ihn  business 
)vt  remained  1  that  of  flndinR  a  purchaser  aad 
publisher.  Ru'hier  tned  all  Leipiig  with  his 
maQUScnpl,  m  rain;  Id  a  man.  with  tbil  total 
mniempt  of  Otaminar  which  Jedediah  Cleish- 
botbau  also  complains  of.  liter  "deeKned  the 
•reidt."  Paul  bail  to  stand  by,  as  so  many ' 
hkve  Aone,  aud  see  bix  sunbeams  wrigbtJ  ob 
bay-scales,  and  ihr  hay-balancr  pre  do  symp- 
toms of  muTiiiir.  But  Paul's  heart  mored  as 
bltl*  as  the  balaDCPi  Leipiig  beini:  )k>w  ea- 


hauied.  the  Wortl  vsa  >■ 

lotiy;  he  had  Dothn^ArS, 
be  found,  or  till  be  diH  Man* 
of  Berlin  at  lenftfa  besiirrad  buBMtf; 
printed  the  BoiJc.  and  erra  ^1 
ZAKU'fDrforit.  WbalaPoHai 
determined  to  be  an   author 
nothing  but  an   author;  dov  tkal  ka 
might  even  be  kept  in  hu  body  by  Hmt 
His   mother,  bearing  thai   he   had  writ 
book,   thoui:hi  that    perhaps   be  «aaM 
wnie  a  sermon,  and  was  for  bis  ooaiag 
10  preach  in  the  High  Chun;b  oTHaC  - 
is  a  sermon,'*  said  Paul,  ■"  which  vrttj 
rabic  student  can  spoai  forth  T     Or,  Iknl 
there  is  a  parson  in  Hof  Ihat,  mm  tolfw 
writing  my  Bork,  can.  in  the  swallesl  Jum 
understand  it  1" 

But  uufornmatrly  his  Poiosi  was  lilce 
■nines;  the  meialliferoos  vein   did   Dot 
vhat  miners  call  a  ikift  or  iiTmhIt  occurred  k 
t,  and  now  there  was  nodiin;  but  bard  ' 
o  hew  on.    The  GrB«la<uiuclit  PrD»)«>.tb( 
irinled,  did  not  sell;  the  pobliewaaio  4 
of  pap  and  treacle,  not  of  fierce   curry 
■■■'i.    The  Reviewing  world  mostly  pa« 
without  notice ;  one  poor  dog  in  hta^ 
n  lil\ed  up  hiK  leg  over  it.    "ForanyOte 
know."  saith  he,  "  much,  if  Dot  all  of  «l# 
the  Author  here,  in  bitter  tone,  sets  foflll  M 
book-making,  theologians,  women,  and  tw  m 
may  be  true ;  but  throughoat  the  whole  well; 
Ihe  delermination  to  be  witty  acts  on  """ 
rongVi  ibat  we  cannot  doubt  but  bi 
111  excite  in  all  rational  readers  so  mx 
gust,  that  they  will  see  themselves  cons 
to  close  it  again  without  delay."     And  lefl'] 
with  the  ill-starred  quadruped  passes  oa,ailt 
nothinfr  special  had  happened.     "Siagalwr 
adds  Herr  Otto. "  this  review,  which,  at  Al 

pretended    lo    some    ephemeral   an 
lion,  and    likely   enough    oblained   it,  aal 
fallen  into  everlasting  oblirton,  had  1 
with   Ihat  very  work,   wki 
)nal  reader  was  to  close  again,  or ! 
to  open,  raised  it  up  for  a  momeair 
cBi.  say  we,  is  enongh :  let 
that  murky  pool,  and  sink 
endless  depths:  for  all  Btih,  and  reriewet^ 
'  ^h  too,  is  fallible  and  pard< 
Riohier's  next  Book  was  soon  ready;  bokil 
is  position  of  aSairs.  no  man  would  bOT  " 
The  Srltniat  /n-i  Ihr  Paptri  of  ih,  ftnJ.  a 
iderful  title,  lay  by  him,  on  qi 
another  principle  than  the  Horatian  oac^ 
seven  long  years.    Ii  wa.*  in  vain  that  he 
hibiled,  and  coneipouded,  and  leA  do  N 
iiumed;  ransacking   the  world   fiif  a  | 
iher;  ihef*  was  none  anywhere  lo  be  I 
wiih.   ThennweariedRichtertricdniberpIl 
He  presented  Macaame  Editors  wlih  eiM,  . 
some  one  in  lea  of  which  ni^i  be  aveafMll 
he  maile  joint  sioek  with  cettatn  pWTttdlt 
literati  of  the  Hof  disinct,  who  had        *~  "^ 
pubtished  Hm-  dtenBelves;  be  soa«___  . 
rowed,  bait  was  ia  hoi  haste  lo  rvpaf  fti'l* 
lived  as  lb*  yvoBg  mews;  '      --     -"^  " 
danger  at  starvug.    -Tbe 

"Now bice."  obsarm 


Tbc  BnM>«e(^  aii»- 
ds<>r<wr.b«llla< 


JEAN  PAUL  FRIEDRICH  RICHTEB. 


yoQ  collect  the  stress-memorials 
medals  of  Poverty  more  pleasantly 
iphically  than  at  College :  the  Aca- 
mrschen  exhibit  to  as  how  many  Ha- 
Lod  Diogeneses  Germany  has  in  it.* 
1 9  through  this  parched  Sahara,  with 
round  him  but  stem  sandy  solitude, 
^ndrsark  on  Earth,  but  only  loadstars 
'teaveo,  Richter  does  not  anywhere 
^  have  faltered  in  his  progress ;  for  a 
^o  have  lost  heart,  or  even  to  have  lost 
o^our.    <  The  man  who  fears  not  death,' 

•  Oreek  Poet, 'will  start  at  no  shadows.' 
^  looked  Desperation  full  in  the  face, 
^^d  that  for  him  she  was  not  desperate, 
pressed  on  from  without,  his   inward 

*  bis  strength  both  of  thought  and  resolve 
^  increase,  and  establish  itself  on  a  surer 
''t^r  foundation;  he  stood  like  a  rock 
^e  beating  of  continual  tempests ;  nay,  a 
Crowned  with  foliage ;  and  in  its  clefts, 
thing  dowers  of  sweetest  perfume.  For 
^as  a  passionate  fire  in  him,  as  well  as 
^1  calmness ;  tenderest  Love  was  there, 
lc?OQt  Reverence ;  and  a  deep  genial 
Nir  lay,  like  warm  sunshine,  softening  the 
»  blending  the  whole  into  light  sportful 
knjr.  In  these  its  hard  trials,  whatever 
loblest  in  his  nature  came  out  in  still 

clearness.  It  was  here  that  he  learned 
inguish  what  is  perennial  and  imperish- 
tn  man,  from  what  is  transient  and 
f ;  and  to  prize  the  latter,  were  it  king's 
s  and  conqueror's  triumphal  chariots, 
i  the  wrappage  of  the  jewel;  we  might 
It  as  the  finer  or  coarser  Paper  on  which 
froic  Poem  of  Life  is  to  be  written.  A 
idestructible  faith  in  the  dignity  of  man 
Dssession  of  him,  and  a  disbelief  in  ail 
dignities;  and  the  vulgar  world,  and 
t  could  give  him,  or  withhold  from  him, 
n  his  eyesy  but  a  small  matter.  Nay, 
s  not  found  a  voice  for  these   things; 

though  no  man  would  listen  to  it,  he 
be  a  true  one,  and  that  if  true  no  tone  of 
!  be  altogether  lost.  Preaching  forth  the 
m,  which  in  the  dark  deep  wells  of 
ity  he  had  drawn  up,  he  felt  himself 

courageous,  even  gay.  He  had  "an 
.1  world  wherewith  to  fence  himself 
t  the  fra5ts  and  heats  of  the  external." 
ig,  writing,  in  this  mood,  though  grim 
y  looked  in  on  him  through  the  win- 
le  ever  looked  out  again  on  that  fiend 

quiet,  half-satirical  eye.  Surely,  we 
find  it  hard  to  wish  any  generous  nature 

•rtain  pperuUton  on  German  aflfairs,  much  has 
itten  and  talked  abont  what  ia,  after  all,  a  very 
lem  in  Oerinan  affaim,  the  BurtekemUben^  or 
of  the  younff  men  at  UniTeraltlri.  We  must 
Jii  in  dircaaainf  tbta  matter,  aince  it  waa  thouvht 
inciiaains,  the  trne  sijrnlficance  and  aoul  of  it 
<*c  h  ire  tireN,  by  aome  faint  indication,  pointed 
I.  Apart  from  its  dQellinit  punctilios,  and  be4>r- 
i«|  tobiicco-amokinff,  and  oth«>r  fopperies  of  the 
wtiich  arr  to  the  German  ntudent  merely  what 
ivine  and  horve-dealinr.  and  other  kindred  fop- 
in>  to  the  Enrllab,  Burschenlvm  is  not  without 
liriK  more  than  Oxfordtam  or  C-ambridgeiam. 
teh  «trives  to  say  in  the  stronreot  Inniruaice  he 
«••• !  I  Hm  an  nnmonied  scholar,  and  a  free  man  ;** 
.ian  and  Cantabafrain  end^^avour  to  say :  "  Sec ! 
•onied  M-htilar,  an^  a  spiriie/1  ffrmlemanV  We 
hifik  the  Baraeh'a  assertion,  were  it  rightly 
would  be  tlw  man  profitable  of  the  twt>. 


such  fortune:  yet  is  one  ^uch  man,  nursed 
into  manhood,  am^d  these  stem,  truth-telling 
influences,  worth  a  thousand  popular  ballad- 
mongers,  and  sleek  literary  gentlemen,  kept 
in  perpetual  boyhood  by  influences  that  al- 
ways lie. 

"In  my  Historical  Lectures,"  says  Paul, 
"the  business  of  Hungering  will  in  truth  more 
and  more  make  its  appearance, — with  the  hero 
it  rises  to  a  great  height, — about  as  often  as 
Feasting  in  ThumnieVt  TravdSf  and  Tea-drink- 
iug  in  Richardson's  Clarissa;  nevertheless,  I 
cannot  help  saying  to  Poverty:  Welcome!  so 
thou  come  not  at  quite  too  late  a  time  !  Wealth 
bears  heavier  on  talent  than  Poverty;  under 
gold-mountains  and  thrones,  who  knows  how 
many  a  spiritual  giant  may  lie  crushed  down 
and  buried!  When  among  the  flames  of 
youth,  and  above  all  of  hotter  powers  as  well, 
the  oil  of  Riches  is  also  poured  in, — little  will 
remain  of  the  phcenix  but  his  ashes ;  and  only 
a  Gloethie  has  force  to  keep,  even,  at  the  sun  of 
good  fortune,  his  phccnix-wings  unsinged.  The 
poor  Historical  Professor,  in  this  place,  would 
not,  for  much  money,  have  had  much  money 
in  his  youths  Fate  manages  Poets,  as  men  do 
singing  birds;  you  overhang  the  cage  of  the 
singer  and  make  it  dark,  till  at  lengtjfi  he  has 
caught  the  tunes  you  play  to  him,  and  can  sing 
them  rightly." 

There  have  been  many  Johnsons,  Heynes, 
and  other  meaner  natures,  in  every  country, 
that  have  passed  through  as  hard  a  probation 
as  Richter's  was,  and  borne  permanent  traces 
of  its  good  and  its  evil  influences;  some,  with 
their  modesty  and  quiet  endurance,  combining 
a  sickly  dispiritment,  others  a  hardened  dull- 
ness or  even  deadness  of  heart:  nay,  there  are 
some  whom  Misery  itself  cannot  teach,  but 
only  exasperate;  who,  far  from  parting  with 
the  mirror  of  their  Vanity,  when  it  is  trodden 
in  pieces,  rather  collect  the  hundred  fragments 
of  it,  and  with  more  fondness  and  mure  bitter- 
ness than  ever,  behold  not  one  but  a  hundred 
images  of  Self  therein ;  to  these  men  Pain  is  a 
pure  evil,  and  as  school-dunces  their  hard 
Pedagogue  will  only  whip  them  to  the  end. 
But,  in  modem  days,  and  even  among  the 
better  instances,  there  is  scarcely  one  that  we 
remember  who  has  drawn,  from  Poverty  and 
suflfering,  such  unmixed  advantage  as  Jean 
Paul ;  acquiring  under  it  not  only  Herculean 
strength,  but  the  softest  tenderness  of  soul ;  a 
view  of  man  and  man's  life  not  less  cheerfbl, 
even  sportful,  than  it  is  deep  and  calm.  To 
Fear  he  is  a  strauKer;  not  only  the  rage  of 
men,  "the  ruins  of  nature  would  strike  him 
fearless;"  yet  he  has  a  heart  vibrating  to  all 
the  finest  thrills  of  Mercy,  a  deep  loving  sym- 
pathy wi(h  all  created  things.  There  is,  we 
must  say,  something  Old-Grecian  in  this  form 
of  mind  ;  yet  Old-Grecian  under  the  new  con- 
ditions of  our  own  time;  not  an  Ethnic  but  a 
Christian  greatness.  Richter  might  have  stood 
beside  Socrates,  as  a  faithful,  though  rather 
tumultuous  disciple:  or  bettor  still,  he  might 
have  bandied  repartees  with  Diogenes,  who,  if 
he  could  nowhere  find  Men,  must  at  least  have 
admitted  that  this  too  was  a  Spartan  Boy. 
Diogenes  and  he,  much  as  they  di  fife  red,  mostly 
to  the  disadvantage  of  the  former,  would  hav9 
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CASLTLE^  MISCELLANEOUS  WRtTTNGS. 


uw :  tbore  aD,  that  reso- 
. .         ,  .  aad  qaiie  *«ltlMl  mdifli-r- 

lBlkc"far«e  ofpalilieiipiiiiOD.'*    Of  lbi.> 

"^  M  well  XI  of  rarioDS  other  qoal- 

Hr.  w*  bsTC  a  emioiis  proof  in 

■kiek  Herr  Qu  here  for  ihr  firsi 

lb  vkh  Mcvracj,  ^id  al  laree.  "  can- 

*r  CosMwe  eoamverKies."    Then 

ridicaloiii  in  ihi* 

saarji  Ibr  riiil^i   which  we  mDSI 

_-_.,      ^_.    i, tii^ jj^ond jew 


of  peace,  wroii^  to  Ibe  Manner,  pcomisiof  to 
do  what  he  rouM :  he  would  not  appfuaeti  hit 
(ihe  MagisKrr'i)  hurfse  so  Dear  at  lut  n«bt, 
woDid  walk  DOl;  Jn  iheeveniiigs  and  moraiani 
a.nd  Ihereby  formosl  part  keep  out  of  UgU  Oc 
apparel  "whieh  caavtairaee,  braltfa,  »ti 
poverty  bail  prescribed  for  him."  Theip  wm 
fair  conditions  of  a  boundary-tnair;  bai  die 
Magisier  inlerpreied  tbem  to  too  literal  •  t«M^ 
and  BOOH  found  reasoa  to  complain  Ihiat  ibi^ 
had  beea  infringed.  He  again  WoV  pen  aad' 
ink.  aod  in  peremptory  lau^age  repreMDMd 
■hat  Pan!  had  actualJy  come  pail  a  ceiuin 
S<alne,  which,  without  doubl.  stood  wilhul  An 
debatable  land;  IhreBtenin^  him,  ibenfi»l 
with  Herr  Knmer,  the  landlord's  vencHMe, 
.  and  wiibal  opealj'  reslifying  hi«  own  eonttaft 
^  M^  aAo^  Fi«ni«.|  and  jnsi  tage  against  him.     Paul  aniwerc^ 

*^-~  ■*-  ' ^-^1  of !  •Uo  in  wntinR,  uiai  he  had  oowue  ialiiafid 

ta4 1  his  promise,  ihij  8latae  or  any  other  Sunt 

BBHKMk^aad   baring  nothing  lo  do  with  It;  bnt  that  nowht 

hi*  hwirBwifl' did  altogether  revoke  said  promise.  ai>d  wooU 

A*  Wa^fiA  ami  \  hcDcerc^  walk  whensoi^ver  and  whemoeitr 

■eeoied  good  to  hioi.  seeing  he  luo  paid  Ibr  Ai 

prinlege.      "To   me."   observed    he,  *Beir 

iaMMMawki*4ns9.,Ki>nier  is  not  dreadful  (firckiirlirk  .)'  aMAkt 

a^ «rifc<  At Bi^lisb  ,  the  Magtsier  himself  be  put  down  lb«M  !•■• 

'   ~  nukablc   words:   "You   despise    my   nCM 

name:  HnHrlhrUu  takt  W«  0/  it:  for  yam  ^ 

■f  My  sscb  I  -W  h-irt  do»r  Ihi  tatlrr  long.lUI  llit/onnir  riTM 

'WaafnTBl^  ^<*i  ^  *"  V^  /wm  la  A:  I  speak  ambignciaik 

hasiln  Ac  dackcd .  that  1  tnay  not  speak  arrogantly."     Be  il  nMc^. 

■fei.  «M«  bis  bteasi '  at  the  same  lime,  thai  with  a  noble  apiriltf 

dkSMk  foaa  did  he '  accotDmodatian,  Richier    proposed  yel  NV 

terms  of  treaty;   which   twing   accepted, b^ 

pomuDt  (hereto,  with  bag  and  bagfta^e  fn^ 

with  evacuated  the  garden,  and  retunieil  uUl 

"lawn-room   at  the  Three  Roses,   ib   lyt» 

sWawe;"  glorious  in  retreat,  and  "  leariBR  hH  , 

Paradiw,"  as  Herr  Oiio  with  some  cooenlli'' 

niarhs,  "no  less  guilllestly  than  *olnnt|f^ 

for  a  certain   b&renesi  of  bteasi  and  Htim 

whereas  our  First  Parents  were  only  allowK ' 

to  retain  theirs,  &o  long  as  Ihey  felt  ihrBMdnB 

innocent  in  total  nudity."     What  the  Ma|iilR' 

tbonght   of  the  "  mean   name."   some  jrwo 

afterwards,  we  do  not  learn. 

Bat  if  such  tragical  things  went  on  in  I«i^ 
zig,  how  much  more  when  he  went  dowa  A 
Hof  in  the  holidays,  where,  at  any  r«l«,  iW 
Riehiers  stood  in  slight  esteem!  It  will  Mr- 
prise  our  readers  10  learn  that  Paul,  with  Ac 
mildest  tempered  pertinacity,  muted  all  wa- 
poslulations  of  friends,  and  persccaitont  rf 
foes,  in  this  great  cause ;  ani  went  ab«al  i  k 
Humlii,  for  Ihe  space  of  no  less  than  am 
years !  He  himself  seemed  panly  seasikk 
thai  il  was  affectation ;  tat  ilw  mn  wvott 
havehlshumoarout.  ""On  (he  «haIc*M|ili^ 
■'  IMd  Iht  nnutaitl  nfardmi  p*y.ia^^«< 


t  Ram-Dass. 

I.  (hat  -  he 

k  to  bum  away 

_a  mT  A*  «mM>*    h  was  a  species  of 

■rtl^  wrmm  wf  fti|ny.  w«  will  admit :  bat  ■ 
IM(«k  MUmH  ttew*  sfdiKt,  like  that  which 
n  tam«l  fBwa  -ttMBpkd  on  the  pride  of 

Nuwiia  IB  so  Rspeclable  a  lif^t.  however, 
did  a  c<fn*i«  Mif^tr.  or  pedagogue  dignitary 
Iff  Ric4iHr*s  ■(tgbbonrhood,  regard  the  mailer. 
totf  Richlrr.  poor  m  purse,  rich  otherwise, 
hal  al  ihis  lime,  hired  himself  a  small  mean 
fatden-house.  ihal  he  might  hare  a  little  fresh 
air.  through  summer,  in  his  studies;  the  Magis- 
tar,  who  had  hired  a  large  sumptuous  one  in  the 
■am*  garden,  nalurally  met  him  in  his  walks, 
Vai«-at«hcd,  cue-less ;  and  perhaps  net  liking 
Ihe  MM  of  bis  countenance,  siraiiftely  Iwisled 
fnio  Sardonic  wrinkles,  wilb  all  its  broad 
bone-l  benignity,— took  i(  in  deep  dudgeon 
ihm  such  an  Hraiithoriicd  character  should 
veiitnre  lo  enjoy  nature  beside  him.  But  what 
was  lo  lie  donel  Supercilious  looks,  even 
fi^wtiitig,  would  aceotnplish  nothing:  ihe  Sar- 
donic visnge  was  not  10  be  frowned  into  the 
amallesi  terror.  The  Magisicr  wroW  lo  ihc 
landlord,  demanding  thai  this  nuisance  shoold 
be  abated.    Kiebier,  with  a  praiseworthy  love 


iiM*A*»- 


prarr,  Dtir  re ojm,  and  tmr  witl^t-     Al 
chain  I  have  long  filed,  and 
hope  to  break  it  entirely  atvi 

opfBir  a  foot,  Ihal  I  may  )eai>  I 

So  speaks  the  young  DjogrDcs,  1 

frozen  pillar  by  way  cf  "  ttrj^aaaim |"  wtf 
Ihe  world  did  not  givees  fmaea  fiillar*<Mi^ 
in  this  kind  urilhoat  o«r  w\t6dlj  MtpiK 
aside   to  seek  ibeat     Belter   it   Am-i 


■  i.fi  fcaP 


JEAN  PAUL  FKIEDRICH  RICHTEB. 


Wi 


:  ''He  who  differs  from  the  world  in 
jit  matters  should  the  more  carefully 
1  to  it  in  indiffereat  ones."    Nay,  by 

Richter  himself  saw  into  this,  and 
now  proved  satisfactorily  enough  that 
1  take  his  own  way  when  he  so  pleased, 
Qg,  as  is  fair,  the  **  most  sweet  voices" 
(heirs  also, — ^he  addressed  lo  his  friends 

the  Voigtland  Literati  above  allqded 
following  circular : 

"  AnvBRTiSEMiTrr. 

:  undersigned  begs  to  give  notice,  that 
s  cropt  hair  has  as  many  enemies  as 
r,  ^nd  said  enemies  of  the  hair  are  ene- 
kewise  of  the  person  it  grows  on; 
<i  farther,  such  a  fashion  is  in  no  respect 
in,  since  otherwise  Christian  persons 
have  it;  and  whereas,  especially,  the 
igned  has  suffered  no  less  from  his  hair 
>salomdid  from  his,  though  on  contrary 
i;  and  whereas  it  has  been  notified  that 
tic  purposed  to  send  him  into  his  grave, 
le  hair  grew  there  without  scissors :  he 
gives  notice  that  he  will  not  push  mat- 
such  extremity.  Be  it  known,  there- 
the  nobility,  gentry,  and  a  discerning 
in  general,  that  the  Undersigned  pro- 
DO  Sunday  next,  to  appear  in  various 
At  streets  (of  Hof)  with  a  short  false 
id  with  thii  cue  as  with  a  magnet,  and 
•love,  and  magic-rod,  to  possess  him-, 
eibly  of  the  affections  of  all  and  sundry, 
who  they  may." 

thus  ended  **  gloriously,"  as  Herr  Otto 
the  long  **  clothes-martyrdom ;"'  from 
irse  of  which,  besides  its  intrinsic 
lity,  we  may  learn  two  things :  first, 
d1  nowise  wanted  a  due  indifference  to 
olar  wind,  but,  on  fit  or  unfit  occasion, 
taod  on  his  own  basis  stoutly  enough, 
ig  his  cloak  as  himself  listed;  and 
y,  that  he  had  such  a  buoyant,  elastic 
'  of  spirit,  that  besides  counter-pressure 
Poverty,  and  Famine  itself,  there  was 
clear  overplus  left  to  play  fantastic 
rithal,  at  which  the  angels  could  not 
ireep,  but  might  well  shake  their  heads 
le.  We  return  to  our  history. 
•aJ  years  before  the  date  of  this  **  Ad- 
lent,"  namely,  in  1784,  Paul,  who  had 
termined  on  writing,  with  or  without 
to  the  end  of  the  chapter,  finding  no 
nee  in  Leipzig,  but  only  hunger  and 
p,  bethought  him  that  he  might  as  well 
Hof  beside  his  mother,  as  there.  His 
•rs,  when  he  had  any,  were  in  other 
md  the  two  households,  like  two  dying 
might  perhaps  show  some  feeble  point 
leat  between  them,  if  cunningly  laid 
-.  He  quitted  Leipzig,  aAer  a  three 
esidence  there;  and  fairly  commenced 
•eping  on  his  own  score.  Probably 
Dot  in  the  whole  history  of  Literature 
ord  of  a  literary  establishment  like  this 
,  so  ruggedly  independent,  so  simple, 
tay  altogether  unfurnished.  Lawsuits 
w  done  their  work,  and  the  Widow 
,  with  her  family,  was  living  in  a 
containing  one  apartment."  Paul  had 
;s,  except  ^  twelve  manuscript  volumes 


of  excerpts,"  and  the  considerable  library 
which  he  carried  in  his  head;  with  which 
small  resources,  the  public,  especially  as  he 
had  still  no  cue,  could  not  well  see  what  was 
to  become  of  him.  Two  great  furtherances, 
however,  he  had,  of  which  the  public  took  no- 
sufficient  note :  a  real  Head  on  his  shoulders, 
not  as  is  more  common,  a  mere  hat-wearing, 
empty  fffigits  of  a  head;  and  the  strangest^ 
stoutest,  indeed,  a  quite  noble  Heart  within 
him.  Here,  then,  he  could,  as  is  the  duly  of 
man,  "  prize  his  existence,  more  than  his 
manner  of  existence,"  which  latter  was,  in- 
deed, easily  enough  dis-esieemed.  Come  of  it 
what  might,  he  determined,  on  his  own 
strength,  to  try  issues  to  the  uttermost  with 
Fortune;  nay,  while  fighting  like  a  very  Ajar 
against  her,  to  keep  laughing  in  her  face  till 
she  too  burst  into  laughter,  and  ceased  frown- 
ing at  him.  He  would  nowise  slacken  in  his 
Authorship,  therefore,  but  continued  stubborn- 
ly toiling,  as  at  his  right  work,  let  the  weathev 
be  sunny  or  snowy.  For  the  rest.  Poverty  was 
written  on  the  posts  of  bis  door,  and  within  on 
every  equipment  of  his  existence ;  he  that  ran 
might  read  in  large  characters:  "Good  Chris* 
tian  people,  you  perceive  that  I  have  little 
money ;  what  inference  do  you  draw  from  it  1" 
So  hung  the  struggle,  and  as  yet  were  no  signs 
of  victory  for  PauL  It  was  not  till  1788  that 
he  could  find  a  publisher  for  his  TeufthPapieren; 
and  even  then  few  readers.  But  no  dishearten- 
ment  availed  with  him :  authorship  was  once 
for  all  felt  to  be  his  true  vocation ;  and  by  it 
he  was  minded  to  continue  at  all  hazards.. 
For  a  short  while,  he  had  been  tutor  in  some 
family,  and  had  again  a  much  more  tempting 
offer  of  the  like  sort,  but  he  refused  it,  purpos- 
ing henceforth  to  "  bring  up  no  children  but 
his  own, — his  books,"  let  Famine  say  to  it 
what  she  pleased. 

"  With  his  mother,"  says  Otto,  "  and  at  time* 
also  with  several  of  his  brothers,  but  always 
with  one,  he  lived  in  a  mean  house,  which  had 
only  a  single  apartment;  and  this  went  on 
even  when, — after  the  appearance  of  the 
JIfamtVn, — his  star  began  to  rise,  ascending 
higher  and  higher,  and  never  again  declin- 


•  •  • 


ing 

**As  Paul,  in  the  characters  of  Walt  and 
Vult,*  (it  is  his  direct  statement  in  these 
Notes^)  meant  to  depict  himself;  so  it  may  be 
remarked,  that  in  the  delineation  of  Lenette, 
his  mother  stood  before  his  mind,  at  the  period 
when  this  down-pressed  and  humiliated  woman 
began  to  gather  heart,  and  raise  herself  up 
again  rf  seeing  she  could  no  longer  doubt  the 
truth  of  his  predictions,  that  Authorship  must, 
and  would  prosper  with  him.  She  now  the 
more  busily,  in  one  and  the  same  room  where 


*  Oottwilt  and  Q^»dd*uMVulU  two  Brothers  (see  Paul's 
FltfeljtikTt)  of  tbe  mnat  opposite  temperaments :  the 
former  a  still,  soft-hearted  learAil  enthusiast,  the  other  t 
madcap  humourist,  honest  at  bottom,  but  burvtinir  out 
on  all  hands  with  the  straiif  est  explosions,  specxilatiTe 
and  practical. 

f  **  Quite  up  indeed,  she  could  never  more  rise ;  and 
in  silent  humility,  avuidins  any  loud  exprefsion  of  satis- 
fection.  nhe  lived  to  enjoy  with  timorous  pladn*>f>ii.  the 
detiifht  of  seeing  her  son's  worth  publicly  reropniMd, 
and  his  acqunintance  sought  by  the  most  influential 
men,  and  herself,  too,  honoured,  on  this  account,  as  she 
bad  never  before  been.** 


OAXLTvn  MDOBLL&irton  wsraowi. 


TniwM  wiMBf  ud  atndpng,  muagcd  tSr ' 
■oMtfcoM  operations ;  cookings  wtshit  - 
•msriBK,  bandling  the  broom,  and  thcM  bei 
finkhed.  (piDDiDg  conon.  Of  tbe  piinrul  ; 
MOW  nnad  bj  thii  lailer  em  ploy  men  I,  si.< 
kept  a  wrillen  aceoBol.  One  inch  rarencr. 
bookiOBder  Ihe  title,  W\iiirktnpimmit,i'Emnted 
bj  spiDniDf,)  Tfaich  eztencU  from  March. 
I7BI,  lo  Sepiember,  ITM,  is  still  In  eiistenr-p. 
The  produce  of  March,  the  first  jrar,  lumd- 
enured  there  as  !  florins,  61  kreutiers,  3  pftn- 
nion,  [aope where  about  Toar  ihillingi!];  th.'i 
of  April,  &cvi  'at  Ian  that  of  September,  1T()  I, 
«■  9  A.  1  kr.;  and  on  the  last  page  of  the  litil" 
boo^  itauda  marked,  that  Sanuet  (tbe  ;oan>;- , 
«M  ton)  had,  on  the  9th  of  (hit  same  Sepietn- 1 
twr,  got  new  boots,  which  cost  3  thalera, — 
alfliMt  a  vbole  qnarter'a  rereaoe '.' "  i 

CeaaUering  these  thio^,  how  roDnrnful 
WMdd  it  iMm  teemed  to  Pial  that  Bishop  I>d°-  | 
boh  mold  not  get  tnuitlated.  beeanteof  Poll-, 
iiei  I  Md  Oe  too  higb^tiled  Viacoani  Plum- ' 
««ke,  thwarted  in  eonrtsbip,  was  seized  with  a 
pereeptiMe  dnpeptia ! 

We  have  dwelt  the  longer  on  this  portion  i 
«f  Paol's  hiiiorr,  beeaase  we  reckon  it  inte- 1 
vettbf  ia  tUeir;  and  that  if  Ihe  apectaelc  of  a ' 
treat  man  ttrugnling  with  adrertii^  be  a  fit 
one  for  the  godt  to  look  down  on,  mnch  more 
nuat  it  be  ao  (br  mean  ftllowmortals  to  k<ok 
vp  to.  For  na  in  Litertrr  England,  above  aU. 
•nek  eoiidnct  at  Riebler'e  has  a  peenliar  io- 
eene^  in  these  times;  the  interest  of  entire 


"  "i  Lias  with  true 

i    that  Ihsj  miiy  listen    to   tiim.    H 
<    <     the  seerelof  gi'iid  wming  nnw  consr 
■iiii  'f  good  liTioe  has  a\ways  done.     * 
we   lirtt  visited  Oi-iih-ttreet,  and  with 
hesd  did  rerereooe  to  tbe  geoias  of  the 
with  a  -Soht,  ai^«n  parnul"  we  wsr^ 
n:  shed  to  leara,  on  inquiry,  that  the  ^^ 
'iii^  Rdt  dwell  there 'ii{>w,  bui  bad  all  re   ^ 
v;ii-    ago,  K»,a  s(.ri    of  "High    Life 
^.iii-,"  far.in  the  Wcsu     Por  why,  ^». 
iTi'-'v  was  (here;  dkl  not  the  wants  of 
i'iliJife  in    Howoan  men  wrtle  wither » 
LiTe  ;    and    haw,  -cxcppl     below 
Shoulde^knot,  or  ma  talking  KaterTekLu,* 


acquire  aa»yi^ 
--  the  Atloa^a 


may  be  regarded  as  (he  raresL    Can  a 

wittKint  oapiul  aetnally  open  his  tips  ar>  I 
ipcak  to  mankiodl  Had  he  no  landed  pr  . 
perty,  (hen :  no  connection  with  the  high  . 
«)ajiies;  did  he  nni  even  keep  a  gig?  B. 
these  docnmenia  it  would  appear  so.  Th> 
was  not  a  nobleman,  nor  genUemao,  nor  gig- 
man  ;*  but  simply  a  man! 

On  Ibe  whole,  what  a  wondrous  sptrii  o( 
gentility  does  aniniaie  our  BritUh  Literature 
at  this  era !  We  have  no  Men  of  Letters  nou-. 
bat  only  Literary  Gentlemen.  Samuel  Jobn- 
Bon  was  the  last  thni  ventured  lo  appear  in 
that  former  ebaracler,  and  .support  himself,  on 
bit  own  legs,  wiihoui  any  crutches,  pnrcbaspd 
or  stolen:  rough  old  Samuel,  the  last  of  all  the 
Romans  t  Time  was.  when  in  English  Liters- 
tare,  as  in  English  Life,  the  comedy  of '- Br  try 
Mm  in  bis  Humour"  was  daily  enaoted  among 
nt;  bat  how  the  poor  French  word.  French  in 
erety  sense, "  Qh'm  (hru.r-nn ;'"  spellbinds  ns 
alt,  and  we  bare  nothing  fur  it  but  to  drill  and 
cane  each  other  into  one  uniform,  regimental 
"aatioQ  of  gentlemen."  "Lei  bim  who  would 
wHie  heroic  poems."  said  Milion,  "make  his 
life  a  heroic  poem."  Let  him  who  would 
write  heroic  poems,  say  we,  put  money  in  his 
parte;  or  if  he  have  no  gold  money,  let  him 


■  In  Than 


•  Ibe  I 


It  rnllnwlnl  lailnqu/ /  "  S. 

.  _,9- Wbii  dD  y«i  DHn  br  rMpmliblFl    . 

BrApnl(Kj(hrtl»eOkprrnnf  Bnut  Brll 
winvmi  pal  *i(hoBt  BloqDtfrH,  and  nbtctl  w« 
M  dir  ID  aranlt  OB  OB  OiitBd,  natuiornma  wl 
I  ftn  u  ife*  pnlillc. 


eSn.I.k.,« 


can  the  great  body  dI 
led^e  t>erBon   Jhy. 
true   Blittfkl  bland  of   Poesy,  been,' 
times,  nnderatood  to   lie   WeslwanL 
never  rigbtly  diaoef  ered  till  now  I    Oi 
fault  with  writers  Hbed 
were   intrintieally  mon 
Dolls,  with  no  eye  or  ear 
of  Ihe  world,  or  fcr  any  thing,  mtc  lt**( 
display"  at  4ie  "world. — for   its  gill  Mil 
markaubla  pleanres.   wmr-chamti,  a4< 
manner^  to  ine  faighesi  maDner,  of  Laid' 
stiovs,  and  (JhiUdball  dinners,  uut  IM 
small  part  and  k«  therein ;  but  the  iM 
from  of  their  oflinee  lay  in  this,  IbUlki 
not   "  frequented    the    society  of  llie 
classes."    And  now,  with  oar  impionri 
and  ihia  to ■nivernl  eitensionof-'Hitr' 
below  Staire,"  what  a  change  has  txtn 
ri'irf-il,  what  benign" consequences  eiU' 

" ousequence  h;js  already  be*D  t 

':    If.pperisoi  and  Dileltanliim  asd  i 
[<■  '     ty  unexampled  in  the  historyof 
tij[''.  ind  enough  oi  ii-^elf  lo  "make 
iTny  of  surrounding 
Literary  man,  once  so  dangrrout  lo  I 
cence  of  tociely,  has   now  becnne 
innoxiooB,  to  thai  a  look  wilt  quail 
he  can  be  lied  band  and  loot  by  a  ^ . 
thread.    Hope  tbtn  i«,  tbai  heneefixth 
Church  Dor-State  will   be  put  in  jeo 
iiieratnre.    Tbe  old  Literary  man,i9 
Kaid,  stood  on   his  own   legs;   bid 
heart  within  bim,  and  mighl  be  proriMI 
many  Ibings.    Bat  the  new  Litenrj 
Ihe  other  hand,  eannol  !^Iand  at  all. 
4inys ;  he  must  first  gird  up  his  weak 
with  the  whalebone  of  a 

knowing,  half-tqO  in  rohal ,    

boiiEht,  or,  at  it  More  likely,  borrcmt' 
stolen,  wbalebcwet  and  herewith  hekiir^ 
hitle  wiiboat  collapsing.  If  the  mu 
twang  his  jew'a-harp  lu  ] 
what  it  10  bt  feared  from  . 
to  be  required  of  bioal 

Seriously  speaking,  we 
markable  tbittg  thai  every 
be  a  -genilenaai*  that  ia 
country,  our  commotitiaa  of  I 


;  what  B 


ich  prulietsedly  depend* ««  atuitaie 
IS  rather  tbau  OD^Mlilkat  tf  at' 
eridge  inlerpnia  it,  "oftftceitelBJ 
e  to  moaeymuiMa,*whiBheai;liiil 


JEAN  PAUL  FRIEDBICH  RICHTER. 


liule  i  We  suppose  il  rau; 
lal  genias  or  the  naiioii,  cou 
acting  and  supprcssitig  its  poliiical  geniu! 
the  Americans  are  said  to  be  still  more  notable 
in  diix  cespecl  ihan  we.  Now,  wbat  a  hollow. 
wiad]'  vacuity  or  luleroal  character  this  intii- 
csies ;  bov,  Id  place  of  a  rightly  ordered  heart. 
WE  strive  ouly  lo  exhibit  a  full  purse  i  and  all 
pBxhtng,  rushing,  elbowing  on  towards  a  false 
■bn,  the  eourtiei^i  kibes  are  more  and  more 
^ed  bj  the  loe  of  the  peasant  i  nod  on  every 
aide,  instead  of  Faith.  Hope,  and  Charity,  we 
h**«  Needine^s,  Greediness,  and  Vain-glory; 
all  Ibis  is  palpable  enough.  Fools  (hat  we  are! 
Why  should  we  wear  our  knees  to  horn  and 
MrrotrTully  beat  our  breasts,  praying  day  and 
night  to  Mimmon,  who,  if  he  vould  even  bear 
W,  has  almost  Dothing  to  give  1  For  granting 
tttal  the  deaf  brnle-god  were  to  relent  fur  oar 
Hcrificings ;  to  change  our  gill  brass  into  solid 
{oM,   and   instead   of  hungry  actors   of  rich 

Elility,  make  us  all  in  very  deed  Rothscbitd- 
B»rds  to-morrow,  what  good  were  il !  Are 
•e  not  already  deni«ns  of  this  wondrous  Eng- 
hsd,  wiib  iis  high  Shabspeares  and  Hamp- 
den*: nay,  of  this  wondrous  Universe,  with  its 
Oaluies  and  Eternities,  and  unspeakable 
^lendaors,  that  we  should  so  worry  and 
•enmble,  and  tear  one  another  in  piece »,  for 
tome  acres,  (nay.  still  ofiener,  for  ihe  ihau-  of 
•one  acres.)  more  or  less,  of  clay  property, 
Ibc  largest  of  which  properties,  the  Sutherland 
itMlf.  is  invisibleeven  from  the  Mood  1  Fools 
IkM  we  are!  To  dig.  and  bore  like  tcrouod- 
woims  in  ihoie  acres  of  ours,  even  if  we  have 
■ere*;  and  far  from  beholding  and  enjoying 
be  heavenly  Lights,  not  to  know  of  them 
cxcvpl  by  iinhecded  and  uiibelieved  report  I 
SIiaII  certain  pounds  sterling  thai  we  have  in 
Ibe  Bank  of  England,  or  the  ghosts  of  cenaia 

Cnds  ib.it  Be  would  fain  seem  to  have,  hide 
a  us  the  treasures  we  are  ell  bom  to  m 
Aialhe  "City  of  God  t" 

Mr  inhcrllliicc  how  wld>  liHt  hli : 
Tltia  it  my  (Mmte.  In  Tim  I'm  tcir. 

Bal  leaving  the  money-changers,  and  hoiiour- 
builers,  and  gigmen  of  every  degree,  to  their 
mm  vise  ways,  which  they  will  not  alter,  we 
Bail  again  remark  as  a  singular  circumstance. 
ttal  the  same  spirit  shonid,  to  snch  an  extent, 
taveuken  possession  of  Literature  also.  This 
ii  the  eye  of  the  world,  enlightening  atl.  and 
instead  of  the  shows  of  ihin^  unfolding  lo  us 
dunKS  themselves  :  has  the  eye  too  gone  blind  ; 
k»  (he  Poet  and  Thinker  adopted  Ihe  philoso- 

ej  of  the  Grocer  and  Valet  in  Livery!  Nay, 
QB  bear  Lord  Byron  himself  on  the  subject 
Some  year;  ago,  (here  appeared  in  the  Haga- 
BB*x.  and  (0  Ihe  adiniration  nf  most  ediinrial 

Klitl(»men.  certain  extracts  from  Letters  of 
>nl  Byron's,  which  carried  this  philosophy 
ID  rather  a  high  pilch.  His  Lordship,  ve 
raoalleet.  mentioned,  (hat,  "  all  rules  for  K><lry 
were  not  worth  a  d — n,"  (saving  and  except- 
tB«,  doiihileM,  Ihe  ancient  Hale-of-Thumh, 
which  must  slili  have  place  here  0  afier  which 
Aoriim  bis  Lordship  proceeded  id  stale  (hat 
'^'■tllte<>f«llBri(isb  Poets  sprang  rhtni 


a  simple  s«urce;  their  exclusion  from  Higtl 
Life  ill  London,  excepting  only  some  shape  of 
thai  High  Life  below  Stairs,  which,  however, 
was  nowise  adequate  :  "  he  himself  and  Tho- 
mas Moore  were  perfectly  familiar  in  sucb 
upper  life:  he  by  birth,  Moore  by  happy  acci- 
dent, and  so  they  could  bolh  write  Poetry;  (be 
others  were  not  familiar,  and  so  could  not  wrila 
il." — 8urely  it  is  fast  growing  time  that  all  (his 
should  be  drummed  out  of  our  Planet,  andfor- 
bidden  (o  return. 

Bichter,  for  his  part,  was  quite  excluded 
from  the  West-end  of  Hof:  for  Hof  loo  has  ila 
West-end;  "every  mortal  longs  for  his  parade- 
place;  would  still  wish,  a(  banquets,  to  be 
master  of  some  seat  or  other,  wherein  to  over- 
top this  or  that  plucked  goose  of  the  neighbouf- 
hood."  So  poor  Richier  could  only  be  admiKed 
lo  the  West-end  of  the  Universe,  where  truly 
he  had  a  very  superior  rslablishmenL  The 
legal,  clerical,  and  other  conscript  fathers  of 
Hof  might,  had  they  so  inclined,  have  lent  biia 
a  few  books,  told  or  believed  some  fewer  lies 
of  him,  and  thus  poiilively  and  negatively 
shown  the  young  adveniurer  many  a  little  ser- 
vice; but  they  inclined  to  none  uf  these  things, 
and  happily  he  was  enabled  lo  do  without 
them.  Gay.  gentle,  frolicsome  as  a  lamb,  yet 
strong,  forbearani.  and  royally  courageous  m 
a  lion,  he  worked  along,  amid  the  scouring  of 
kettles,  the  hissing  of  frying-pans,  the  hum  of 
his  mother's  wheel; — and  ii  is  not  without  a 
proud  feeling  thai  our  reader  (for  he  too  it  « 
man)  hears  of  victory  being  ai  last  gained,  and 
of  Works,  which  the  most  redei-Iive  nation  in 
Europe  regards  as  classical,  being  written 
under  such  accompaniments. 

However,  it  is  at  this  lowest  point  uf  the 
Narrative  that  Herr  Otto  for  (he  present  slops 
shori;  leaving  as  only  the  assurance  ihat  better 
days  are  coining:  so  thai  concerning  thewhott 
ascendant  and  dominant  portion  of  Richter'a 
history,  we  are  lefl  to  our  own  resources ;  and 
from  these  we  have  only  gathered  some  scanty 
indications,  which  may  be  summed  up  wilb  a 
very  disproportionate  bret^ty.  Il  appears  that 
Ihe  Untichlbare  Ijogt,  (Invisible  Lodge.)  sent 
forth  from  the  Hof  spinning  establishment  in 
1793,  was  the  first  of  his  works  thai  obtained 
any  decisive  favour.  A  long  trial  of  faith;  for 
Ihe  man  had  now  been  hesiegine  the  literary 
citadel  upwards  of  ten  years,  and  still  no 
breach  visible!  With  the  appearance  of 
Hiiprui,  another  wondrous  Novel,  which  pro- 
ceeded from  (he  same"!^ingle  apartment,  in 
IT96,  Ihe  siege  may  be  said  to  have  terminated 
by  storm;  and  Jean  Paul,  whom  the  most  knew 
nol  what  in  ihe  world  lo  think  of,  whom  here 
and  there  a  man  of  weak  judgment  had  nol 
even  <icrupled  to  declare  half-mad,  made  il 
universally  indubitable,  that  though  encircled 
with  dusky  vapours,  and  shining  oui  only  ia 
strange  nany-hued  irregolar  bursts  of  Dame, 
he  was  and  would  be  one  of  the  celestial  Lumi- 
naries of  his  day  and  generation.  The  keea 
intellectoal  energy  displayed  in  Hripmu,  still 
more  the  nublene^s  of  mind,  (he  sympathy  wllb 
Nature,  the  warm,  impeionus.  yet  pure  and 
lofly  delineations  of  Friendship  and  Love;  la 
a  less  degree  perhaps,  &e  VAi  ^moMiatA 
Humour  Ibat  everywhere  ^teya-Ws  mS.'L,s«ftutt% 


«a  c.iaLrLE^  xTgcr- r  %vEor$  writings. 

R:canfr  los    "t:  -.-  lirr:  "■•■^.  :  ;•  ?i—^':^'  x*.  -  *:■  ;  :   -v:i-z   i  sarprising  access.    For  ex- 

"¥'*atfrs  _a  il    ::i-e-<  ■:"•:>  •    "t-:— .    •'  ■  .-ji.  in?-  — -■.--?<  c:al  cirrles  where  the  Dachess 

vr  *Ta:n?  e.   :r  •  ;ci     '^r    '.r -i-         i-:".  A  =■*    i       :  V*  ■Jimar'^   was   wont  \n  as<»pmWe 

in^  xsLy-r.^  ."!■•   .L>:  < :  —       -«        -,         ..  ■  f-.-.  .-   :j.  ■•-..•*    men,  first,  in   Eitersbure. 

-::  *i:.:vv  .  .•.:  : ;  •   ■   ::-       ■  ■■ :  -■--  ■.    -""^  ;■'   .-.    r-»:jn:" — then  the  ■*  Dukr  cf 

rjTT.       -Wvi    i   •-..-.   ■  .  ■  V-  •---.-   ■,- •'■-•.jrj.  wh>  had  with  pn»5sir.7 

■^  i««  w*-:^  ■! '   -^ -■  ■    .■—■.-.-■-.  •    •  »r:--*    .-..:'-:  n.a:" — the  Prince  Pninsi* 

F-t--:-\v  K-.-*  "-       .■.':-.■:■-  .  ^  ■    ..  j-  -v     ■;  : -.yioh  mn re  than  invite  hirr.; 

«ii -»-.  "'•-'•*<.■'.•'. -•    .    :  -  ^  L  '    :  -  *'■•  i:  :*e?  Durhe<s  D.'r«Mhea, ia 

S^^^N-^i-.  *.i  ■;  ;     t     -■         ■:«.:-■■"!  T    •■■•::.    •'  rr.r^.  w.<.i  he  has  him«e1f  com- 

aa-s? :.     W-^     ;    :  ^.-     ,■      .    v    -ir*-  .-•:•:'■-      :".s:.ve  •!a7S."  Ac.   &c.; — all 

s'Tfr   "f    •■-■»:    •■;■.  ■,....       ^^.  -.   ..  ,^^     _  ,..^-^    ::  appears  to  us,  should 

*.^A-rs.     •-<■   ;     ,-      ■ --     '-v  .    «      -     !!•-     -■     -•  -.5;:?r?.:ii»n  by  that  class  of 

1?  v  • :-'  .;  •.   -•.-.•.■'•■■  ■    TiT  ?-     -■     -  ■.     ":"■•-«.    •.-"»iible>.ome   in  many 

-AiV'T    ■:■•,-••".-■■-     -  :■■  .'  •■       ■  -   -rii      :-i-c:rc:e.   who    deduce    the 

:."^*.ic  1  ■'  .'■  *■ -  . '<     -  -  ■-■: — L      i     "i- •■:*":"-•"•  :n  our  ■■»wn  old  ever- 

w-:<^   i  xr.   :    ■  .'  •  •    ;         -       -    r"  :-    -,-   --wi--    -:'  .-•.•■T.'iir>e;"  whereby, if  i! 

T^^  >  7  ■     T  -. •. -^    ■    ■  •'  ■  -     '--.■:  r    i  T'  '"rem,  :heir  tea.  till  som* 

>  T  a  c'-'     '   :     ^  «  >   ■     -.'".'•*  '<*<*'  > r-T. *:::■: a  were  started, misrh; 

m-.'*  X  ri-^. »  •   ■  •   "^^  -  •-  :--::'    --■:  t.--  a  cerram  siaielv  silence.** 

:t-.  T  ;*  c^--     V.S      ■   --  ,      *       ■    <  r-;    T?-.-    ■■'»-    "I"**"  ihere  came  nn  Paul  i 

jvr.^r-s:^  .*-  -.v~-  ......        .,-,._  ^-  —...,-  .  ,  .^  ..-  .^^j  :'  r.anc  than  any  of 

S^^'^-**.'*  »-.    ^*-''.-     "        ^  ■.  j.";-.i  ■  •-  :'-'-'*  Ti"'      ir    -rTie:  which,  as  Solomon 

ar,-ie  j-.  ■ -   -    -t  ^  ■    .    r:  :     • : :  '  i-      •  :  :  -    r:  -  ':t:  --a  -  ffoiid  thinp."    He 

r  #   .r-   H;  "^"^  .'.•..   -     '    \    -■  '.     •.--"-.  ::•::'  ■'-  .     I.--.rr-  ■."•  Berlin,  still  basilv 

ar,:  >ss'    .--  r  -  r  .-     - '.  •    r^  t—      ,:     - 1:  ■   :.-.rr  i   \->nzer  residence  ia 

^«  ^V-r '  -rr    ■  ■»  *  ■       -  ^  :.■    ^■-'     ?  •  -      it*-     :  -  ""   sir*    D-ennsr,   ** Caroline 

ItV  •b'v     y. "w  -I.;.         v.:','        "    ""^ V:-r-   u-rr*-    ■' i^e  R.val  Prnssian  Privr 

AS-^:   -"^  *  .'.-Nvr    •   -.     •-    V'--.*  '^   «■   -  :.  -"   i':       ■  it;  P-:'***..- 7  c*f  Medicine.  Dr.  John 

A-V- a  v.r^  .V- s^-  •"•    -••'-    ■-.-•  icv  r  --i-":  ^m^'t  ^ti-r*-."   :^*ff  2  re  a-l  hii  titles,)  *•  gate 

•H    :>  ci      -.V  1-.-.     -    :■   V  1-  ,??-    :  i  •■-  ?  :?  r*-"  rxr  i .  t^t -rer^c^aTinues  the  micro- 

^..-'rwvJ  •<  ."•     *  ~i*"    "^-^    Ti'-*;'*.     ■■".■  -*  ^"^-T  ■:  r«>f-Tr  -15  .«  «a:d  in  a  poblic  piper, 

w-  >  ,-.'.>j<  .■.'Ti>';r   :.'.-.'  ..    r  ^»     --vp.:  •'    >  ^f*i.v  w.-i    r  l.?i    c*."rni-*r#^  the  bride4nss  of 

■jk^  fiv-j" -HT  jt.-c  irc    "»-  2  •  * :  r  r^- 3'f  ,-^*ik  r-f^  ."t-:  itrr.  "i"     Wr.a:  :«  still  more  ■stoa- 

T.-*  .^•'  ."^-r     .1  ."o.-  ■«■?  CT  •".  «"  .--•»:  ■"  ?•*•■?  >t  7i  *^*  '*  ^•r*t-5^r  ?-  bare  been  a  •*chosfi» 

v-wiw  !tj^  .h'  !C,"  V*  T^  «■  •.'!-•  Mi  -.—:•.' i  :r  "-w     "  ?••*  ^fi*  ■»!*  :r.t:  "hke  a  gentle,  guir- 

.>  .V«wi- .7.  J      -»-  s.x-*'*-  .txT.    .-i^f-- --^r'  rr  reT.z-ns.  went  bv  his  side 

-'•.tiT  'V  *--^  '^    I'.i  .*.-  ■    r^v    .   ■?. «  V  -  ;.        S*   -.     :.•■■"  :r  i  r-'at  fver.u  Pan!  removed 

^-  0.1     K- r      •  .-  J  s    -TV      r  ■     •■      •■  •  -*  T    r  *  '  •*'r  ¥  .'f  ::  Wr.TEs.-.  where  he  seem* 
>!•;     ;*<.r  I— •      •            »:         f  '     •v    ■-•«  ■  Tl"       -'^^  >•■    >   rf   vf£.-<.   in    hirfi   farpTir 

V  ■*•.-?  I  •••    «   ••  »-■        ■   .♦•-♦•  : -■  ;•    ¥- —  ^  ■•    r-:-'-«-   «:<   n^^ -»s:   :  lasTncas  in  that 
^.  »•.,.,.  ^    -         -           -    -       •"*  -       5  .  :^-    rTrT<'^\'-.r  rr.  Schi'jer  is  cha- 

« ,^  J.  -.   V  4.  .  .  ^  ;  A-     ■  -:--•  ->    •     '-^  .r.rr       "Of    Hfsp-rus,"    !hn? 

^.»  ..■»^..  .,    ..   -I    ..    .  ^..     t  .,     ■    V      :  ,.  r  -     -  S- • .   '-   ■  '  :  :--f  ve:  n-iaie  t>o  mennoa 
J...     »■         ,-■    --   o      ■  ,^    ■   ■  S...-.  ."    -    :-T  •      '   ■  :•-    J  n.  7— "t  irnrh  vha:  I  ei- 

.^^  >.    ,-■—  r-    -        .•-.■':-•-:    -  .•.•■^>« '.  -■   •  ■     "  ^  .-:       t'"    L  xiiir,   fa'ler.   rrom  tbf 

•>  I  •     -.1  -     1    1  ■.;  ^     .  ■ -.^  ■'      '^  .      ^r-   ^r  X-   .  :      ■   .     ■    J.■»^^.  w.".  .  an;  heani^v  :2r!ined 
V--.-    ,  -.  .         •» -.   ^'        -^    «.'-     V  .-  ■  .-    -  -■         :.>  :.:   :    :.  rr..  ^r.:  w/.brn*.  ;he  ortan 

,  «,->.■    ■«  :  -       I ' .    "  -     V    -  ^»  -         -^  ■      <■*    •;  '.^■"'T      ?  wr-fT.  1  have  cn:y  5?okfi 

,..,*..      .    .-    .-^   ..  -.   ;      -.  . -.      ■     ;    '      :-  •   \      r  "    .'-* .    >"    r.Lr  <4t  l:t:e  of  hia."* 

-^  «    ■»     .-,-   \».-  ;r  k-«v-.-  :    vt.  rr.  {';.-»v:ftr  aisi**  cxpres«fs  hi< 

^^^     t.    V  .^..^        ~.  ■       •-.  '-^   •    :-.        -  •  ■  T.  .-•■—■  r:'.■-d.•«D^:s wbp:hericli:emT 

^v'tt*!-*     '.  .    >.  -^      -  :  "^  \  «  .  ■ ."  -  -.:  ns-:  .  ■    r'   v;     ■"••*r  ikl'  ir.  wi±  them  r»o. 

^'.    -s   ,- «..  >t  •>  ^  ,,    •  -     ■"»'   T-r   •  ■  .-  r  r  -:^~T    f-    r:s   :^*■T«:l^Al  rre-c   :nc?:Ded  tlut 
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Osmanstadt,  whither  the  old  man  bad  now 
retired.  Perhaps  these  years  spent  at  Weimar, 
in  close  intercourse  with  so  many  distinguished 
persons,  were,  in  regard  to  outward  matters, 
among  the  most  instructive  of  Richter's  life : 
in  regard  to  inward  matters,  he  had  already 
served,  and  with  credit,  a  hard  apprenticeship 
elsewhere.  We  must  not  forget  to  mention 
that  7*i7an,  one  of  his  chief  romances,  (pub- 
lished at  Berlin  in  1800,)  was  written  during 
bis  abode  at  Weimar;  so  likewise  the  Ffcin!- 
jakrty  (Wild  Oats ;)  and  the  eulogy  of  Charlo'tc 
Cerday,  which  last,  though  originally  but  a 
Magazine  Essay,  deserves  notice  for  its  bold 
eloquence,  and  the  anticiue  republican  spirit 
manifested  in  it.  With  respect  to  Titan,  which, 
together  with  its  Comic  ,ippniiiij\  forms  six 
very  extraordinary  volumes,  Richter  was  accus- 
tomed, on  all  occasions,  to  declare  it  his  mas- 
ter-piece, and  even  the  best  he  could  ever  hope 
to  do;  though  there  are  not  wanting  readers 
who  continue  to  regard  Hcfperut  with  prcfer- 
mce.  For  ourselves,  we  have  read  Titan  with 
i  certain  disappointment,  aAer  hearing  so 
■och  of  it;  yet  on  the  whole,  must  incline  to 
Ike  Author's  opinion.  One  day  we  hope  to 
afford  the  British  public  some  sketch  of  both 
these  works,  concerning  which,  it  has  been 
iaid»  **  there  is  solid  metal  enough  in  them  to 
it  out  whole  circulating  libraries,  were  it  beaten 
into  the  nsoal  filigree;  and  much  which, 
aiiennate  it  as  we  might,  no  Quarterly  Sub- 
scriber could  well  carry  with  him.**  Richter's 
other  Novels  published  prior  to  this  period  arc 
the  InvUiUe  Lodge:  the  Siebcnkdf,  (or  Flower, 
Pruit,  and  Thorn  pieces;)  the  Life  of  Quintua 
KixUin;  the  JubelMenior^  (Parson  in  Jubilee:) 
Jnn  PauTf  Letter*  and  fultire  Ilittory  ;  the  /)o 
Jetmtr  in  KuhMchnappel :  the  Biopraj^hical  Eccrea- 
tiernM  under  the  Cranium  ff  a  Giantesff  scarcely, 
belong  to  this  species.  The  Novels  published 
ftfierwards,  which  we  may  as  well  catalogue 
here,  are  the  Lcben  FiheU,  (Life  of  Fibel ;)  Katz- 
•wArrgm  Badereite,  (Katzenbergcr's  Journey  to 
the  Bath ;)  Schmehle*8  HeiMr  narh  Ffntz,  (Schmel- 
Cle's  Journey  to  Flatz;)  the  Comet,  named  also 
Jfkolaut  Margraf 

It  seems  to  have  been  about  the  voar  1802, 

Uiai  Paul  had  a  pension  bestowed  on  him  by 

the  Fib-it  Primeu  (Prince  Primate)  von  Dal- 

hcrg,  a  prelate  famed  for  his   munificence, 

^om  we  have  mentioned  above.    What  the 

ABiouDt  was  we  do  not  find  specified,  but  only 

tfut  it  ■*  secured  him  the  means  of  a  comfortable 

lift,"  and  was  "subsequently,"  we  suppose  after 

ttw  Prince  Primate's  decease,  "paid  him  by 

•he  King  of  Bavaria.'*    On  the  strength  of 

^hicb  fixed  revenue,  Paul  now  established  for 

himself  a  fixed  household :  selecting  for  this 

l^irpose,  after  various  intermediate  wander- 

Uigs,  the  city  of  Baireuth,  "  with  its  kind  pic- 

txiresqoe  environment,'*  where,  with  only  brief 

^^ccasional  excursions,  he  continued  to  live  and 

"%rite.  We  have  heard  that  he  was  a  man  uni- 

♦emaily  loved,  as  well  as  honoured  there :  a 

friendly,  true,  and  high-minded  man  ;  copious 

Jn  speech,  which  was  full  of  grave  genuine 

humour;  contented  with   simple  people  and 

'Simple  pleasures;  and  himsHf  of  the  simplest 

habits  and  wishes.    He  had  throe   children; 

%nd  a  guardian  angel,  doubtless  not  without  her 


flaws,  yet  a  reasonable  angel  notwithstandingt 
For  a  man  with  such  obdured  Stoicism,  like* 
triple   steel,  round  his  breast;  and  of  sucb 
gentle,  deep-lying,  ever-living  springs  of  Love 
within   it. — all   this   may  well   have   made  a 
happy  life.     Resides  I^aul  was  of  exemplary; 
unwearied  diligence  in  his  vocation;  and  so 
had,  at  all  times,  •' perennial,  fi  re -proof  Joy  s, 
namely,  Employments.*'     In   addition   to   the 
latter  part  of  the  novels  named  above,  which;, 
with  the  others,  as  all  of  them  are  more  orles* 
j  genuine  poetical  production'?,  we   feel   reloc^ 
I  lant  to  designate  even  transiently  by  so  despi* 
I  cable  an  English  word. — his  philosophical  and 
:  critical  performances,  especially  the  VorsrhuU 
I  tier  .icfht'iik,  (Inirodiicti«)n  to  -Esthetics,)  ai>d '■ 
the  Tavhiui,  (Doctrine  of  Education.)  belong" 
whollv  to  Baireuth,  not  to  enumerate  a  multi- 
tude   of  miscellaneous   writings,   (on   moral, 
literary,  scientific  subjects,  but  always  in  a  hu- 
mourous, fantastic, poetic  dress,)  whichof them- 
selves would  have  made  the  fortune  of  no  mean 
man.    His  heart  and  conscience,  as  well  as  his 
head  and  hand,  were  in  the  work ;  from  which 
no  temptation  could  withdraw  him.    "[  hold 
my  duty,*'  says  he  in  these  Biographical  Notes, 
**not  to  lie  in  enjoying  or  acquiring,  but  in 
writing, — whatever  lime  it  may  cost,  whatever 
money  may  be  forborne, — nay  whatever  plea- 
sure ;  for  example  that  of  seeing  Switzerland; 
which  nothing  but  the  sacrifice  of  time  for- 
bids.** — "  I  deny  myself  my  evening  meat  ( !«»- 
ptrf.tnn)   in   my   eagerness   to  work,  but  the 
interruptions  by  my  children  I  cannot  deny 
myself.  *    And  again :  "  A  Poet,  who  presumes 
to  give  poetic  delight,  should  contemn  and  will- 
ingly ftirbear  all  enjoyments,  the  sacrifice  of* 
which  aflfects  not  his  creative  powers;  that  so* 
he  may  perhaps  delight  a  century  and  a  whole 
!  people.**    In  Richter*s  advanced  years,  it  was 
happy  for  him  that  he  could  say:  **When  I 
look  at  what  has  been  made  out  of  me,  I  must- 
thank  (iod  that  I  paid  n(»  heed  to  external  ma> 
ters,  neither  to  time  or  toil, nor  profit,  nor  l»rps  • 
the  thing  is  there, and  the  instruments  thaldid  ' 
it  I  have  forgotten  and  none  else  knows  themx 
In  this  wise,  has  the  unimportant  series  of  mo-' 
ments  been  changed  into  something  higher  that 
remains." — "I  have  described  so  much,"  says' 
he  elsewhere,  "^  and  I  die  without  ever  havin^^ 
seen  8wiizerland,  and  the  Ocean,  and"  so- many* 
other  sights.    But  the  ocean  of  eternity  I  shalK 
in  no  case  fail  to  see." 

A  heavy  stroke  fell  on  him  in  the  year  1831; 
when  his  only  son,  a  young  man  of  great  pro- 
mise, died  at  the  University.    Paul  lost  not  his 
composure;  but  was  deeply,  incurably  wounded. 
"  Epistolary  lamentations  on  my  misfortune.**- 
says  he,  "  I  read  unmoved,  for  the  bitterest  is  ^cr  • 
be  heard  within  myself,  and  I  must  shut  the- 
ears  of  my  soul  to  it ;  but  a  single  new  trail 
of  Max's  fair  nature  opens  the  whole  lacerated* 
heart  asunder  again,  and  it  can  only  drive  its 
blood  into  the  eyes."     New  personal  sufferings 
awaited  him  :  a  decay  of  health,  and  what  to 
so  indefatigable  a  reader  and  writer  was  still 
worse,  a  decay  of  eye-sight,  increasing  at  laM 
into  almost  total  blinilnos.     This  tn<>  he  bore  ' 


,j.' 


with  his  old  steadfastness,  cheerfully  s(?ekir 
what  help  was  to  be  had;  and  when  no  more 
of  help  remained,  still  cheerfully  labouring  at 
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.   i  tnilKfHititilc 
'   UDiusM   Volnme  (wbioh 
of  Mm  wc  now  bare)  vbs 
li  M  U*  bMF  la  lb*  crart :  fbr  kU  ftineDLl 


h  t«fud  to  ttmVt  c^ancnr  w 
tan  >Mtto  M  M.T  (wroiRd  wkai  lb*  CMts  ot  thii 

it  mmUi  W*  )««nt  nvw  Ut  qoktMn^  la  one 
It  *•  <n<)>M'  dMlM*.  tel  (W  jnn  kick  Montni 
'    h  tAm*  htt  «t*>*ca.  MWBp«4  ti»(r  abb 


dismal  ihal  ii  alii>setlMr  v 
for  bim.  We  know  or  do  Ton  aidk  to  A 
■lid  paasionaie and  aniversalafc 
Niiure ;  "  from  the  solrma  pha» 
heaveo  n  the  simjile  flowrrel  of  Ibr  a 
his  eye  »nd  hU  heart  are  open  tar  her  cbtrau 
anil  her  nystie  mpajimgi."  B«t  whu  atM 
of  all  shadows  furfh  ihe  inbom,  uaeniiti 
temper  of  Paul's  mind,  is  the  sponAilncs*.  the 
wild  heartfelt  Humour,  which,  in  hia  hish«ii 
as  ID  his  lowest  moods,  ever  eztaibilx  itself  u 
a  i)uii«  inEejtarabte  ingredient.  His  Humou, 
viih  all  its  wildaesi,  U  of  the  graveal  and 
kinilliesl.  a  ^nuine  Hnmuur ; "  consialeiit  wilb 

K-ith  (be  wtml  of  il"  Bat  on  the  whole,  il  u 
irapossihtc  for  him  lo  write  in  other  ibu  » 
hauHiriHis  nuaner.  be  his  subject  what  it  mtjr, 
Hii  Phdowphical  Treatises,  na;.  as  we  hiie 
seva.bit  Aaiobic^phv  Itself,  every  ihtnf;  llu' 
(vann  faxa  hun,  is  encased  in  some  qmiel 
luank  fraauig;  and  roguish  eyes  (jet  «tfi 

sjBipalhj   is   Ihe   matter,  for  liii 

n*Ba«r.*t  we faid.is  heartfelt  and  Irae)  iMk 
AM  oa  US  ikroash  many  a  grave  ddineal^ 
U  kii  K«*«<«.  akore  aO,  this  is  er«r  aa  Mm 
pcaaUe  ^witar.  and.  iadccd.  auioaaeM  iwH 
■a  Ibe  trty  •Mnaee  of  tbe  hoiuiess,  «Ani  era 
ow  Ike  trt*  fitB.  TkUk.farUMaMw.orika 
-      ^      -    -    -  «^tt>i)nNl,  Avm 


« Kb gMMa«kdiaMn.  »*■«■*>  «  >  ■»  in. 
*>  jfc_»itawijaw*»  kkwM.  .wMk 
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IS  Qlterl;  TmcultivKled,  and  iriihoat  eommani] 
of  ihrm  ;  full  of  mousirouE  aOeclalion,  Ihe 
Trry  hifth-prieai  of  Bad  Tasie ;  knows  nol  ihe 
Utof  WTiuag,  scarcely  thai  (here  i&  &uch  an  art; 
an  insane  visionary,  floating  for  ever  among 
twMteis  dreams  that  bide  the  firm  earth  from 
bis  vieir:  an  inlellectnal  Polyphemus,  in  short, 
»  in«ufn>M  bHTnrfum.  imfortm,  ingtnt,  (carefiUIf 
adding)  nri  (hhvh  aAmpdim;  and  ihey  cloie 
tbeir  verdict  reflectively  with  his  own  praise- 
worthy maxim:  'Providence  has  given  lo  the 
English  the  empire  ot  the  sea,  to  the  French 
thai  or  the  land,  lo  the  Germans  that  of— the 

"  la  this  way  the  mailer  is  adjiisied ;  briefly, 
camfonabty,  and  wroni;.  The  casket  wan 
d>£cDl(  10  open:  did  we  know,  by  its  very 
ihape.  that  there  was  nothing  in  it,  that  so  we 
should  cast  it  into  the  seat  Affectation  is 
oAen  singularity,  bul,  singularity  is  nut  always 
affeciaiion.  U  the  nalnre  and  condiiian  of  a 
aiD  be  really  and  truly,  nut  conceitedly  and 
vntrtily,  singular,  so  also  will  his  manner  be, 
»o  also  ought  it  to  be.  Affectation  is  the  pro- 
dnct  of  Falsehood,  a  heavy  sin.  and  the  parent 
ot  numerous  heavy  sins;  let  it  be  severely 
ponished,  bnt  not  loo  lightly  imputed.  Scarcely 
any  mortal  i^  absolutely  free  from  it,  neithi 
nosi  probably  is  Richter;  but  it  is  in  miDc 
of  another  substance  than  his  that  it  grows 
be  Ihe  ruling  product.  Moreover,  he  isaclually 
Dot  a  visionary ;  bat.  with  all  his  visions,  will 
be  foand  to  see  the  firm  Earth,  in  its  whole 
tgnres  and  relations,  naeh  more  clearly  th: 
ilu>u(Bnds  of  such  critics,  who  too  probably 
can  see  nothing  else.  Par  Ihim  being  un- 
Iraioed  or  uncnltivated,  it  will  surprise  these 
persons  lo  discover  that  few  men  have  studied 
tbe  art  of  writing,  and  many  other  arts  besides. 
more  carefully  than  he;  that  his  Vorichulr 
dfr  JmhiiA  abounds  with  deep  and  sound 
maxims  of  criticism ;  in  the  course  of  which, 
many  complex  works,  his  own  among  others, 
are  rigidly  and  justly  tried,  and  even  the 
{races  and  miuulest  qualities  of  style  are  by 
DO  means  overlooked  or  unwisely  handled. 

"  Withal,  there  is  something  in  Richter  that 
incites  us  to  a  second,  to  a  third  perusal.  His 
works  are  hard  to  understand,  but  they  alway: 
Ibh  a  meaning,  one □  a  true  and  deep  one.  Ii 
onr  closer,  more  comprehensive  glance,  their 
imtb  ateps  forth  with  new  disunclness,  their 
error  dissipates  and  recedes,  passes  into 
Tenialily,  often  even  into  beauty  ;  and  at  last 
the  thick  ha/e  which  encircled  the  farm  of  the 
writer  meli4  away,  and  he  stands  revealed  lo  us 
in  his  own  steadfast  features,  a  colossal  spirit, 
a  lofty  and  original  ihmker,  a  genuine  poer, 
a  high-minded,  true,  and  most  amiable  man. 

■■  I  have  called  him  a  colossal  spirit,  for  this 
unpreuion  continues  with  us:  lo  the  last  we 
figure  him  as  tomethme  gigantic:  for  all  the 
etemenu  of  his  »iruc1ure  arc  vast,  and  com- 
bined lo^ther  in  living  and  liie-giving,  rather 
iban  in  beautlfal  or  symmetrical  order.  His 
inlellect  is  keen,  impelnous,  far-grasping,  lit  lo 
md  in  peaces  Ihe  siubbomest  materials,  and 
ntori  from  them  their  most  hidden  and  refrac- 
ViTf  truth.  In  his  Homour  he  sports  with  the 
bigbest  and  Ihe  lowest,  he  can  play  at  bowls 
^-^  Ae  Siui  and   Moon.    His  Imagination 


opens  for  us  Ihe  Land  of  Dreams ;  we  sail  #hK 
hiui  through  the  boundless  Abyss;  and  the 
secrets  of  Space,  and  Time,  and  Life,  and  An- 
nibiiaiion,  hover  round  us  in  dim,  cloudy 
forms  1  and  darkness,  and  immensity,  and 
dread  encompass  and  overshadow  ns.  Naf, 
in  handling  the  smallest  matter,  he  works  it 
with  the  tools  of  a  giant.  A  common  truth  is 
wrenched  from  its  old  combinalions,  and  pre- 
sented us  iti  new,  impassable,  abysmal  con- 
trast with  its  opposite  error.  A  trifle,  some 
slender  character,  some  jest,  or  quip,  or 
spiritual  toy,  is  shaped  into  ntosl  quaint,  yet 
oHen  truly  living  form  ;  but  shaped  somehov 
as  with  the  hammer  of  Vulcan,  with  three 
strokes  that  might  have  helped  to  forge  an 
.£gis.  The  treasures  of  his  mind  are  of  a 
simitar  descripiion  with  the  mind  itself;  bia 
knowledge  is  gathered  from  all  the  Icingdoms 
uf  Art,  and  Science,  and  Nature,  and  lies 
round  him  in  huge  unwieldy  heaps.  His  very 
language  is  Titan i an ;  deep,  strong,  tumut- 
ttious;  shining  wiih  a  thousand  hues,  fused 
from  a  thousand  elemcnls,  and  winding  in 
labyrinthic  mazes. 

"Among  Richter's  gills,"  continnes  this  cri- 
tic, "the  first  (hat  strikes  us  as  truly  great  is 
hit  Imagination;  for  he  loves  lo  dwell  in  the 
loAiest  and  most  solemn  provinces  of  thought  i 
his  works  abound  with  mysterious  allegories, 
visions,  and  typiealadumbraliotis;  his  Dreams, 
in  particular,  have  a  gloomy  vastness,  broken 
here  and  there  by  wild  far>darting  splendour  ;- 
and  shadowy  forms  of  meaning  rise  dimly 
from  the  bosom  of  tbe  void  Infinite.  Yet,  ifX 
mistake  not.  Humour  is  his  ruling  quality,  the^ 
quality  which  lives  most  deeply  in  his  inward 
nature,  and  most  strongly  influences  his  maQ' 
ner  of  being.  In  this  rare  gin,  for  none  is- 
rarer  than  true  Humour,  be  stands  unrivalled 
in  his  own  country,  and  among  late  writers,  in 
every  other.  To  describe  Humour  is  difficult 
at  all  times,  and  would  perhaps  be  more  than 
usually  diificult  in  Richter's  Case.  Like  all  his 
other  qualities,  it  is  vast,  rude,  irregular;  often 
perhaps  overstrained  and  extravagant ;  yet, 
fundamentally,  it  is  genuine  Humour,  the  Hu- 
mour of  Cervantes  and  Sterne;  the  produet 
not  of  Contempt,  but  of  Love,  not  of  superfi- 
cial distortion  of  natural  forms,  but  of  deep 
though  playful  sympathy  with  all   forms   of 

"Ha  long  as  Humour  will  avail  him,  his 
management  even  of  higher  and  stronger  cha- 
racters may  still  be  pronounced  successful; 
but  wherever  Humour  ceases  to  be  applicable, 
his  success  is  more  or  less  imperfect.  In  the 
treatment  of  heroes  proper  he  is  seldom  com- 
pletely happy.  They  shoot  into  rugged  exag- 
geration in  his  hands:  their  sensibility  be- 
ci'iues  too  copious  and  tearful,  their  magnani- 
mity too  fierce,  abrupt,  and  thorough-going. 
In  some  few  instances,  they  verge  inwards 
absolute  tUilure :  compared  with  their  less  am' 
bilioDs  brethren,  they  arc  almost  of  a  vulgar 
cast ;  with  all  their  brilliancy  and  vigour,  Itio 
like  that  positive,  deiermioaie,  volcanic  claaa 
of  personaees  whom  we  meet  with  so  fr# 
quently  in  Novels;  they  call  themselves  Men, 
and  do  their  utmost  to  prove  the  asaeitlQi^,V,'«v 
tbey  cannot  matte  tu  teUtrve  t\\  tox  vbut  «&. 


CARLVLE*8  MISCELLAXEOUS  WRITIXGS. 

ir  vapouring:  and  stormins:,  we   see  well  by  the  force,  the  beauty,  and  benignity  whicb 

enough  that  they   are   but  Engines,  \riih   no  pervade  i:.    In  fine,  we  joyfully  accept  him 

jnoiv   lifr   than   the    Freethinkers'   model    in  for  \Uiat  he  :>   and  was  meant  to  be.    The 

Jlar:iHvs  SrnlUnu,  the  Nurembers:  Man,  who  graces.   :he    p.i:sh.  ihe    sprightly   elegancies 

operated  by  a  conibina:ion  ot'  pipes  and  levers,  which  i-fi-'iji:  :o  men  of  I:irhier  make,  we  can- 

and  thi^u^h  he  could  breath  and  d:trest  poiJec:-  not  !oi«k  u  r  ■.-  (femanl  from  him.     His  move- 

If,  and  even  rea>on  as  well  as  ihl'S!  counrry  mem  ;s  e<>^u::i:.\  <\  v  an«1  cumbrous,  for  hp 

parsk'^ns.  wa>  made  of  wc;d  ani  leailior.     In  aivanov"  n^ :   v.--:}\   one   faculty,  but   with  a. 

the  ;;eiieral  ciMiduci  of  such  h:>!or;es  and  de-  wh.ie   s::;r.  i:  \v:rh    :ri:ei1ec:,  aiid   pathos,  and 

linea:iiMi>.  Richter  >o'id«.ui  appear>  \o  ajv;i'»-  w::.  a:.:    h-.im.ur.   ind   imagination,  moving 

lap*:    the   i:K*:de:.:>    are  cfieii   s!an'.:;ii    ar.-i  c:iwjri  l:.-»e  a  ::-;?:ry  h.-^:.  motley,  ponderous, 

<xtrava^ani:  ihe  \uii\e  >:ruc:iire  o!  ::ie  srvry  iTrc  ;■-■.  :r :•.->.>*- bie.     H-  is  not  airy,  spark- 

ht::  a  ruccid.  bR  ken.  huce.  anificial  asv-'o:.  !::  j.  a:;.i  vr-.fi-e:  bat  deep,  billowy,  and  vas:. 

and  w:li  no:  n>>urae  :\\-:  a:r  cf  ir.i:h.     Ve:  :*>  T..-:  :..•?.    :v  ■. :'  h>  iiaturr  is  nut  expressed  m 

chafl^ms  are  >:ra:'.C'».v  filled  UP  w;i:-.  :he  Cv.s:..o?:  cxt::.  .  :.  rr-inarks.  or  written  down  bv  the 

maferials  :  a   wn:-.:.  a   i;:.:ver?e  ..  f  w.".  at.'  or. :.jal  •-.:■.: :  :'<r  it  is  wild  and  manifold;  its 

iknowled^e.  an.:  fsiLcy.  ar.»l    .:na^ir.a:i  *:i  hcs  '.  ■   jr  >  lixr  :he  v:.;ce  of  cataracts,  and  the 

jKn  tits  fa :  res:  y  re  d  uo  :>  to  ad  -^  .'n  i  he  e  i . ::»:  e  :  > .  u :: .; .  a  c  ■ :  p  r :  v.i  r  v  a  :  fo  rests.     To  feeble  ears 

the  ruvie  and  rem  C\»:[.*pei:i  wa.ii  .inrre^r.ec-  ::  :s    :i?c.ri.  -u:  ;.•  ears  thai  understand  it. 

dent  wL;h  jewels  a::d  N-are:;  ::o:.i:  r.oh  *u:e!v  i-t?  ca ->t-c  ir.u^ic."* 

l«>iiage  screens  lu  :he  balmie*:  oivr?  en*:. re!-.        .\5  r-r  *..--:  >:e*':.T.ea.  which  also  may  serve 

it;  we  stacd  a>:oc:>ce.i  .f  :  o:  car-:TA:e.*.  ir-  :c.  ;::>.:"  '.'r.i:  R.ca:-?:.  in  adopting  his  own  cx- 

li|rh:ed  if  no5  charmc'i.  S*  :he  ims:  a::i  iiis  ;n':i.-iry  >:v!e.  iii  :;  with  clear  knowledge 


12:  •xc-:..esv*e  la  <:ylc,  and  the  various 

W-.'Ji  ihese  v.ews.  s,^  fa:  as  :i*_T  s-:.  we  s^e  *:-:>  i- ;    ■■e-jre-s  zi  excellence  therein  pro- 

«llti'.e  reis<.«B  k>  disacrve.    T r.i  re  !  s  i ;  -^  :c «» < >  i  ?* '  "  ? "  ^  r. :  f  e .: .  -are  select,   from  h is   VonMi 

jiceper  saea^ia?   :::  :^e  Tiiaiier.  r.:   r-fr^irs  .•«-'  .^ •:■••::*     aS.ve    mentioned   and    recom- 

this  IS  r.o: '^  sea>v'n  :".r  ev  ::-..=;  .--     r.i-*-  -fiii-:     :ie    :^i;.:w.ng   miniature  sketches: 

^c^  w::a  irje  so-.eaur.c  iCv*-ri^*T.  -js-  ->jec:.i  -Ji-  rri:^.-.  ic :  jain'.ed  with  the  persons,  will 

puqv t:  ani  cbAruv::^?  w'  K,j*  -r"s  j^  ■.-.i*  i=i  i-  :    ;•;";-  se-t-^nce*.  as  we  believe,  strikiogijr 

lue.r&ry  e--dear.'ur;  b:w  ::  :r.*^a:sii.  vz^'Jist  i-iycrz.rt  izi  exacL 

.11  leso-.s,  bow  :;  svi:t.--s  -^!i:*i  \-  *^e  i-i-;n.  -  V,*.:  H-f-ier's  creations,  where  Greek  lif^ 

ici^s  c:  ie  w,"li  i-.  :"i.s  uf :  i>.Te  x, .  :-rf<^_fs.5,  iii  Hi-ix-  hfe-weariness  are  won- 

*  .;s  w.-r.a  ari  wa^:  .:'  w.-r^  >.-  .-ar-  i-fr.i.  .-  ":L-riei:  rra  walk,  as  it  were,  amid 

.se.ve* — :3a,T  oze  iay  :e  i  rev*es>aj7  rr.Trfz: ;  Ji-.cisi.--.  ::::■  wa.ch  the  red  dawn  is  already 

bau  as  3:a::;rrs  a.'V.:x  .•  su-:.  w.':i  >•  i  i —■*  :'i.   7^.  :::  .if  h.iiea  sua  is  the  painter  of 

^jmc^  0  *as   i.:  ^^i.  Sr-i  K.c^:f  :  j.?:   ziis:  -  >.i:..i-.  "^-i  :::: re  compacted  into  periods. 

^>^*v3.3£  r<^"."vr  .:  *'a.-    i-'i^  •.z;.     F.r:;*..^  .^  T'.-z-i-.iz  H-.ir.ch  Jacobi's  \-isrorous, Ger- 

!W  r-«!<r.;  c:r: in >:-Ar. .:"•-,  x-  i.-  i  .■  1  =:--  ziui-i-fi"*:  rr:>?:  n:-s:cai  m   every  sense. 

pcvo.rac  y  an  :."   ;i*  ^.:  >.*  — ?  *?fc.r-:i^  ;:  :. :  t  -;-.    1.5  .-i^*5  are  i.:"!en  derived  from 

k.s   ivri-.'XJirsiiT   ;:*-?■«    -'jl:   '.    i   *r.::   i^-  : -rf-.     Ti-;  n:-    :::■:•:.  be: ween  culling  force 

9*::  *  -;:  .:  aKiw  .-r  :e  :^-      T--  ir:;.-i    :  ■  -  ■.     -r.-^j-ii-  -j-n-re.  and  infinitude  of  sen- 

r.9.'  .-.    *  s     -i^.  ^:.   1    isrf-:".  i>  ?a ?::-?■.■    .  .. :.  f -_  r  -f^  .*  :*.*  'fiise  metallic  chord  with 

•sti    ■  ::  Tf  ".  •■1:  .'    -  r  j:v  ..-  ■•.'^- ii-"i.  >  -  li  0-.^  :-*  rr^se.  en  the  other  hand,  his 

ji>  •*-*    *.'  .-x^.  i."'     :.  ■«  -^  J   .'-      -:i*  ▼!-  .  'Lir::"f-r>  .:  :'  ~=  c:i"fs  35  the  Memnon's-tone. 

..  c..-.'  ■<     »r  r^    -ji.  -*•;  .  -xf     •  .  ::.  \      i.--::   -;  ::!_-£:.  a  nciorxal  dele^ninll^ 

"  V    :?:  i.-  -  — ,■  -fi:   r**!;  >  ^.-iT-. '  >d  -s  t  ■^>.    vt  :.:  i-f-   r«t:rav$  :he  manual  artist, 

m 

"W,     »  .•        :«    .-  ■!:■:  .1-;-    •-     -   -?-    .:-:f:-  -: »:;  1  >  T.-'i-f  i  fxsi  £::«!  gallery  of  fipires 

«6n.-*»        .■    ,*;v.--;v*    .*.*■■'     ■'    *f'^   "1    -iiii^i  i.- :  :■-■«: .r?  s  j.  r^s*" 

«•,'  .  ■.    *•      ;-.          ■•  V  v"  *  :      '•*  *•:-.*■'  -.  -1-  -  1  :.•-•  >  t~.->^  :s  a  half-batile  ;  few  deeds 

■^.-    .-.      ^ "  i-    :.     :•  i-i  fiiL  :■  :  «  w-ris." 

N  t    ^       :•--,-.:::.:■.•.  •5L.7>  .c£">   Tr:se    fre<]aeni1y   ei'inces  i 

r*:  f     rr-    .    ^  ro.'i*:.  -^i-^-^f-s-  ;:  ivrr.L  brrderinsr  on  poverty  of 

■.vi     -.    .?-.  rr,  t:  .^  nsm'.    1  ,-;x   rr  T^ec^liar  to  GrammariiDS. 

^ ':.s:  I.  .            k   ■   -.  r  .'       ^  i   ■'   ^     ' -i     *■  XI-:  'n.>-.     i     fT.'w  fftfrrars.'y.  but  least  of  al^ 

j^«.w   ■?     »"■-.••.•    -  i;-.'^  :     ,:  : -•:•  :ii:--  1: .  T  fii. •'.     r-.-3.  war:  of  matter,  one  isipi 

7*.*-«r.    •  '.c    ^    .     v.    .  >^-.-:.-^    *  -r.  . .     ■  :^  ..    j:..zi.  ..v  zii-ri  .--f  laacnace.    New  views 

ju«.  s?  .vvi>  .  .1          '."'v       ;  -.  s    -     «:j     t  -  ,-,    .y^i  v.-l    .-«  --^-s*  o'^her poets,  Klopslock 

^■•■••^c^            .   ,-T .  .^^  ;.     .    V    .-     ^.     r    *  v.i-."^  ■  rs   .*.  H'irf  lif  naked  winter-boughs, 

■K-  ■:.  '^    :^  %     V  i."       •-     .-  V  r-.       .  ■  -J  .:-  .:  :.<  7  v>.f    ^r-f  —  a"::rade  of  circumscribed 

«w^«        -*t-.»  :^    i^  ^     •    •  ^?    .     :  i.j-«.,.^  :->■».     ^s.  :♦••   r-^T.ty;   the  return  of  ibe 

^  v»n.  ^  »      >•■,..     ^    V  :^    c   \-     .-*      ^■-'»'  <:•:•:    - :;  i.      <.:i->^c:   SfTures.  for  instanC' 

V  ,%.■••-    ^*    •-.  -           ■,    *■       »     .  T.   ir's:    ^v^-.T- as  of  a  Harvest-field." 
^p'^  '■■  f:       i.-      r      -"M  '•  ^  .        •     ■'^-      .r.  -^        ■  •.-:  -    >f  •  *-:  :i  :c  >-imp-prose  we  find  ia 
♦i>  ^^  »•  -."^^         ■*■  ■  *  :■  !k^    - 1  >>- •*    •      r  ',-    s.  ?     •'    T  ! J. ■  Ttw  »:i3. "St  splendour  of  reflf^ 

t«i«v^  --v.               '^.  >    ..•     ^  i-      ^   V.        .n  ■    :    :  .?i.r^rx  .:  :=  re>s  and  antithesis  ctB 

«^     s«    <-   <-    >  r.         :vi'.        •^      -:o..>r  ^-    .    ».- ;- --fs.    Nir.  often  he  plavs  on  the  po* 

.M    sn-'\.-    ■■■■^•'»  I     v^    -!.:      •   .->    ^  !.;•;- 1 - 

J#    nuTif-v    N-    '  -.r-.-.-..^.:  ;<  t.^  -s^^-V-V  '.4  ■v.".  •i^-au  BaKaarc.  iii  6,18. 
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!tic~  strings  with  so  rich  and  jewel-loaded  a 
land,  that  the  sparkling  mass  disturbs,  if  not 
he  playing,  yet  our  hearing  of  it" — Vor- 
ekuU^  s.  545. 

That  Richter'a  own  playing  and  painting 
liffered  widely  from  all  of  these,  the  reader  has 
ilready  heard,  and  may  now  convince  himself. 
Pake,  for  example,  the  following  of  a  fair- 
Feather  scene,  selected  from  a  thousand  such 
hat  may  be  found  in  his  writings  ;  nowise  as 
he  best,  but  simply  as  the  briefest.  It  is  in  the 
Aay  season,  the  last  evening  of  Spring : 

••  Such  a  May  as  the  present,  (of  1794,)  Na- 
ure  has  not  in  the  memory  of  man — begun  ; 
or  this  is  but  the  fiAeenth  of  it.  People  of  re- 
lectioa  have  long  been  vexed  once  every  year, 
hat  oar  German  singers  should  indite  May- 
OD^,  since  several  other  months  deserve 
ach  a  poetical  Night-music  better;  and  I 
nyself  have  often  gone  so  far  as  to  adopt  the 
diom  of  our  market-women,  and  instead  of 
iay  butter  to  say  June  butter,  as  also  June, 
Harch,  April  songs.  But  thou,  kind  May  of 
his  year,  thou  deservest  to  thyself  all  the 
4>Dgs  which  were  ever  made  on  thy  rude 
lamesakes ! — By  Heaven !  when  I  now  issue 
rom  the  wavering  chequered  acacia-grove  of 
be  Castle,  in  which  I  am  wanting  this  Chap- 
er»  and  come  forth  into  the  broad  living  light, 
uod  look  up  to  the  wanning  Heaven,  and  over 
ts  Earth  budding  out  beneath  it^ — the  Spring 
ises  before  me  like  a  vast  full  cloud,  with 
I  splendour  of  blue  and  green.  I  see  the  Sun 
(landing  amid  roses  in  the  western  sky,  into 
rhich  he  has  thvtm  hi$  ray-bruih  wherewilh  he 
los  to-day  been  painting  the  Earth  ; — and  when  I 
ook  round  a  little  in  our  picture  exhibition, — 
lis  enamelling  is  still  hot  on  the  mountains; 
ID  the  moist  chalk  of  the  moist  earth,  the 
lowers,  full  of  sap-colours,  are  laid  out  to  dry, 
md  the  forget-me-not  with  miniature  colours ; 
iDder  the  varnish  of  the  streams  the  skyey 
Painter  has  pencilled  his  own  eye;  and  the 
ilouds  like  a  decoration-painter, he  has  touched 
)flr  with  wild  outlines,  and  single  tints ;  and 
w>  he  stands  at  the  border  of  the  Earth,  and 
ooks  back  on  his  stately  Spring,  whose  robe- 
folds  are  valleys,  whose  breastrbouquet  is 
gardens,  and  who'se  blush  is  a  vernal  evening, 
md  who,  when  she  rises,  will  be — Summer!** — 
fixUifif  z.  1 1. 

Or  the  following,  in  which  moreover  are 
two  happy  living  figures,  a  bridegroom  and  a 
I  bride  on  their  marriage-day  : 

*'He  led  her  from  the  crowded  dancing- 
room  into  the  cool  evening.  Why  does  the 
evening,  does  the  night,  put  warmer  love  in 
yar  hearts  1  Is  it  the  nightly  pressure  of  help- 
lessness ;  or  is  it  the  exalting?  separation  from 
die  turmoils  of  life,  that  veiling  of  the  world, 
in  which  for  the  soul  nothing  then  remains 
t>ot  souls : — is  it,  therefore,  that  the  letters  in 
which  the  loved  name  stands  written  in  our 
ipirit,  appear,  like  phosphorus  writing,  by 
night,  on  fire,  while  by  day  in  their  cloudy  traces 
hey  bat  smoke  ? 

■*  He  walked  with  his  bride  into  the  Castle- 
^rden  :  she  hastened  quickly  through  the 
C^a-Htle,  and  past  its  servani's-hall.  where  the 
air  flowers  of  her  young  life  had  ht^cn  crushed 
)road  and  dry,  ander  a  long  dreary  pressure ; 


and  her  soul  expanded,  and  breathed  in  the 
free  open  garden,  on  whose  flowery  soil  Des« 
tiny  had  cast  forth  the  first  seeds  of  the  blos- 
soms which  to-day  were  gladdening  her  exist- 
ence. Still  Eden !  Green,  flower-chequered 
chiaroscuro ! — The  moon  is  sleeping  under 
ground,  like  a  dead  one,  but  beyond  the  garden, 
the  sun*s  red  evening-clouds  have  fallen  down 
like  roseleaves ;  and  the  evening-star,  the 
brideman  of  the  sun,  hovers  like  a  glancing 
butterfly  above  the  rosy  red,  and,  modest  as  a 
bride,  deprives  no  single  starlet  of  its  light. 

**  The  wandering  pair  arrived  at  the  old 
gardener*s-hut ;  now  standing  locked  and 
dumb,  with  dark  windows  in  the  light  garden, 
like  a  fragment  of  the  Past  surviving  in  the  Pre- 
sent. Bared  twigs  of  trees  were  folding,  with 
clammy  half-formed  leaves,  over  the  thick 
intertwisted  tangles  of  the  bushes.  The  Spring'^ 
was  standing,  like  a  conqueror,  with  Winter 
at  his  feet.  In  the  blue  pond  now  bloodless, 
a  dusky  evening-sky  lay  hollowed  out;  and 
the  gushing  waters  were  moistening  the  flower- 
beds. The  silver  sparks  of  stars  were  rising 
on  the  altar  of  the  East,  and  falling  down  ex- 
tinguished in  the  red-sea  of  the  West.*' 

"The  wind  whirred,  like  a  night-bird,  louder 
through  the  trees ;  and  gave  tones  to  the  aca- 
cia-grove, and  the  tones  called  to  the  pair  who 
had  first  become  happy  within  it :  '  Enter,  new 
mortal  pair,  and  think  of  what  is  past,  and  of 
my  withering  and  your  own ;  and  be  holy  as 
Eternity,  and  weep,  not  for  joy  only,  but  for 
gratitude  also !'  •  •  * 

"  They  reached  the  blazing,  rustling  marri- 
age-house, but  their  softened  hearts  sought 
stillness ;  and  a  foreign  touch,  as  in  the  blos- 
soming vine,  would  have  disturbed  the  flower- 
nuptials  of  their  souls.  They  turned  rather, 
and  winded  up  into  the  churchyard,  to  pre- 
serve their  mood.  Majestic  on  the  groves  and 
mountains  stood  the  Night  before  man's  heart, 
and  made  it  also  great.  0?<er  the  white  stee- 
ple-obelisk the  sky  rested  bluer  and  darker; 
and  behind  it  wavered  the  withered  summit 
of  the  Maypole  with  faded  flag.  The  son  no- 
ticed his  father's  grave,  on  which  the  wind 
was  opening  and  shutting,  with  harsh  noise, 
the  small  lid  on  the  metal  cross,  to  let  the  year 
of  his  death  be  read  on  the  brass  plate  within. 
An  overpowering  grief  seized  his  heart  with 
violent  streams  of  tears,  and  drove  him  to  the 
sunk  hillock;  and  he  led  his  bride  to  the 
grave,  ami  said:  *Here  sleeps  he,  my  good 
father:  in  his  thirty-second  year  he  was  car- 
ried hither  to  his  long  rest.  O  thou  good  dear 
father,  conldst  thou  but  see  the  happiness  of 
thy  son,  like  my  mother !  But  thy  eyes  are 
ernpty,  and  thy  breast  is  full  of  ashes,  and  thou 
seest  us  not.*-^He  was  silent.  The  bride  wept 
aloud ;  she  saw  the  mouldering  coffins  of  her 
parents  open,  and  the  two  dead  arise,  and  look 
round  for  their  daughter,  who  had  stayed  so 
long  behind  them,  forsaken  on  the  earth.  She 
fell  on  his  neck  and  faltered  :  ♦  O  beloved,  I 
have  neither  father  n»!r  mother,  do  not  forsake 
me!' 

"0  thou  who  hast  still  a  father  and  a  mo- 
ther, thank  God  for  it  on  the  day  when  thy 
soul  is  full  of  glad  tears,  and  needs  a  bosom 
wherein  to  shed  them. . . . 


CAJOLIUre  mSCELL-OTEOl  Ji  WRITLVGS, 

ibenin.  aod   thiol 
■mIt  exccpiled-     Ai,  _  ._„ 
hare  Biujr  times  admirDl  ■ 
bC   TCaran    for    distriborio^ 
pUatt:  u   ii  not  a  fine 
M  Ae   KunnUHisiorian 
«ln«H  kaTc  besiijr^  spi_. 
■es.  vha  Tn*  iheir  ^n>vdi 
Mskgical  toil,  some  ton 
'to  slkk  then 
.  ■  -  .--f.  Thai  ma^  i,^^ 
Tknt  Liunieas,*  as 


1  >««  f«tT«H  libraries,  is 
:.-Ti  Ik  ^nmnd  41  Maiembal 
na  ck>MVp>v  of  '''''•  yet 
•  (-■•tvhiiuse  therr  remaioed 
■-.  ii  b*  diipoieil  or  10  food 
•'■■.i.iart  vai  always  prefnr«4, 
I  nc  vUvF-loirery.  lo  gire  his 
tiiuatt  10  winners,  iikI  bold- 
ly k«t.  Whom  God  ^i<r«s  «b 
,(?.  U'lHii  imiie  for  ii,  u  least 

.iLia;nie4^full  buuSF.  there  KKSt. 

t  Ciiuitii  III*  W.  Pcler'i.  be  (Mj»Mi™«4 

■r  all  luUou*.  iW  aU  cbanctrrs,  for  all  fiwltsi 

Ii  4au4tu<]^  w«f  JUI  ••  «aaf<asoM3MB 


are'  famished  villi 
the  belter  on 

8tnuagcfy  d, 
-■_di  &the[  and  .„,_„.  _ 
B'dav^Uers  and  Gr-seeds  into 
irf*e  foresL     Who  does  nut 

«aB*e  bcTE.  and  how  Nature  «i . 

9^  J— T  ■  daughter  wilh    snch   a&d 

-* s.  MMplj  thai  some  Peer,  some  min 

Gmiitsial-deacDTi,  appanagcd  Prince. 

""WUij   Baroa,   may  lay  bold  at  tr 

aad  m  ihe  character  of  Fuhtr 

"J.  band  over  her  ready-made  to  m 

1**1  rf  *e  like  sort,  as  a  wife   acqaircd 

p«re**s*f    And  do  we  find  in   bilbenia 

■faetoer   anauon    on    the    part  of  KM« 

I  Ae  same  Liddeus   notiecv  in  - 

aiue.  that  ifaey,  loo,  are  cued  ia 

«*»■  «Meh,ike  villain,— digest  ihem  he  i 
■•■* — •  »«eli  sort  as  he  may,  becomes  t 

O.  mf  heart  is  more  in  earnest  Ihan 
duak)  (he  parents  anger  tne  who  are  ti 
hrakm;  ibe  danghlers  sadden  me,  wbv  ij 
maOe  siare-Kegresses— Ah,  ia  it  i 
ih«  these,  who  ID  Ibeir  Wesi-Indjan  ta«tl 
vtee«,  noM  dance,  laagb,  sptak,  sing,  tiD  M. 
urd  of  a  planlaiion  lake  Ihem  home  witk  hii 
— thai  these,  I  say.  should  be  as  slavishly  tfi 
ri,  as  they  are  sold  and  loaghl!  Te  M 
lambs !— And  yet  ye.  loo,  are  as  bad  ax  fn 
*aJ*-mothers  and  sale-fathers :  what  is  a»~^^^ 
io  wilh  hii  enthusiasm  for  your  Kex,  wImb 
travels  ibrangh  German  towns,  where  a 
heaviest  pur3ed,erery  toDgesi-iillrf  individ 
were  he  second  eousin  to  the  Devil  bin 
can  poini  wilh  his  Gnger  to  thirty  hoasea, 
say :  '1  know  not.  shall  it  be  from  tbe 
colonred,  or  the  niu-browD,  or  ih«  ste«l-fn 
hoDse,  that  I  wed ;  open  to  coslomers  at*  A 
all !'— How.  my  girts,  is  yoor  heart  s«  lil 
wotih  that  you  cat  it.  Hke  old  clothes,  aflcr  « 
fashioD,  Id  fit  anv  breast ;  and  does  it  vu 
shrink,  ibnt,  like  a  ChwcK  ball,  to  it  iM 
into  ibc  ban-«t>«ld  a*d  Baniaee 
any  Mate  hewr  vhattwrt— ^etl,  J| 
iinle5s  »»  wmU  ail  af  booK.  anrf  ««-  -tt 
Hauls.  aassmiteT;  wkml  wtU  MMaMW} 
bit!  i«ra  scvnhlTaw»y(h>a  ihe«  lo  •4dWn 
ssM  OU  KkiI  a  tfwsc  wuHs : 
PorsakvOk  b«  r*«NM  OM !  mtsktrawB  and 
mum*t*J^  T^«k  Mt  aTifte  tiaMs  when  Ibfa 
kaJs  bi^  «f »  tanr  ih«B  Ike  pRvat  an.  tad 
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est  the  Doble  pride  of  thy  heart  never !  It  is 
always  our  duty  to  marry,  but  it  is  always 
duty  to  abide  by  right.  Dot  to  purchase  hap- 
ess  by  loss  of  honour,  not  to  avoid  unwed- 
aess  by  untruthfulness.  Lonely,  unadmired 
oine !  in  thy  last  hour,  when  all  Life  and 
bygone  possetiions  and  ^cafibldings  of  Life 
II  crumble  in  pieces,  ready  to  fall  down  ;  in 

boar  thou  wilt  look  back  on  thy  untenant- 
Life :  no  children,  no  husband,  no  wet  eyes 

l>«  there ;  but  in  the  empty  dusk,  one  high, 
e,  anf^elic,  smiling,  beaming  Figure,  godlike 

mounting  to  the  Godlike,  will  hover,  and 
Icon  thee  to  mount  with  her, — mount  thou 
1  her,  the  Figure  is  thy  Virtue.' " 
(Te  have  spoken  above,  and  warmly,  of 
D  Faol's  Imagination,  of  his  high  devout 
in^.  which  it  were  now  a  still  more  grate- 
pmrt  of  our  task  to  exhibit.  But  in  this 
I  our  readers  must  content  themselves  with 
le  imperfect  glimpses.  What  religious 
Dions  and  aspirations  he  specially  enter- 
led*  how  that  noblest  portion  of  man's  in- 
i9ts  represented  itself  in  such  a  mind,  were 
g  to  describe,  did  we  even  know  it  with 
tainty.  He  hints  somewhere  that  **  the  soul, 
ich  by  nature  looks  Heavenward,  is  without 
Temple  in  this  age ;"  in  which  the  careful 
der  will  decipher  much. 
*Bot  there  will  come  another  era,"  says 
nl.  **  when  it  shall  be  light,  and  man  will 
aken  from  his  lofty  dreams,  and  find — his 
mms  still  there,  and  that  nothing  is  gone  save 

sleep. 

^  The  stones  and  rocks,  which  two  veiled 
pires,  (Necessity  and  Vice,)  like  Deucalion 
1  P3rrrha,  are  casting  behind  them,  at  Good- 
»y  will  themselves  become  men. 
'And  on  the  Western  Gate  (Jbendthor,  eve- 
f-gate)  of  this  century  stands  written :  Here 
me  way  to  Virtue  and  Wisdom ;  as  on  the 
salera-Gate  at  Cherson  stands  the  proud  In- 
ipiion :  Here  is  the  way  to  Byzance. 
'Infinite  Providence,  Thou  wilt  cause  the 
r  to  dawn. 

'Bnt  as  yet,  struggles  the  twelilh-hour  of  the 
^t :  the  nocturnal  birds  of  prey  are  on  the 
i|^  spectres  uproar,  the  dead  walk,  the  living 
am.  — Httptrus.  Prtfact, 
Connected  with  this,  there  is  one  other  piece, 
ich  also  for  its  singular  poetic  qualities,  we 
Jl  translate  here.  The  reader  has  heard 
ch  of  Richter's  Dreams,  with  what  strange 
»phetic  power  he  rules  over  that  chaos  of 
ritual  Nature,  bodying  forth  a  whole  world 
Darkness,  broken  by  pallid  gleams,  or  wild 
1,/kles  of  light,  and  peopled  with  huge, 
bdowy,  bewildered  shapes,  full  of  grandeur 
1  meaning.  No  Poet  known  to  us,  not  Milton 
aself^  shows  such  a  vastness  of  Imagination ; 
th  a  rapt,  deep,  old  Hebrew  spirit,  as  Richter 
ibese  scenes.  He  mentions  in  his  Biogra- 
cal  Notes  the  impression  which  these  lines 
the  Ttmput  had  on  him,  as  recited  by  one  of 

companions : 

"  We  an*  inch  utuff 
Af  dreamf  are  made  of,  and  our  little  Life 
Is  rounded  wHh  a  sleep/' 

'  The  passage  of  Shakspeare,**   says   he, 
mimdtd  with  a  iUep,  (mil  Schlaf  umgcbeny)  in  j 

28 


Plattner's  mouth,  created  whole  books  in  me." 
— ^The  following  dream  is  perhaps  his  grandest, 
as,  undoubtedly,  it  is  among  his  most  celebrated. 
We  shall  give  it  entire,  long  as  it  is,  and  there- 
with finish  our  quotations.  What  value  he 
himself  put  on  it,  may  be  gathered  from  the 
following  Note:  "If  ever  my  heart,"  says  he, 
"  were  to  grow  so  wretched  and  so  dead,  that 
all  feelings  in  it  which  announce  the  being  of 
a  God  were  extinct  there,  I  would  terrify  my- 
self with  this  sketch  of  mine;  it  would  heal 
me,  and  give  me  my  feelings  back."  We 
translate  it  from  Sirbcnkasj  where  it  forms  the 
first  chapter,  or  JilumensiHrkf  (Flower-piece.) 

"The  purpose  of  this  fiction  is  the  excuse  of 
its  boldness.  Men  deny  the  Divine  Existence 
with  as  little  feeling  as  the  most  assert  it. 
Even  in  our  true  systems  we  go  on  collecting 
mere  words,  playmarks,  and  medals,  as  the 
misers  do  coins ;  and  nut  till  late  do  we  trans- 
form the  words  into  feelings,  the  coins  into 
enjoyments.  A  man  may,  for  twenty  years, 
believe  the  Immortality  of  the  Soul ; — in  the 
one-and-twentieth,  in  some  great  moment,  he 
for  the  first  time  discovers  with  amazement 
the  rich  meaning  of  this  belief,  and  the  warmth 
of  this  Naptha-wcll. 

"  Of  such  sort,  too,  was  ray  terror  at  the  poi- 
sonous stifiing  vapour  which  floats  out  round 
the  heart  of  him  who  for  the  first  time  enters 
the  school  of  Atheism.  I  could  with  less  pain 
deny  Immortality,  than  Deity ;  there  I  should 
lose  but  a  world  covered  with  mists,  here  I 
should  lose  the  present  world,  namely,  the  Sun 
thereof:  the  whole  Spiritual  Universe  is  dashed 
asunder  by  the  hand  of  Atheism,  into  number- 
less quicksilver-points  of  Ml*s,  which  glitter,, 
run,  waver,  fly  together  or  asunder,  without 
unity  or  continuance.  No  one  in  Creation  is  so 
alone,  as  the  denier  of  God  ;  he  mourns,  with 
an  orphaned  heart  that  has  lost  its  great  Father^ 
by  the  corpse  of  Nature,  which  no  World-spirit 
moves  and  holds  together,  and  which  grows  in 
its  grave;  and  he  mourns  by  that  Corpse  till 
be  himself  crumble  ofl"  from  it  The  whole 
world  lies  before  him,  like  the  Egyptian  Sphinx 
of  stone,  half-buried  in  the  sand ;  and  the  All 
is  the  cold  iron  mask  of  a  formless  Eternity.*  •  * 

"  I  merely  remark  farther,  that  with  the  belief 
of  Atheism,  the  belief  of  Immortality  is  quite 
compatible ;  for  the  same  Necessity,  which  in 
this  Life  threw  my  light  dew-<lrop  of  a  Afe  into 
a  flower-bell  and  under  a  Sun,  can  repeat 
that  process  in  a  second  life; — nay,  more 
easily  imbody  me — the  second  time  than  the 
first.  

"If  we  hear,  in  childhood,  that  the  dead> 
about  midnight,  when  our  ihep  rcar.hes  near  tht 
stntlj  and  darkens  even  our  dreams,  awake  out 
of  theirs,  and  in  the  church  mimic  the  worship 
of  the  living,  we  shudder  at  D«.»aih  by  reason 
of  the  dead,  and  in  the  night-solitude  turn  away 
our  eyes  from  the  long  silent  windows  of  the 
church,  and  fear  to  search  in  their  gleaming, 
whelhcr  it  proceed  from  the  moon. 

"  Childhood,  and  rather  its  terrors  than  its 
raptures,  take  wings  and  radiance  again  in 
dreams,  and  sport  like  fire-flies  in  the  little 
night  of  the  soul.  Crush  not  these  flickering 
sparks! — Leave    us  even  our  dark    painful 

T 


cahtltb  MBCELLA^iBon  inaTiicG& 


B  MM  H««WrT.  fell  tnj. 
--"   '  -  ■  MDvd  the  dtfl-pUK 
iBbcT  appeared,  tai 
:  hoX  a  bUteV  iofXT 
mtmiml  *■««».  nd  ike  Dead  soo^t  lo  see 

*!(»«  na-k  frvw  aloA  ■  ncble.  high  Forni. 
«Mh  ■  look  of  nDedaceable  lorrow.  down  to 
**  UMr.a>d  all  ihe  Dead  cned  oui, 'Chrisl! 
0  Iber*  ao  OudT  He  aDswered  -There  is 
MMcT  The  whole  Shadov  oTeach  then  shad- 
AM<r4  <mK  the  breast  alone;  and  one  anerlbe 
MlhR.  alL   m     this    shnddering,  thook    inio 

"  Cbrlx  eontinuej ;  ■  I  went  LhrouKh  The 
Worlds.  1  iDoiiQteil  inio  the  aan%.  and  Bev 
wiih  (he  Gftlasies  ihrongh  the  wasies  of  Hea- 
ven I  but  there  is  no  God '.  I  de:<cended  as  far 
as  Hemg  casts  its  shadow,  and  looked  dova 
iftlo  the  Abyss  and  cried,  Father,  where  art 
ibou  t  But  I  heard  only  the  everlasting  slom 
iriiioA  so  one  guides,  and  the  sleamiDg  Rainbow 


efCreatiaa  h—g  wiaa^  a  Saa  ft«  b)M._ 
onrAeAbrM,a>dtriekMdo«B.    Aodata 

I  ImIkiI  ap  io  ibe  JMiaiaiiiiahh  woiMArb 
DiiiM  .^  ii  glavri  m  ok  with  •■  nm 
Hack,  bMHwlrH  £yfilT».  and  Bwnuijli, 
■poa  dMoa.  eaiiai;  U  asd  roniaaibig  it  C^ 
em,  je  Ifcanaibrei;  tjy  avav  ihc  Sbadoh. 
forHcuBMr 

■TV  psIe-^nvB  Sbadors  Sitird  awaf.ti 

wUte  TXfiMi  wkwh  (ro*l  haf  fo«ned  will  iM 

"       "■    ■  and  all   wai 


ChilAn  1 

Chwc^ai^  Bia  iIk  wiDple,  and  cait  th(» 

aehn  befaie  Ac  high  Form  on  the  Allar.ial 

taid,  'Jcsaa.  bare  w«  no  Patbert'    And  bt 

ilBg  tears,  ■  We  an  iB 

I  Md  rov ;  re  arc  viihoui  Falberf 

«(■  thnAtd  the  DissonaDces  siill  tiMdK 

'  fanvring  walls  of  the  Temple  p«rM 

lir;  aad  the  Temple  aod  the  Chtldici 

ttfwm.  ud  the  Thole  Earth  and  th*  ta 

aAcT  11,  and   the  whole  UoiTcrse  M 

itt  uBiiKiisily  before  as ;  and  abore,  flC 

naaii  of  imttieai arable  Naiate,  H 

and  gazed  down   into   the   Uahtttf 

iti  thousand  8an«,  as  innAt 

of  the  Eternal  Night,  ii 

:e  mtne-Iatups,  and  the  Galatkl 

like  )il*«r  reins. 

■Aad  ai  he  saw  the  grinditig   pNU  if' 
Warida.ibe  torch^danee  of  celestial  wilttiw 
coral-banks  of  beating  hearts;  M 
as  be  nw  bow  world  atter  world  shook  off  in 
lis  upon  the  Sea  of  Dealh,  u  a 
■r-hnbhle  scatters  swimmiog  lights  on  Ac 
es,  then  majestic  as  the  Highest  of  the 
Finile.  he  raised  his  eyes  lovards  the  Nolhinf- 
nd  towards  the  void   ImmensiiT.  and 
Dead,  dumb  Nothingness  !    Cold,  eiet- 
JOcessity '.     Frantic  Chance !     Know 
ye  what  this  is  that  lies  beneath  you !     Vhen 
will  je  crush  the  Universe  jn  pieces,  and  me^ 
Chance,  knowest  thon  what  thou  dotst,  when 
with  thy  hurricanes  thou  walkesi  through  that 
mow-powder  of  Stars,  and  ertingaishesi  Sua 
after  Sun,  and  thai  sparkling  dew  of  heaveolf 
It^t  goes  out,  as  thou  passest  orer  it  T    Hew 
'  In  this  wide  grave  of  it* 

ith  myself!  O  Father,  0 
Father!  where  is  thy  infinite  bosom  that  I 
might  rest  on  it !     Ah,  if  each  s 


father  and  ci 


It  be  ii 


destroyer  to 

'  Is  this  beside  me  yet  a  Man  !  Unhappy 
!  Your  little  life  is  the  sigh  of  Nature,  or 
fits  echo;  a  convex-mirror  throws  its  raji 
<  that  dnst-cloud  of  dead  men's  ashes,  down' 
the  Earth,  and  thus  you,  cloud-roruied 
fering  phantoms,  arise. — Look  down  ini" 
Abyss,  over  which  clonds  of  ashes  itv 
nng:  mists  full  of  Worlds  reek  np  froii 

the  Sea  of  Death ;  the  Ftumrt  is  a  mounliaf 
>t.  and  the  Prnrnf  is  a  falling  one, — Kiiowni 
II  ihv  Eirth  again'* 

Here  Christ  looked  down,  and  his  eye  6lN 
h  (ears,  and  he  said:  >.^h,  t  wu  nnce  ihert^ 
still  happy  then :  1  had  still  my  InBuiit 


d  piCM«d  nj  wwgM  breut  «ii  his  healing 
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in  in  the  bitterness  of  death : 
>on  from  this  bleeding  hnll, 
y  heart ! — Ah,  ye  too  happy 
.rth,  ye  still  believe  in  Him. 
w  your  Sun  is  going  down, 
d  blossoms,  and  brightness, 
trustful  hands,  and  cry  with 
;s,  to  the  opened  Heaven : 
vest.  Omnipotent,  and  all  my 
eath  thou  receivest  me,  and 
!"  Unhappy  creatures,  at 
)t  be  closed  !     Ah,  when  the 

himself,  with  galled  back, 

sleep  till  a  fairer  Morning 
f  Virtue  and  Jcfy,  he  awakens 
,  in  the  everlasting  Midnight, 
>s  no  Morning,  and  no  soA 
no  Infinite  Father  ! — Mortal, 
m  still  livest,  pray  to  Ilim; 

him  for  ever!' 

down,  and  looked  into  the 
e,  I  saw  the  upborne  Rings 
;nt,  the  Serpent  of  Eternity, 
tself  round  the  All  of  Worlds, 
ank  down,  and  encircled  the 

then  it  wound  itself,  innu- 
•und  Nature,  and  swept  the 
eir  places,  and  crashing, 
iple  of  Immensity  together, 
'  a  Burying-ground, — and  all 
fearful, — and  an  immcasur- 
nmer  was  to  strike  the  last 
shiver  the  Universe  asunder, 

HE. 

for  joy  that  I  could  still  pray 
3y,  and  the  weeping,  and  the 
my  prayer.  And  as  I  arose, 
ing  deep  behind  the  full  pur- 
d  casting  meekly  the  gleam 
1  on  the  little  Moon,  which 
c  East  without  an  Aurora; 
sky  and  the  earth,  a  gay 
pie  was  stretching  out  its 
ving,  as  I  did,  before  the  In- 
I  from  all  Nature  around  me 
nes  as  from  distant  evening- 
anting  on  this  singular  piece, 


we  must  here  for  the  present  close  onr  lucu- 
brations on  Jean  Paul.  To  delineate,  with 
any  correctness,  the  specific  features  of  such 
a  genius,  and  of  its  operations  and  results  in 
the  great  variety  of  provinces  whore  it  dw.elt 
and  worked,  were  a  long  task ;  for  which,  per- 
haps, some  groundwork  may  have  been  laid 
here,  and  which,  as  occasion  serves,  it  will  be 
pleasant  for  us  to  resume. 

Probably  enough,  our  readers,  in  consider- 
ing these  strange  matters,  will  too  oAen  be- 
think them  of  that  "  Episode  concerning  Paulas 
Costume  ;*'  and  conclude  that,  as  in  living,  so 
in  writing,  he  was  a  Mannerist,  and  man  of 
continual  AfTectAtions.  We  will  not  quarrel 
with  them  on  this  point;  we  must  not  venture 
among  the  intricacies  it  would  lead  us  into. 
At  the  same  time,  we  hope,  many  will  agree 
with  us  in  honouring  Richter,  such  as  he  was ; 
and  "•  in  spite  of  his  hundred  real,  and  his  ten 
thousand  seeming  faults,**  discern  under  this 
wondrous  guise  the  spirit  of  a  true  Poet  and 
Philosopher.  A  Poet,  and  among  the  highest 
of  his  time,  we  must  reckon  him,  though  he 
wrote  no  verses;  a  Philosopher,  though  he 
promulgated  no  systems :  for  on  the  whole, 
that ''  Divine  Idea  of  the  World  "  stood  in  clear 
ethereal  light  before  his  mind ;  he  recognised 
the  Invisible,  even  under  the  mean  forms  of 
these  days,  and  with  a  high,  strong,  not  unin- 
spired heart,  strove  to  represent  it  in  the  Visi- 
ble, and  published  tidings  of  it  to  his  fellow 
men.  This  one  virtue,  the  foundation  of  all 
other  virtues,  and  which  a  long  study  more 
and  more  clearly  reveals  to  us  in  Jean  Paul, 
will  cover  far  greater  sins  than  his  were.  It 
raises  him  into  quite  another  sphere  than  that 
of  the  thousand  elegant  sweet-singers,  and 
cause-and-efi*ect  phiUuopkers,  in  his  own  coun- 
try, or  in  this ;  the  million  Novel-manufactu- 
rers, Sketchers,  practical  Discoursers,  and  so 
forth,  not  once  reckoned  in.  Such  a  man  we 
can  safely  recommend  to  universal  study ;  and 
for  those  who,  in  the  actual  state  of  matters, 
may  the  most  blame  him,  repeat  the  old  max- 
im :  "What  is  extraordinaiy  try  to  look  at 
with  yout  own  eyes." 
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»d  by  the  ancients  as  the  eld- 
Memory,  and  chief  of  the 
gnity,  whether  we  regard  the 
s  of  her  art,  or  its  practice 
mong  men,  we  shall  still  find 
bestowed.  History,  as  it  lies 
science,  is  also  the  first  dis- 
man's  spiritual  nature ;  his 
on  of  what  can  be  called 
looking  both  before  and  after; 
coming  Time  already  waits, 
litely  shaped,  predetermined, 


and  inevitable,  in  the  Time  come :  and  onlj 
by  the  combination  of  both  is  the  meaning  of 
either  completed.  The  Sibylline  Books,  though 
old,  are  not  the  oldest.    Some  nations  have 
prophecy,  some   have   not:  but,  of  all  man- 
kind, there  is  no  tribe  so  rude  that  it  has  not 
attempted  History,  though  several  have   not 
arithmetic  enough  to  count  Five.    History  has 
been  written  with  quipo-threads,  with  feather- 
'  pictures,   with    wampum-belts;   still    oftener 
'  with  earth-mounds  and   monumental    stone- 
i  heaps,  whether  as  pyramid  or  cairn ;  for  the 


'MB   a*c   «tei   W    dalTCx    inm    SkakireM^ 

■m   ntjil    H^.s^nher  >%itikl  aanu  mtfi^ 

^  Fiiy«tip»ct,  hiMoiiol  Pluloufkf  ku  fe 

KHMK   pnqwrif  JMLyhm-il  ifce  finl  ciciBriil  tt  il 

dw  ki>4!     Whai  is  ihr  tiat  nl 

■•- ,  lipitiie^Ke  at  ilut  voadroDs  ehaogcfbl  Uf 

itiBvcMiBUnaBd  punk!  Wlteace  tbcnanc 

I^m'  «■>">  4Mluin  ID   tbis  EUnh  nrwuM 

I  »mi  wtolbcr  iliejr  are  leading'     Or.  tni^ol  if 

nd  nr;  tan*e  vij  eoorw  and  lendency,  aiw  mil) 

b> !  fiiM  /«wd  bj-  an  anseeo  nrnertooi  W» 

Qw  *«.  «  aklr  circle  in   blind  m*aet  viAhi 

!   ^iducc!      Whidi    qaexliM^ 

sal,  one   niglit  think,  M 

Iiiiiorf.  hare, since  the  ea 

Oik  Anaatisls  vere  von  I  la  xatWB 

■m-^ta,  ta^bfibelMS-agoexUiicui.ihed  l^tnfibM 

~      '  aM  Brevier;,  been  by  doii  pbiloaofU- 

on] f  glanced  at  dnbionxly,  aiJ 

■V  fiiB  ab-;  br  nuoj,  not  so  mach  as  giVnwi 

«■   a;.    TV  tniA  IS,  iwD  difficulties,  oerervhol^ 

lie  in  the  waf.    Before  plidoa*- 

b7  Elperience.  lh«  PhilMopb} 

htm  mdiness.  the  Eipertence  aaMt* 

- '   -  ■  iaieUigibl)'  recorded.    Now,  ow^ 

T  coniiidrratiou.  and  wiA  »■ 

to  Ibe  Utier,  lei  tnj  one  who  hto 

Ae  cnrreni  or  hnmaa  adaira— m4 

perjileied,  norilhomkble.  mi 

M  wiib  oar  own  e^es,  are  dwir 

blending  movementi—M;  wh^ 

tt«U«e  tcpresFDiing  of  it  it  eat;  or  ia- 

~    '  '  Life  ii  the  aggregau  of  aB 

is  the  essence  of  innDttmWt 

Bnl  if  one  Bingraphr,  naj.en 

i«s  Kagnphf,  siody  and  recapitalaie  il  M 

-     manf  points  nninldfr 

«■£ ,  ^tile  u  Its.  how  mnch  more  muM  thrsc  tnlltiflli 
.  she   the  my  taea  of  which,  to  say  noihineof  lb* 
anii,  ^urpan  el   (brm,  we  know  not,  and  cuMt 
WkmikB.  i  liauw  ^ 

Keitfao'  will  il  tdequaiely  avail  us  to  MMn 

nat  Ihe  ^nrial  inward  condilioa  of  Jjhk 

Lbci  ihe  SUM  ui  all  age.i;   end  thai  saly  lb*  Ifr 

ilu.'  i  markable dcriaiiciDt  froio  the  common  endBW- 

a  a ;  meni.  ind  coatuon  lot,  and  the  more  iapatl- 

which   the   outward  figsic  af 

hai  all    Life  has  from  time  to  lime  nndergoav, <kauie 

uader..  memory  and  record.     The  inn 

of  lile.  II  mar  rather  be  afTirmed, 

□r  ha)f-coDscious  aim  of  mankiud.  so  &r  ai 

digasiini:  macbinei,  is  Oe 

ivo  ages;   neiiher  are  the  men 


Ii  Aim. 


jif    aln-ays   well    capable   of   repre$enWM>i 

I  Which  was  the  greater  innorator,  whiek  •»» 

■Mevattly   the  more  important  peraonsge  in  maa'a  U^ 

"■-   tory,  he  who  Brsl  led  armies  orer  the  AIp^ 

and  gained  rtie  vicuiries  of  Cannic  and  Tkn^ 

,     symene  ;  or  [he  nameless  boor  who  6r»t  bas- 

SipMienee'^linerod out  forhinselfan iron  spnde!  WbadM 
'-  -^  (ink  tree  ijfclW,  the  whole  forest  echoes** 
II ;  bnl  ■  hnndrad  aroms  are  pUnted  nXttlOf 
by  some  nnnntieed  brprte.  Bailies  and  ww^ 
^ilmaIIt^  vhifih  for  the  lime  dm  every  ear,  airf 
wilh  ji>y  "  leiTor  intoiieiaie  every  heart,  hm 
away  lit*   itrrr&-te«wls;    and,  exo^tHH. 


^Blboiit  and  Moi^nvtia. 

Vaccfdent.  not  by  desert 
Itlical  Contti  In  lions,  are 
the  hoDie  wher^iD  our 
'  are  bnt  ibtliare  walls  of  (he  house  ; 
e   CEscDtial  fumimre,  Ihf  ini-emion 
hwDs,  and  daily  habiis  ihal  ree^'a' 
^rt  our  eiisWnce,  are  the  work  at 
Bt  and  Hampdens,  bui  of  Phcenician 
R,  of  Italian  masons  and  Saion  mel 
.ofphilosophffs,  alchfmisis,  prophi 
■be  loos  forgoll»n  iram  of  artisM  a 
't  who  from  the  first  have  been  jointly 
[nti  how  10  think  and  how  to  act,  how 
mr  spirit oal  and  over  physical  Na- 
fell  may  we  say  that  of  our  History 
"  imponant  pan  is  1    ■      -      - 

^.,— 8s  Ihankdgirin?!. 

kred  for  nnrecof^ised  mercies, — look 
nrence  into  I  he  dark  untenanted 
*  ihe  past,  where,  in  fonuless  obli 
chief  beoefaeiors,  with  all  their  se 
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oiionibed. 

Kirfect  is  ihl 
ilosophj  Is 
fi  K>  those  o< 
Ihat,  at  iheir  i 
record,  and  ihi 


t  with  the  froi 


Eiperience,  by 

h.     Nay,  even 

i  that  do  stand 

have  seemed 

ry  of  which 


'hat  we  now  call  History, 
^landing  of  them  altogether  incom- 
Ifs  even  possible  to  represent  ihem  as 
•I  The  old  story  of  Sir  Waller  Ra- 
Uing  from  hia  prison  window,  on 
Wt  inmuli,  which  afterwards  three 
I  repotted  in  three  diflerenl  ways, 
nflering  from  ihem  all,  is  still  a  trne 
Consider  how 


:ords  0 


«,  where  the  reporters  were 
'   personal  regard;  a  case   which. 


liOB  n 


unied,  Ti 


Ibe  rarest.  The  real  leading  fea- 
bisiorical  transaction,  those  move- 
IH  eswnlially  characterize  it,  and 
Brve  to  be  recorded,  are  nowise  ih* 
to  be  noted.  At  first,  among  the 
Vilnesses,  who  are  alio  parties  inie- 
ire  is  only  vague  wonder,  and  fear  or 
i  the  noise  of  Rnmonr's  thousand 
till,  after  a  season,  the  conflict  of 
N  hai  inbsided  into  some  general 
id  then  it  is  seuled.  bv  a  majorily  of 
snch  and  soch  a  "Crossing  of  the 
an  "Impeachment  of  Stafford,"  a 
■tion  of  the  Notables,"  are  epochs 
nrM's  hi<t(>ry,  cardinal  points  on 
Slid  world're  vol  LI  lions  have  hinged, 
^however,  that  the  majorily  of  votes 
rmnf ;  thai  Ihe  real  cardinal  points 
Wper,  and  had  been  passed  over  un- 
becNDse  no  Seer,  but  only  mere  On- 
Chaneed  to  be  there !  Our  clock 
ben  there  is  a  change  from  hour  lo 
it  no  hammer  in  the  Horologe  of 
taihrnngh  the  on  i  verse,  when  there 
g«  froin  Era  to  Era.  Men  under- 
t  what  is  among  their  hands :  as 
in  the  characierislic  of  strength,  so 
itiesi  causes  may  be  the  most  silent, 
to  use,  Ihe  real  historical  Transac- 


tion, bnt  only  some  more  or  less  plittaible 
scheme  and  theory  of  the  Transaction,  of  the 
hannoniied  rcsnlt  of  maoy  such  schemes, 
each  varying  from  the  other,  and  all  varying 
from  Truth,  thai  we  can  ever  hope  to  behold. 
Nay,  were  our  faculty  of  insight  into  pasKing 
things  never  so  complete,  there  is  siill  a  (^tal 
discrepancy  between  our  manner  of  observing 
these,  and  their  manner  of  occurring.  Tbo 
most  gil>ed  man  can  observe,  slill  more  cim 
record,  only  the  wrifj  of  his  own  impression*: 
his  observation,  therefore,  to  say  nothing  of 
its  other  imperfections,  must  be  tucaimr, 
while  Ihe  things  done  were  oAen  imultantaiu ; 
Ihe  fhing^  done  were  not  a  series,  but  a  group. 
n  acted,  as  il  is  in  written  History  :  ao- 
iits  are  nowise  so  simply  related  lo-^ 
each  other  as  parent  and  offspring  are ;  every  I 
I  the  offspring  not  of  one,  hot  trf  I 
alt  other  events  prior  or  conlemporaaeous,  I 
and  will  in  its  turn  combine  with  all  others  to  j 
;ive  birth  lo  new:  it  is  ari  ever-living,  ever-  I 
vorking  Chaos  of  Being,  wherein  Khape  after  / 
ihape  bodies  itself  forth  .(Vom  innumerable 
dements.  And  this  Chaos,  boundless  as  Ibe 
labiiBtion  and  duralion  of  man,  unfathomable 
IS  the  soul  and  destiny  of  man,  is  what  the 
lislorian  will  depict,  and  scientific  ally  gangs, 
we  may  say,  by  threading  il  with  single  linei 
of  a  few  ells  in  length!  Fur  >s  all  Action  is, 
by  its  nature,  lo  be  figured  as  extended  in 
breadth,  and  in  depth,  as  well  as  in  lengtb; 
bat  is  to  say,  is  based  on  Passion  and  Myt- 
?ry,  if  we  investigate  it!i  origin  ;  and  spreads 
broad  on  all  bauds,  iDodirying  and  modifled ; 
s  well  as  advances  towards  complelion,  to, — 
ail  Narrative  Li,  by  its  nature,  of  only  one  dimen- 
ily  travels  forward  towards  one,  or  to- 
wards successive  points  ;  Narrative  is  lititar. 
Action  is  laliil,  Alas,  for  our  "chBin5,"or 
chainlels,  of  "causes  and  effects,"  which  we 
iduonsly  track  through  certain  hand- 
breadths  of  years  and  square  miles,  when  the 
'  '  a  broad,  deep,  Immensity,  and  each 
chained  "and  complected  with  aJlt 
Truly,  if  History  is  Philosophy  leaching  by 
"        ■  filled  to  compoje  his- 

tory is  hiiherio  an  unknown  man.    The  Eip»- 
■  itself  would  require  A 11 -knowledge  to 
I  it.   were   the  All-wisdom   needful   for 
Philosophy  as  would  interpret  it,  lo  be 
lad   for    asking.     Belter  were   it   that    mere 
earthly  Historians  should  lower  such  preien- 
suitable  for  Omniscience  than  for 
human  science;  and  aiming  only  at  some  pic- 
ure  of  Ihe  things  acted,  which  picture  iiself 
on.  twill  at  best  be  a  poor  amiraiiniaiioD.  leave 
Ihe  inscrutable  purport  or  them  an  acknow- 
ledged secret;  or,  at  most,  in  reverent  Faith, 
far  different  from  that  leaching  of  Philosophy, 
pause  over  ihe  mysterious   ve&tiees  of  Him, 
whose  path  is  in  the  ^eat  deep  of  Time,  whom 
History  indeed  reveals,  but  only  all  History, 
aud  in  Eternity  will  clearly  reveal. 

Snch  considerations  truly  were  of  small  pro- 
fil,  did  Ihcy,  instead  of  leaching  us  vigilance 
and  reverent  humility  in  oor  inquiries  into 
History,  abate  our  esleem  for  them,  or  dis- 
courageusfrom  unweariedly  pros 
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r  «Uli  fmi»li.M,  mcxIncaUr  e>- 
istgM,  Dnknon  chatactrts, — uf.  whick  ia 
a  P^tHf—M,  and  kad  oacc  (miyhttic  wnna^ 
ail  4a^  kfiUe  ihwe.  mt  (mm,  ii»b 
wards,  nnj  be  dtciphtrtd;  aad  if  ao  ana- 
fletenitlMaphT>li*)*  aad  tlMtcaa  iawfUgtUc 
pnoept,  araiUblc  ia  piactiec,  be  pAcicd; 
well  aadmlaDduie,  ia  tbc  nma  vhik;  tkal  il 
is  onlj  *  liule  portioB  n  hatt  dedpbered. 
Ihal  much  still  rFmaiai  lo  be  iamprrttd ;  lb«t 
history  ii  a  real  prophetic  Manivrp'.  aad  caa 
be  fully  iDtrrpretrtl  by  do  maa. 

Bat'thr  Ariisi  in'aisiotT  laar  ^  di 
gaifhed  frum  the  Artisia  ia  Histofy  ;  for  here, 
as  ID  all  oiher  proi-iDCFi,  there  areArtisIs  and 
Artisans  i  men  «-bo  Uboai  mechaaicallf  in 
deparaDCDi.  intboiil  eje  for   the  Wbole,  aol 
fectiBg  that  ihere  is  a  Whole;  and  mrn  vho 
iafonn  and  eDiu>ble  ihe  hamblest  depani 
with   an   Ide*  of  the  Whole,  and   habiiuillT 
know  Ibat  only  id  the  Whole  is  the  Famal 
be  Imly  discerned.    The  proceedings,  aod  Ibe 
dnUci  of  these  l«o,  in  regard  lo  Hislory,  ma?! 
be  alcogelber  different.    Not.  indeed,  dial  each 
hu  not  a  real   aorlh.  in  his  several  degree. 
Tbc  simple  Hasbandman  can  till  his  field,  and 
by  knowledge  he  bas  gained  oT  iu  soil,  si 
vith  the  fit  grain,  ihough  ihe  dr«p  mclis  and 
c«Dlral  fires  are  anknosD  lo  him  x  his  little 
crop  han^  nuder  and  orel  the  Gnnament  of 
»ian,snd  sails  ihroogh  whole  aniraeked  celes- 
tial spaces,  between  .\ries  and  Libra;  n 
Ihelesa,  it  ripens  for  hioi  in  dae  season 
he  gaihars  it  safe  into  his  bam.    As  a  ba.^band- 
man   be  is  blameless   in  disregarding  those 
bigber  wonders ;  bal  as  a  Thinker,  and  faithful 
inqairer  into  nature,  he  were  wrong.    So,  like- 
wise, is  it  with  the  Historian,  who  eiaminei 
some  special  aspect  of  history,  and  Irom  this 
or  ibat  com  binaiioDorcirtomslances.  political, 
moral,  ecnnomical,  and  the  issoes  il  has  led  lo, 
infers  that  snch  and  such  properties  belong  to 
human  society,  sod  thai  the  tike  circnmslance 
will  produce  the  like  issaes;  w^ich  iDfereace, 
if  other  trials  confirm  it.  mast  be  held  true  and 
praciically  valuable.    He  is  wrong  only,  and 
an  artisan,  wbeD  he  fancies  (bat  these  proper- 
ties, discovered  or  discoverable,  eihanst  the 
'laatter,  and  sees  not  at  every  step  thai  it 
eihaosiible. 

However,  Ihai  class  of  canse-and-eSecl 
speoolaiors,  with  vbom  no  wonder  trould  re-' 
m«in  wonderfat,  but  all  things  in  Heaven  and 
Earth  must  be  ■•  computed  and  accounled  for ;" 
■ad  even  the  Unknown,  the  Inlinile.  in  man's 
tiCe,  had,  under  the  words  Enthasiasm.  Saper- 
Etilion,  Spirit  of  the  K^-;  and  so  forth,  obtaiDed, 
as  II  were,  an  algebraical  symbol,  and  given 
valne, — hare  now  well-nigh  played  their  part 
,n  European  cntture ;  and  may  be  coD>^idered. 
as  in  most  countries,  even  in  England  itself, 
where  they  linger  the  latest,  verging  towards 
extinction.  He  who  reads  Ihe  in<:c>ituble  Book 
of  Nature,  as  if  it  were  3  Merchani's  Ledger,  is 
justly  suspected  of  having  never  seen  lhal 
Book,  but  only  some  school  Synopsis  Ifaereof; 


fra««Uck.i[takn  Im- ibe  re^  Book.n 

nr  Ihaa  iaai^U  is  lo  be  derived. 

DaaMesa.  abo,  irts  with  a  growiiiK  fe«tin( 

'  ibt  miwle  oaiara  of  history,  that  in  them 

timga,  iIk  aid  priaciple.  Division  of  LatoMi 

has  beea  90  widely  a[>pl>efl  lo  it.    The  polilital' 

HiAitiaa.  a»ce  almost  ihe  sole  cnltirater  it 

HiMofy,  has  aow  found   vaiiotts   associ«w^ 

who  sirit*  M  elocidaie  other  phases  of  hnnua 

Life  ;  of  whicli.  as  hiated  above,  the  polilioal 

1  it  19  passed  under,  3"     '    " 
thoa(fc  the  ptimaij.  perhaps  i 
padaal,  ot  tbe  many  nulward  BrrangeneuB. 
or dushaatanaa  himself. moreover,  in  hisoaa 
rjrfiil  depaitmcat,  new  ami  higher  thlogi  an 
■ow  hegUaiag  lo  be  eapected.     From  at  M, 
t  was  loo  oAoi  (o  be  reproachfoUy  (Aaemi 
of  kia.  ibai  he  dwelt  wiih  di»proponioaiM 
foBiiaess  ia  Seaaie-boii&es,  in  BattIe-GeliU,a>fi 
ercB  ia  Kii^s  Anlechambers  ;  tbrgettinit,  Iklt- 
(ar  away  from  sacfa  scenes,  the  m  iKbly  tide  of 
TlioDfhc,  aad  Aclioa,  was  still  ndliug  o     " 
wondroas  coBrse,  in  gloom   and   bright 
and  in  its  thousand  remote  valleys,  a  wlula 
world  of  Etislence,  with  or  without  an  ewth^ 
ana  of  Hap^aeas  to  warm  it,  with  or  -  ■*  -* 
a  heavealy  son  of  Holiness  to  purify  u 
tify  it.  W3S  blDssooiing  and  fading,  wbcibcr 
the  "famoos  victory"  were  won  or  lost.    Al 
lime  seems  coming  when  much  of  this  m 
be  amended;  and  he  who  sees  ao  world  1 
that  of  courts  and  camps;  and  writes  only  In 
soldiers  were  drilled  aad  shot,  and  ho*  ll 
ministenal  conjarer  oal.<ODjared   thai  olfa 
and  then  guided,  or  at  least  held,  a 
which   he  called   the  rodder  of  g 
bat  which   was   rather 
tion,  wherewith,  in  plai 
lap.  and   the  more  cnonii^ly  the  i 
lees, — wiQ  pass  for  a  m 
Gaieiteer.  but  will  no  longer  be  eaUe4  o  fl 

However,  the  Political  HisioriaD,  vn 
work  per£>med  with  all  conceivable  pi 
tion.  can  accomplish  bnt  a  pan,  and  snll  k 
room  for  nitinecoas   fellow-labonrer*. 
most  amon?   ihese  comes  tbe  Eccle!.._ 
Historian;  endeavounng  with  calbolic  a 
lariin  view,  to  trace  the  prioress  of  IbcC 
of  that   portion  of  the   social  t  — ■*" 
which  respects  our  religious  n 
other  portion  does  oni  civil,  oi 
long  ran.  our  economical  cood 
conducted,  this  deparuneni  ' 
tbe  more  important  of  the  I 
il  concerns  us  more  ii>  nndcrstaad  bow  ■ 
moral  well-being  had  been  and  mictahcp 
moled,  than  lo  under^land  in  the  like  h  ~  ' 
physical  well-being;  which  latter  is  oltii 
the  aim  of  all  polincal  anaageneats.    I 
physically  happiest  is  simply  the  safe 
strongest;  and  in  all  cooditionsof  Got* 
Power  (whether  of  wealth  a 
of  arms  and  adherents  as  in  i^ 
onlv  outward  emblem  aad  par. 
Good.     Troe  Good,  however,  ui 
Pleasure  synooymoos  with   il, 
rarely,  or  rather  never,  offered  for  saktl 
market  where  that  evra  passes  etim 
that,  for  man's  traeadvanl^rp.BMiteM 
coodiiion  of  hi* -life,  bM  r 
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tiritnal,  is  of  prime  iDflaence ;  not  the  form  of 
lyemroent  he  lives  under,  and  the  power  he 
A  accumulate  there,  but  the  Church  he  is 
member  of^  and  the  degree  of  moral  Eleva- 
m  be  can  acquire  by  means  of  its  instruc- 
m.      Church   History,  then,  did    it    speak  j 
isely,  would   have   momentous    secrets   to  > 
ich  us:  nay, •in  its  hi^he^^t  degree,  it  were  a 
rt   of   continued    Holy   Writ;    our  sacred  I 
loks  being,   indeed,  only  a  History  of   the  j 
imeval  Church,  as  it  first  arose  in  man's 
al,  and  symbolically  imbodied  itself  in  his  i 
temal  life.    How  far  our  actual  Church  Plis- ; 
rians  fall  below  such  unattainable  standards, 
ly,  below  quite  attainable    approximations 
ereto,  we  need  not  point  out.    Of  the  Eccle- 
BStical  Historian  we  have  to  complain,  as  we 
dof  his  Political  fellow-craAsman,  that  his  in- 
tines  turn  rather  on  the  outward  mechanism, 
mmtre  hulls  and  superficial  accidents  of  the 
)ject,  than   on   the  object  itself;  as  if  the 
ivrch  lay  in  Bishop^s  Chapter-houses,  and 
enmenic  Council  Halls,  and  Cardinals*  Con- 
lATes,  and  not  far  more  in  the  hearts  of  Be- 
ning  Men,  in  whose  walk  and  conversation, 
K  iafliienced  thereby,  its  chief  manifestations 
«e  to  be  looked  for,  and  its  progress  or  de- 
Sne  ascertained.    The  history  of  the  Church 

M  History  of  the  Invisible  as  well  as  of  the 
isible  Church;  which  latter,  if  disjoined  from 
<•  Ibnner,  is  but  a  vacant  edifice ;  gilded,  it 
^J  be,  and  overhung  with  old  votive  gills, 
^  useless,  nay,  pestilentially  unclean;  to 
K^lr  whose  history  is  less  important  than  to 
V'^ud  its  downfall. 

^f  i  less  ambitious  character  are  the  His- 
Hei  that  relate  to  special  separate  provinces 

Innnan  Action ;  to  Sciences,  Practical  Arts, 
t^litQtions,  and  the  like ;  matters  which  do  not 
^Sdy  an  epitome  of  man's  whole  interest  and 
■^  of  life;  but  wherein,  though  each  is  still  | 
*Vineeted  with  all,  the  spirit  of  each,  at  least 
^  material  results,  may  be  in  some  degree 
l^alved  without  so  strict  reference  to  that  of  the 
Highest  in  dignity  and  difficalty,  under 
>bead,  would  be  our  histories  of  Philosophy, 
id's  opinions  and  theories  respecting  the 
ttnre  of  his  Being,  and  relations  to  the  Uoi- 
r,  Visible  and  Invisible ;  which  History,  in- 
were  it  fitly  treated,  or  fit  for  right  treat- 
II,  would  be  a  province  of  Church  History ; 
logical  or  dogmatical  province  of  it;  for 
>hy,  in  its  true  sense,  is  or  should  be 
■on],  of  which  Religion,  Worship,  is  the 
^^;  in  the  healthy  state  of  things  the  Philo- 
^^r  and  Priest  were  one  and  the  same.  But 
^iiosopby  itself  is  far  enough  from  wearing 
'^  character ;  neither  have  its  Historians  been 
^fei,  generally  speaking,  that  could  in  the 
^tUest  degree  approximate  it  thereto.  Scarce- 

aiBce  the  rude  era  of  the  Magi  and  Druids 
^  that  same  healthy  identification  of  Priest 
^  Philosopher  had  place  in  any  country :  but 
^Her  the  worship  of  divine  things,  and  the 
^Dtific  investigation  of  divine  things,  have 
^«B  in  quite  different  hands,  their  relations 
^  friendly  but  hostile.  Neither  have  the 
and  Buhles,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
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many  unhappy  Enfields  who  have  treated  of 
that  latter  department,  been  more  than  barren 
reporters,  oAen  unintelligent  and  unintelligible 
reporters,  of  the  doctrine  uttered,  without  force 
to  discover  how  the  doctrine  originated,  or  what 
reference  it  bore  to  iis  time  and  country,  to  the 
spiritual  position  of  mankind  there  and  then. 
Nay,  such  a  task  did  not  perhaps  lie  before 
ihem,  as  a  thing  to  be  attempted. 

Art,  also,  and  Literature  are  intimately  blend- 
ed with  Religion ;  as  it  were,  outworks  and 
abutments,  by  whicli  that  highest  pinnacle  in 
our  inward  world  gradually  connects  iLself 
with  the  general  level,  and  becomes  accessible 
therefrom.  He  who  should  write  a  proper 
Hi&lory  of  Poetr}'-,  would  depict  for  us  the  suc- 
cessive Revelations  which  man  had  obtained 
of  the  Spirit  of  Nature  ;  under  what  aspects  he 
had  caught  and  endeavoured  to  body  forth  some 
glimps^  of  that  unspeakable  Beauty,  which  io 
its  highest  clearness  is  Religion,  is  the  inspira^ 
tion  of  a  Prophet,  yet  in  one  or  the  other  de- 
gree must  inspire  every  true  Singer,  were  his 
theme  never  so  humble.  We  should  sec  by 
what  steps  men  had  ascended  to  the  Temple ;. 
how  near  ihey  had  approached ;  by  what  ill 
hap  they  had,  for  long  periods,  turned  away 
from  it,  and  grovelled  on  the  plain  with  no 
music  in  the  air,  or  blindly  struggled  to- 
wards other  heights.  That  among  all  oar 
Eichhorns  and  Wartons  there  is  no  such  His* 
torian,  must  be  too  clear  to  every  one.  •Never- 
theless let  us  not  despair  of  far  nearer  ap- 
proaches to  that  excellence.  Above  all,  let  us 
keep  the  Ideal  of  it  ever  in  our  eye ;  for  there- 
by alone  have  we  even  a  chance  to  reach  it 

Our  histories  of  Laws  and  Constitutions, 
wherein  many  a  Montesquieu  and  Hallam  has 
laboured  with  acceptance,  are  of  a  much  sim- 
pler nature,  yet  deep  enough,  if  thoroughly  in- 
vestigated; and  useful,  when  authentic,  even 
with  little  depth.  Then  we  have  Histories  of 
Medicine,  of  Mathematics,  of  Astronomy,  Com- 
merce, Chivalry,  Moukerj';  and  Goguets  and 
Beckmanns  have  come  forward  with  what 
might  be  the  most  bountiful  contribution  of  all,, 
a  History  of  Inventions.  Of  all  which  sorts,, 
and  many  more  not  here  enumerated,  not  yet 
devised  and  put  in  practice,  the  merit  and  the 
proper  scheme  may  require  no  exposition. 

In  this  manner,  though,  as  above  remarked, 
all  Action  is  extended  three  ways,  and  the  ge- 
neral sum  of  human  Action  is  a  whole  Universe, 
with  all  limitsof  it  unknown, does  History  strive 
by  running  path  after  path,  through  the  Impas- 
sable, in  manifold  directions  and  intersections, 
to  secure  for  us  some  oversight  of  the  Whole ; 
in  whichendeavour,  if  each  Historian  look  well 
around  him  from  his  path,  tracking  it  out  with 
the  eye,  not,  as  is  more  common,  with  the  noae, 
he  may  at  last  prove  not  altogether  unsuccess- 
ful. Praying  only  that  increased  division  of 
labour  do  not  here,  as  elsew^here,  aggravate  our 
already  strong  Mechanical  tendencies,  so  that 
j  in  the  manual  dexterity  for  parts  wc  lose  all 
command  over  the  whole ;  and  the  hope  of  any 
•  Philosophy  of  History  be  farther  off  than  ever;. 
!  let  us  all  wish  her  great,  and  greater  success. 
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LUTHER'S  PSALM. 


[Fn* 


9    MlQlIlHE,   1811.] 
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Axova  Luther's  SpEriluai  Songs,  of  which 
TirioQE  .  collections  have  appeared  nf  lye 
]>eira,*  the  one  enlilled  Eiiti  fettt  Burg  U  van, 
GaU  is  nniTersally  regarded  at  ihe  besf ;  and 
iade^  slitl  retains  its  place  and  devolional  use 
in  th<r Psalmodies  of  Protesiani  Germany.  Of 
Ihe  Tune,  which  also  is  by  Luther,  we  have  no 
copy, and  only  a  second-hand  knowledge:  to 
die  original  Words,  probably  never  before 
printed  in  England,  we  subjoin  the  following 
(ranslation ;  which,  if  it  possesses  the  only 
tneril  it  can  pretend  lo,  thai  ofliteral  adherence 
10  the  sense,  will  not  prove  unacceptable  to 
onr  readers.  Luther's  masic  is  heard  dailv  in 
oarchnrches.severBlDf  our  finest  Psalm-tanes 
beingof  his  composition.  Luther's  sentiments, 
also,  are.  or  should  be,  present  in  many  an 
English  heart;  the  more  interesting  to  us  is 
any  the  smallest  articulate  expression  of  these. 

The  great  Reformer's  love  or  music,  of  poetry, 
it  has  often  been  remarked,  is  oDe  of  the  most 
■ignific^i  features  in  his  character.  But,  in- 
deed, if  every  great  man.  Napoleon  himself,  ii 
intrinsically  a  poet,  an  idealist,  with  more  or 
less  completeness  of  utterance,  which  of  all  our 
ftreat  men,  in  these  modern  ages,  had  such  an 
endowment  in  thatkindasLutherl  He  it  was, 
ctnphalically,  who  stood  based  on  the  Spiritnal 
World  of  man.  and  only  by  the  fooling  and  mi- 
raculous power  he  bad  obtained  there,  could 
work  such  changes  in  the  Material  World.  As 
aparticipaniand  dispenser  of  divine  infiueneeg. 
he  shows  himself  among  human  affairs  a 
connecting  medium  and  visible  Messenger  be- 
tween Heaven  and  Eanh;  a  man.  therefore, 
only  permitted  to  enter  the  sphere  of  Poetry, 
bnl  to  dwell  in  the  purest  centre  thereof;  per- 
haps the  moai  inspired  of  all  Teachers  since 
the  first  apostles  of  his  faith;  and  thus  not 
«  poet  only  but  a  Prophet  and  Ood-ordained 
Priest,  which  is  the  highest  form  of  that 
4]JKnity,and  of  all  dignity. 

Unhappily,  or  happily.  Lulher's  poetic  feeling 
.did  not  so  much  learn  to  express  itself  in  fit 
"Words  (bat  take  captive  every  ear,  as  in  fit 
Actions,  wherein-iroly,  under  still  more  impres. 
wve  manifestatioD.the  spirit  of  spheral  Melody 
resides,  and  still  audibly  addresses  us.  In  his 
written  Poems  we  find  little,  save  thatStrenpih 
of  one  "  whose  words,"  ii  has  been  said,  ■'  were 
half-battles ;"  little  of  thai  still  Harmnuj  and 
blending  softness  of  otiion  which  is  the  last 
perfection  of  Strength;  less  of  it  than  evei 
condnciorien  manifested.  With  words  he  had 
not  learned  to  make  pore  music ;  it  wa.s  b) 
deeds  of  Love,  or  heroic  Valour,  that  he  spokt 
ft«ely ;  in  tones,  only  ihrongh  his  Flute,  amit 
tears,  could  the  sigh  of  that  strong  soul  find 
utterance. 


Nevertheless,  though  in  iniperA!ct  articnti- 
tian,tbe  same  voice,  ifjwe  willlisten  weltiste 
be  heard  also  in  his  writings,  in  bis  Poent 
The  following,  for  example,  jars  upon  out 
yet  is  there  something  in  it  like  the  Mood  of 
Alpine  avalanches,  or  the  first  mamnir  of 
Earlbquakes ;  in  the  very  vastness  of  whiell 
dissonance  a  higher  ooison  is  revealed  tons. 
Luther  wrote  this  Song  in  a  lime  ot  blacken 
threaten ings.  which,  however,  coutd  in  n< 
become  a  time  of  Despair.  In  those  tan«i. 
rugged,  broken  as  they  are,  do  we  not  reeogniM 
the  accent  of  that  summoned  man.  (sammoiMd 
not  by  Charles  the  Finh.  but  by  God  Abn^ti^ 
also,]  who  answered  his  friend's  warning  not  la 
EDler  Worms  in  this  wise:  "Were  there  u 
many  devils  in  Worms  as,  there  are  roottil**, 
I  would  on ;" — of  him  who,  alone  in  lb 
semblage,  before  alt  einperors,  and  priDdpab 
ties,  and  powers,  spoke  forth  these  final  ltd 
for  ever  memorable  words  :  "  It  is  neither  •*& 
nor  prudent  to  do  aught  against  coDsdnwc 
Here  stand  1. 1  cannot  otherwise.  God  a*nl 
me.  Amen!"*  It  is  evident  enough  thai U 
this  man  all  Popes'  conclaves,  and  iuperiil 
Diets,  and  hosts  and  nations  were  bat  wMki 
weak  as  the  forest,  with  all  iLs  strong  IhM 
may  be  lo  the  smallest  spark  of  electric  f^'' 


Elm-  fUU  Bur,  Ut  ■■»'  Om, 
Bin-gul,  mj,r,.iirtrHi! 
Br  *itf(  .w/r.^  lu  eJlB-  AM, 

Psr  tilt  hOn  Ftrrni, 


■  rml-i/ilriiuiliTr* 


T.  u  eillicr  ty  |irsn%  II 


SCHILLER. 


Dm  WMt  tU  mBm  luM%  gUk% 

U%i  Krimtn  i>Mk  4cx«  kmU* 

Erinhef  «««  w»kl  umf  dem  Mam 

JHU  MiiMm  Oei$t  mnd  Oaben. 

JV«A««ii  ne  ««•  ien  Leihy 

Out\  Ekr*,  rtnd  umd  ITeib^ 

La»9fakrtn  iakin, 

Su  hakiC»  kdn  Oewinih 

Dm  Rtkk  OoUes  must  ms  Keihtn. 

A  nfe  Mtrongbold  oar  God  la  bUII, 
A  tnuty  ihield  «Dd  weapon ; 
He'll  help  ne  clear  from  all  the  HI 
That  hath  us  now  o'eruken. 
The  ancient  Prince  of  Hell, 
Hath  risen  with  purpose  fell; 
Strong  mall  of  Craft  and  Power 
He  weareth  in  thto  hour. 
On  Earth  is  not  his  fellow. 

"Wteh  force  of  amw  we  nothtef  can, 
Full  soon  were  we  dowD<ridden ; 
But  for  us  flg hts  the  proper  Man, 
Whom  Ctod  himself  hath  bidd«B. 


Ask  ye.  Who  is  this  saoMl 
Christ  Jeiius  fs  his  name, 
The  I  ord  Z«thaoth*s  Son, 
He  and  no  other  one 
Shall  conquer  in  the  battle. 

And  were  this  world  all  Devils  o'er 
And  watchinff  to  devour  us. 
We  lay  it  not  to  hesrt  so  sore. 
Not  they  can  overpower  us. 
And  let  the  Prince  of  III 
Look  f  rim  as  e*er  he  will, 
He  barms  us  not  a  whit, 
For  why  1    His  doom  is  writ, 
A  word  shall  quickly  slay  him. 

Ood's  Word,  for  all  their  craft  and  font, 
One  moment  will  not  linger, 
But  spite  of  Hell,  shall  have  iu  conrae, 
'  T  is  written  by  bis  Anger. 
And  though  they  take  our  life. 
Goods,  honour,  children,  wife. 
Yet  ip  their  profit  small ; 
These  things  shall  vanish  all, 
The  City  of  God  rematnelh. 


SCHILLER.* 


[Fba8Ir*s  Maoaxiki,  1831.] 


»  the  student  of  German  Literature,  or 
literatare  in  general,  these  volumes,  pur- 
ing  to  lay  open  the  private  intercourse  of 
men  eminent  beyond  all  others  of  their 
!  in  that  department,  will  doubtless  be  a 
:Mme  appearance.  Neither  Schiller  nor 
the  has  ever,  that  we  have  hitherto  seen, 
iten  worthlessly  on  any  subject,  and  the 
lings  here  offered  us  are  confidential  Let- 
it  relating  moreover  to  a  highly  important 
iod  in  the  spiritual  history,  not  of  the  par- 

themselves,  but  of  their  country  likewise ; 
of  topics,  high  and  low,  on  which  far  meaner 
'ots  than  theirs  might  prove  interesting. 
i  have  heard  and  known  so  much  of  both 
M  venerated  persons ;  of  their  friendship, 
I  true  co-operation  in  so  many  noble  endea- 
in,  the  fruit  of  which  has  long  been  plain 
e?ery  one :  and  now  are  we  to-  look  into 

secret  constitution  and  conditions  of  all 
s;  to  trace  the  public  result,  which  is  Ideal, 
rn  to  its  roots  in  the  Common ;  how  Poets 
ly  live  and  work  poetically  among  the  Prose 
Bfs  of  this  world,  and  Fatuts  and  Telh  be 
itien  on  rag'paper,  and  with  goose-quills, 
t  mere  Minerva  Novels,  and  songs  by  a 
non  of  Quality  f  Virtuosos  have  glass 
f-hives,  which  they  curiously  peep  into ; 
I  here  truly  were  a  far  stranger  sort  of 
Ofy-making.  Nay,  apart  from  virtuosoship, 
^y  technical  object,  what  a  hold  have  such 
flfs  on  our  universal  curiosity  as  men  !  If 
•sympathy  we  feel  with  one  another  is  infi- 
ll or  nearly  so, — in  proof  of  which,  do  but 

^TM/iMcAsrl  tititektm  8ekiUer  wttd  Qotth*^  in  iem  iak- 
l7iM  ki$  18D5.    (Cormpondence  between   Schiller 
Goethe  in  the  years  17«i-lfi05.)    Ist— 3d  Volumes 
H-17V7.)    Stvtigan  and  TObingen,  1828,16X9. 
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.consider  the  boundless  ocean  of  Gossip  (im* 
perfect,  undistilled  Biography)  which  is  emit- 
ted and  imbibed  by  the  human  species  daily  ^— 
if  every  secret-history,  every  closed-door's 
conversation,  how  trivial  soever,  has  an  inte- 
rest for  us,  then  might  the  conversation  of  a 
Schiller  with  a  Goethe,  so  rarely  do  Schillers 
meet  with  Goethes  among  us,  tempt  Honesty 
itself  into  eaves-dropping. 

Unhappily  the  conversation  flits  away  for 
ever  with  the  hour  that  witnessed  it;  and  the 
Letter  and  Answer,  frank,  lively,  genial  as  they 
may  be,  are  only  a  poor  emblem  and  epitome 
of  it.  The  living  dramatic  movement  is  gone ; 
nothing  but  the  cold  historical  net-product  re- 
mains for  us.  It  is  true,  in  every  confidential 
Letter,  the  writer  will,  in  some  measure,  more 
or  less  directly  depict  himself:  bht  nowhere 
is  Painting,  by  pen  or  pencil,  so  inadequate 
as  in  delineating  spiritual  Nature.  The  Py- 
ramid can  be  measured  in  geometric  feet,  and 
the  draughtsman  represents  it,  with  all  its  en- 
vironment, on  canvas,  accurately  to  the  eye; 
nay  Mont-Blanc  is  embossed  in  coloured 
stucco;  and  we  have  his  very  type, and  minia- 
ture fac-simile,  in  our  museums.  But  for 
great  Men,  let  him  who  would  know  such, 
pray  that  he  may  see  them  daily  face  to  face: 
for,  in  the  dim  distance,  and  by  the  eye  of  the 
imagination,  our  vision,  do  what  we  may,  will 
be  too  imperfect.  How  pale,  thin,  ineflfectual 
do  the  great  figures  we  would  fain  summon 
from  History  rise  before  us  !  Scarcely  as  pal- 
pable men  does  our  utmost  effort  body  them 
forth;  oftenest  only  like  Ossian's  ghosts,  in 
hazy  twilight,  with  **  stars  dim  twiuklini^ 
through  their  forms.'*  Our  Socrates,  our  Lti- 
iher,  after  all  that  we  have  talked  and  argued 


•  ■ 


CARLTLE'8  WOCfLUMBOVA  WBITINGa 


of  tlmiit  are  to  nost  of  ns  quite  ioTisIUe;  the 
0age  of  Athens,  the  Monk  of  Eitleben':  not 
Penoiit  bat  Titles.  Yet  soch  men,  far  more 
than  toy  Alps  or  CSoUsenms,  are*  the  trQe 
world*wonders,  which  it  eoneems  ns  to  behold 
elair^,  and  iinprint  for  erer  on  our  remem- 
brance. Great  men  are  the  Fire-pillars  Id  this 
dark  pilgrimage  of  mankind;  they  stand  as 
bearenly  Signs,  ever-living  witnesses  of  what 
has  been,  prophetic  tokens  of  what  tnay  still 
be*  the  revealed,  imbodied  Possibilities  of  ho- 


vieWf'the  *  CorrctpoodeDCQ  of  B^ttOer  aad 
Goethe"  maj  'batfe,  mf$  ihalljlflt  attmpc  di* 
termiaivg  here ;  the  nither  u  «4y  a  poitioi 
of  the  work,  and  to  judge  bjr  tbe  ^laee  of  tiw 
included  in  it,  only  a  small  portion,  ia  yet  b» 
fore  us.  Nay,  perhaps  it^  full  woiih  will  aa 
become  apparent  till  a  fbttire  age,  when  tk 
persons  and  concerns  it  treaty jif  ahall  haw 
assumed  their  proper  relative  magnitude  aai 
stand  disencumbered,  and  for  ever  aeparattd 
from  contemporary  trivialities,  which,  lor  tk 

nature;  which  greatness  he  who  has Upreseut,  with  their  holk>w,'traosieDt  baft,!! 

never  seen,  or  rationally  conceived  of,  and  inar  our  estimate.    Two  centuries  ago,  U- 


with  y|  whole  heart  passionately  loved  and 
reveffHed,  is  himself  for  ever  doomed  to  be 
little.  How  many  weighty  reasons,  how  many 
innocent  allurements  attract  pur  curiosity  to 
such  men !  We  would  know  them,  see  them 
visibly,  even  as  we  know  and  see  our  like : 
no  hint,  no  notice  that  concerns  them  is  soper- 
fluoos  or  too  small  for  us.  Were  Gu11iver*s 
eoojorer  but  here,  to  recall  and  sensibly  bring 
back  the  brave  Past,  that  we  might  look  into 
it,  and  scrutinize  it  at  will !  But,  alas,  in  Na- 
ture there  is  no  such  conjuring:  tbe  great 
spirits  that  have  gone  before  us  can  survive 
only  as  disembodied  Voices ;  their  form  and 
distinctive  aspect,  outward  and  even  in  many 
respects  inward,  all  whereby  they  were  known 
as  uving,  bceathing  men,  has  pass^  into  an- 
other sphere;  from  which  only  Histoiy,  in 
scanty  memorials,  can  evoke  some  faint  resem- 
JUanee  of  it  The  more  precious,  in  spite  of 
all  imperfectioni,  is  such  History,  are  such 
ncmonalSy  that  still  in  some  degree  preserve 
what  had  otherwise  been  lost  without  reco- 
veij. 

For  the  rest,  as  to  the  maxim,  oAen  enough  in- 
culcated on  us,  that  close  inspection  will  abate 
our  admiration,  that  only  the  obscure  can  be  sub- 
lime, let  us  put  small  faith  in  it  Here,  as  in  other 
provinces,  it  is  not  knowledge,  but  a  little  know- 
ledge, that  pofleth  up,  and  for  wonder  at  the 
thing  known  substitutes  mere  wonder  at  the 
knower  thereof:  to  a  sciolist,  the  starry  hea- 
vens revolving  in  dead  mechanism,  may  be 
less  than  a  Jacobus  vision ;  but  to  the  Newton 
they  are  more  ;  for  the  same  God  still  dwells 
enthroned  there,  and  holy  Influences,  like  An- 
gels, still  ascend  and  descend;  and  this  clearer 
vision  of  a  little  but  renders  the  remaining 
mystery  the  deeper  and  more  divine.  So  like- 
wise is  it  with  true  spiritual  greatness.  On 
tbe  whole,  that  theory  of  **  no  man  being  a 
hero  to  his  valet,*'  carries  us  but  a  little  way 
into  the  real  nature  of  the  case.  With  a  su- 
perficial meaning  which  is  plain  enough,  it 
es&entially  holds  good  only  of  such  heroes  as 
are  false,  or  else  of  such  valets  as  are  too  ge- 
nuine,  as  are  ahoulder-knotted  and  brass-lack- 
ered in  soul  as  well  as  in  body :  of  other  sorts 
it  does  not  hold.  Milton  was  still  a  hero  to 
the  good  Elwood.  But  we  dwell  not  on  that 
mean  doctrine,  which,  true  or  false,  may  be 
left  to  itself  the  more  safely,  as  in  practice  it 
is  of  little  or  no  immediate  import.  For  were 
it  never  so  true,  yet,  unless  we  preferred  huge 
bug-bears  to  small  realities,  our  practical 
course  were  still  the  same :  to  inquire,  to  in- 
vestigate by  all  methods,  till  we  saw  clearly. 

What  worth  in  this  biographical  point  of 


cester  and  Ess^z  might  be  the  woaden.flf 
England;  their  KenU worth  festivities  and ~Gi> 
diz  Expeditions  seemed  the  great  ocovreaen 
of  that  day ;  but  what  should  wo  atow  gif^ 
were  these  all  forgotten  and  some  "(£[» 
spondence  between  Shakspeare  and  Bea  ^ 
son"  Suddenly  brought  to  ligt^t !  ' 

One  valuable  quality  these,  letterf  qi  Ult 
ler  and  Goethe  everywhere  exj^lbit,  that  tf 
truth :  whatever  we  do  leani  from  the%  ik^ 
ther  in  the  shape  of  fact  or  of  opiaioa,  av 
be  relied  on  as  ^ntfine.  There  is  a  torn  ■ 
entire  sincerity  in  that  style :  a  oonstaat  Ml^ 
ral  courtesy  nowhere  ototrqcts  tbe  right  ttt 
dom  of  word  or  thought ;  inde^,  no  eadp  M 
honourable  ones,  and  generally  of  a  milMl 
inteiPOBtf  are  before  either  pkrTf ;  thns  Mite 
needs  to  veil,  still  less  to  mask  himself  llMi 
the  other;  Ike  two  self-portraits,  so  far  as  A9 
are  filial  up>  may  be  looked  upon  as  real " 
neeses.  Perhaps,  to  most  readers,  sobk  IM 
intermixtnre  or  what  .ve  should  call  dsB«k 
interest,  of  ordinary  human  cooceras,  aalit  ■ 
hopes,  fears,  and  other  Ifeelings  these  eA 
would  have  improved  the  work;  which  stitii^ 
not  indeed  without  pleasant  exceptions,  tam 
mostly  on  compositions,  and  pnblicatioBS,ai' 
philosophies,  and  other  such  high  maMB> 
This,  we  believe,  is  a  rare  fault  in  DOA0 
Coirespondences ;  where  generally  theopp 
site  fault  is  complained  of,  and  exeepi  90* 
temporalities,  go9d  and  evil  hap  of  tbe  otfi^ 
spending  parties,  their  state  of  purse,  kaHi  , 
and  nervous  system,  and  the  moods  asd'ki' 
mours  these  give  rise  to^ — little  stands  nea^ 
ed  for  us.  It  may  be  too  that  native  RtM 
will  feel  such  a  want  les$  than  foreigaeni^ 
whose  curiosity  in  this  instance  is  eqoaHjri** 
nute,  and  to  whom  so  many  details,  taadii' 
enough  in  the  country  itself,  most  be  unlsig' 
At  all  events,  it  is  to  be  remembered  thatichr 
ler  and  Goethe  are,  in  strict  speech,  I«>1^ 
Men ;  for  whom  their  social  life  is  only  tf^f 
dwelling-place  and  outward  tabernacle  of  wf 
spiritual  life ;  which  latter,  is  the  one  M 
needful ;  the  other,  except  in  subitervieBCff 
this,  meriting  no  attention,  or  the  least  ^ 
ble.  Besides,  as  cnltitated  men,  perhapi  ^ 
by  natural  temper,  they  are  not  in  thehikM 
yielding  to  violent  emotions  of  any  kiii^ 
less  of  unfolding  and  depicting  such,  bf  1^ 
even  to  closest  intimates ;  a  turn  0^  >|* 
which,  if  it  diminished  the  warmth  ofVj 
epistolary  intercourse,  must  have  ioci**^ 
their  private  happiness,  and  so,  by  their  ftiii^ 
can  hardly  be  regretted.  He  who  wetff  j]^ 
heart  on  his  sleeve,  will  ofWn  have  10  laa^ 
aloud  that  daws  pieck  at  it:  he  who  ^ 


Dol,  wilt  span  himself  nach  iamenliog.  Of 
KuQsseaa's  Confession,  whiUv«r  value  ve 
tusiga  thai  sort  of  ware,  Ihere  a  no  veslige  la 
Ihn  CurrcspoodeDce. 

Mrtawhik,  mao]'  che«rful,  honesl  little  do- 
RMBlic  lunches  are  given  here  and  there; 
which  we  cao  acc«pl  gladly,  with  no  worse 
censure  than  wishing  thai  Ihere  had  been  more. 
Bui  UuE  Correspondence  has  anolher  and  mure 

Enpcr  Aspect,  nnder  which,  if  rightly  consi- 
red,  11  poiiseises  b  far  higher  interest  than 
■osl  domestic  detineattoas  cuuld  have  imparl- 
ed. It  shows  Oi  iwo  high,  creative,  truly  poelie 
raiods,  unweahedly  cultivating  themselves,  un- 
w«ariedly  advancing  from  one  measure  of 
strcDgih  and  clearaess  lo  another  i  whereby  to 
mch  as  navel,  we  say  nul  on  the  same  road. 
for  this  few  can  do.  but  in  the  same  direction, 
••  ail  should  do,  ihe  richc&i  psychological  and 
practical  icssoa  is  laid  tjut;  from  which  men 
of  every  inielleetual  degree  may  learn  some- 
tlung,  and  be  thai  is  of  the  highest  degree  will 
probably  learn  the  most.  What  value  lies  in 
this  lesson,  moreover,  may  be  eipec.led  lo  in- 
crejue  in  an  increasing  ratio  as  the  Correspond- 
tnee  proceeds,  and  a  larger  space,  viih  broad- 
er differences  of  advancement,  comes  into 
»i«w ;  especially  as  respects  Schiller,  ihe 
younger  and  more  susceptive  of  the  tnu  ;  for 
whom,  in  particular,  these  eleven  years  may 
be  said  to  comprise  the  most  importanl  era  oC 
his  cnlture ;  indeed,  Ihe  whole  history  of  his 
progress  therein,  from  the  time  when  he  first 
found  Ihe  right  path,  and  properly  became 
progressive. 

Bui  to  enter  farther  on  the  merits  and  special 
■IMlilies  of  these  Letters,  which,  on  all  hands, 
will  be  regarded  as  a  publication  of  real  value. 
both  intrinsic  and  exlnnsic,  is  not  our  task 
now.  Of  ihe  ftank,  kind,  inuHially-rcspecifiil 
reluion  that  maniTesii  itself  between  the  two 
Corrcipondeuls ;  of  their  several  epistolary 
style*,  and  the  wonh  of  each,  and  whatever 
ebe  characterizex  this  work  as  a  seriei  of  bio- 
graphical documents,  or  of  philosophical  views, 
*e  may  at  some  future  period  have  occasion 
to  speak ;  certain  demched  speculations  and 
iodicatioiis  will  of  themselves  come  before  us 
in  the  ourse  of  our  present  undertaking. 
Meaowhile  to  British  readers,  the  chief  object 
II  not  Ihe  Letters,  but  the  writers  of  them.  Of 
Goethe  the  public  already  know  something: 
of  Hchiller,  less  is  known,  and  our  wish  is  to 
bring  him  into  closer  approximation  with  our 

Indeed,  had,  we  considered  only  his  impor- 
tance in  (ierman.  or  we  may  now  say,  in  Eu- 
ropean Literature,  Schiller  might  well  have  de- 
manded an'earlier  notice  in  our  Journal.  As 
a  man  of  true  poetical  and  philosophical  ge- 
nius, who  proved  this  high  endowment  both  in 
his  cooduot,  and  by  a  long  scries  of  Writings 
which  manifest  il  to  all;  nay,  even  as  a  man 
■o  eminently  admired  hy  his  nation,  while 
he  lived,  and  whose  fame,  there  and  abroad, 
daring  the  iwenij-five  years  since  his  decease, 
hu  been  cosstanlly  expanding  and  confirm- 
tog  itself,  he  appears  with  such  claims  as  can 
belong  only  to  a  small  numberof  men.  If  we 
have  teemvd  neglisent  of  Schiller,  want  of 
atfeoiion  «u  nowise  ihe  cause.    Our  admtra- 


iion  fur  hiro  is  of  old  sianding,  and  hu  hot 

abated,  as  il  ripened  into  calm,  loving  estima- 
tion. But  to  English  eiposnors  ot  Foreign 
Literature,  at  this  epoch,  there  will  be  maax 
mure  pressing  duties  than  that  of  expouodiDg 
Schilter.  To  a  considerable  extent,  Sehilltr 
may  be  said  to  expound  himself.  His  great- 
ness is  of  a  simple  kind;  his  manner  of  di»- 
playing  it  is,  for  musi  pan,  apprehenaihle  lo 
every  one.— Besides,  of  all  German  Writer*, 
ranking  in  any  such  class  as  his,  KlopsLook 
scarcely  excepted,  he  has  the  least  nationalily: 
his  character  indeed  is  German,  if  German 
mean  true,  earnest,  nobly-humane  i  but  his 
moile  of  thought,  and  mode  of  iitleraEice,  all 
but  the  mere  vocables  of  it,  are  European. 
Accordingly,  it  is  lo  be  observed,  no  German 
Writer  has  bad  such  acceptance  with  foreigo- 
ers ;  has  been  bo  instantaneously  admitted 
into  favour,  at  least  any  favour  which  proved 
permanent.  Among  the  French.  Bir  example, 
Schiller  is  almost  naturalized  ;  translated,  com- 
mented, upon,  by  men  of  whom  Constant  is 
one;  even  brought  upon  Ihe  stage,  and  bj  a. 
large  class  of  critics  vehemently  extolled  there.  ^| 
Indeed,  to  the  Routanticisl  class,  in  all  conn' 
(nes,  Schiller  is  naturally  the  pattern  man  and 
great  master;  as  it  were  a  sort  of  ambassador 
and  mediator,  were  medialion  possible,  be- 
tween the  Old  School  and  the  New ;  pointing  to 
his  own  Works,  as  to  a  glittering  bridge,  thai 
will  lead  pleasantly  from  the  Versailles  gw- 
dening  and  ariilicial  hydraulics  of  the  one, 
into  the  true  Oinnistan  and  wonderlanil  af  the 
other.  With  ourselves  too,  who  are  troubled 
with  no  controversies  on  Romaalicism  aod 
Classicism,— the  Bowles  controversy  on  Pope 
having  long  since  evaporated  wiibout  reauli,- 
and  all  critical  guild-brethren  now  working 
diligently  with  one  accord,  in  the  cnlroer  spherr 
of  Vapidism,  or  even  Nii\ltsm,— Schiller  is  no 
less  universally  esteemed  by  persons  of  any  feel- 
ing for  poetry.  To  readers  of  Oerm  an,  and  these 
are  increasing  everywhere  a  hundred  Ibid,  he  is 
one  of  the  earliest  studies ;  and  the  dnlleat 
cannot  study  him  without  some  perception  of 
his  beauties.  For  the  iin-(ierman.  again,  ti-e 
have  Translations  in  abundance  and  supera- 
bundance; through  which,  under  whatever 
diaiortion,  however  shorn  of  hii  beams,  some 
image  of  this  poetical  sun  must  force  ilself;. 
and  in  susceptive  hearts,  awaken  love,  and  a 
desire  for  more  immediate  insight.  80  that 
now,  we  suppose,  anywhere  in  England.a  man 
who  denied  that  Schiller  was  a  Poet  would 
himself  be,  from  every  side,  declared  a  Prosa- 
ist, and   thereby    summarily  enough   put  lo 

All  whichbeingso,  the  weightiest  pari  of  our 
dity.  that  of  preliminary  pleading  for  Schiller, 
of  asserting  rank  and  eicetlence  for  him  while- 
a  stranger,  and  to  judges  suspicious  of  eonu- 
lerfeiis,  is  taken  off  our  bandi>'  The  knowledge 
of  his  works  is  silently  and  rapidly  proceetting; 
in  the  only  Way  by  which  trne  knowledge  can 
be  attained,  by  loving  study  of  ihem,  in  maiir 
an  inquiring,  candiil  mind.  Moreover,*  M- 
remarked  above,  Schiller's  works,  generally 
speaking,  rei|uire  little  commeotaiy  1  for  » 
■nan  of  such  excellence,  for  a  true  Poet  we 
should  say  that  hi&wonh  \m  itnfji\KA^ 
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m^ylm  mat  part  of  his  writingv,  beyond  sneh 
«pM  am veraally  reGognisaUe  worth,  there  is  no 
<Mr  to  bl  sought 

Tet  doubtless  if  he  is  a  Poet,  a  genoine  in- 
tw'pretei  of  the  Inrisible,  Criticism  wit)  have  a 
deeper  daiy  to  discbarge  for  him. ,  Every  Poet, 
lie  bis  outward  lot  what  it  may,  finds  himself 
ham  in  the  midst  of  Prose ;  he  has  to  straggle 
ftom  the  littleness  and  obstrnctioo  of  an  Actual 
iporid,  into  the  freedom  and  infinitude  of  an 
Heal;  and  the  histoiy  of  such  struggle,  which 
is  the  history  of  his  life,  cannot  be  other  than 
iutroetive.  His  is  a  high,  laborious,  unre- 
•■iledvllr  only  self-raquited  endeavour;  which, 
koweter,  by  the  law  of  his  being,  he  is  com- 
pdM  to  undertake,  and  must  prevail  in,  or  be 
permaneiitly  wretched;  nay  the  more  wretched, 
tht  Bobler  his  gifts  are.  For  it  is  the  deep,  in- 
born claim  of  his  whole  spiritual  nature,  and 
will  sot  and  must  not  go  unanswered.  His 
wovthfbl  unrest,  that  **  unrest  of  genius,"  often 
po  wmywtrd  in  its  character,  is  the  dim.antici- 
MrioB  of  this;  the  mysterious,  all-powerful 
Miidate,  as  from  Heaven,  to  prepare  himself, 
«D  parilV  himself,  for  the  vocation  wherewith 
In  IS  called.  And  yet  how  few  can  Ailfil  this 
Mudate,  bow  ftw  ever  earnestly  give  heed  to 
it!  Of  the  i^usand  jingling  dilettanti,  whose 
Jiiurlc  dies  with  the  hour  which  it  harmlessly 
or  burtfUly  amused,  we  say  nothing  here :  to 
4mso,  as.  ta  the  mass  of  men,  such  calls  for 
•pirttual  p«rfiMiofi  speak  only  in  whispers, 
ttowned  wilh^at  difficulty  in  the  din  and  dis- 
flfptttion  of  the  wortd.  But  even  for  the  Byron, 
te  the  Bums,  whone  ear  is  quick  for  celestial 
messamt  in  whom  "  speaks  the  prophesying 
•pint,**  in  awful  prophetic  voice,  how  hard  is 
ft  to  "take  no  counsel  with  flesh  and  blood," 
|ind  instead  of  living  and  writing  for  the  Day 
<haf  passes  over  them,  live  and  write  for  the 
Stemity  that  rests  and  abides  over  them ;  in- 
stead of  living  commodiously  in  the  Half,  the 
Reputable,  the  Plausible,  "to  live  resolutely  in 
the  Whole,  the  Good,  the  True  !"•  Such  Half- 
ness,  such  halting  between  two  opinions,  such 
jMiinful,  altogether  fruitless  negotiating  between 
Truth  and  Falsehood,  has  been  the  besetting 
sin,  and  chrief  miser}',  of  mankind  in  all  ages. 
fVay,  in  our  age,  it  has  christened  itself  Moder- 
ation, a  prudent  taking  of  the  middle  Course ; 
and  passes  current  among  us  as  a  virtue.  How 
wirtuous  it  is,  the  withered  condition  of  many 
m  once  ingenious  nature  that  has  lived  by  this 
method — the  broken  or  breaking  heart  of  many 
m  noble  nature  that  could  not  live  by  it — speak 
tf  oud,  did  we  but  listen. 

And  now,  when  from  among  so  many  ship- 
irrecks  and  misventures  one  goodly  vessel 
comes  to  land,  we  joyfully  survey  its  rich 
cargo,  and  hasten  to  question  the  crew  on  the 
fortunes  of  their  voyage.  Among  the  crowd 
of  unciiliivated  and  miscultivated  writers,  the 
high,  pure  Schiller  stands  before  us  with  a  like 
distinction.  We  ask,  how  was  this  man  suc- 
cessful ! — From  what  peculiar  point  of  view 
did  he  attempt  penetrating  the  secret  of  spiritual 
Nature? — From  what  region  of  Prose  rise  into 
Poetry  1 — Under  what  outward  accidents — 
with  what  inward  faculties — by  what  methods 
—with  what  result? 

■■     ■  -  

^Jm,  Oanzm,  Onlra,  irakr§n  r«t0iut  xm  (•frra.— Goetlie. 


For  Aoy  ihoi1>ii^  or  inal  aaivtr  to  mk 
questions,  it  H  evideotfiBOtigh,  Miiber  ovrowa 
QUNUiSy  ttHT  the  present  situatioo  of  ow  readm, 
in  regaifto  this  matter,  ^are  in  uyneasafe 
adequate.  Nevertheless,  the  iDperfeet  bcgit- 
ning  must  be  made,  before  the  jierfeet  rerak 
can  appear.  Some  slight  far-olf  gUuiee  over 
the  character  of  the  man,  as'  he  looked  aai 
lived,  in  Action  and  in  Poetry,  will  not,  perhaps 
be  unacceptable  finom  us:  for  stieh  as  kaov 
little  of  Schiller,  it  may  be  an  opening  of  the 
way  to  better  knowledge;  for  such  as  an 
already  familiar  with,  him,  it  may  be  a  statisg 
in  words  of  what  they  themselves  have  oAn 
thought ;  and  welcome,  therefore,  as  the  «» 
firming  testimony  of  a  second  witncn. 

Of  Schiller's  personal  history  there  m 
accounts  in  various  accessible  poUiotftaM; 
so  that,  we  suppose,  no  formal  Nanatife  tf 
his  Life,  which  ttiay  now  be  cooiidered  ge» 
rallv  known,  is  necessary  here.^  Sneh  as  m 
cunous  on  the  subject,  and  atiU  luiaftndl 
may  find  some  satisfaction  in  the  LUktf  M^ 
ler,  (London,  18M;)  in  tht  Pkdt  SeMbft  (f^ 
fixed  to  the  French  Traaalation  of  htsDraimK 
Works ;)  in  the  Jceomfi  rf  SeUUrr,  (prefinl  H 
the  En^ish  Translation  of  his  Thir^Tsmr 
War,  Edinburgh,  18S8 ;)  and.  donbtiesii  li 
many  other  Esssyrs,  known  to  ns  only  tfiii^ 
Nay,  in  the  survey  we  propose  to  malte  of  lii 
character,  practical  as  well  as  apecnlatiffbAi 
main  facu  of  his  outward  history  will  of  finfr 
selves  come  to  light  **' 

Schiller's  Life  u  emphatieally  a  titeruymi; 
that  of  a  man  existing  only  for  ContemplslNii 
guided  forward  by  the  pursuit  of  ideal  ^mp, 
and  seeking  and  unding  his  true  welftre  tbde* 
in.    A  singular  simplicity  characterizes  Vr* 
remoteness  from  whatever  is  called  bosisen; 
an  aversion  to  the  tumults  of  business,  aa^ii- 
difference  to  its  prizes,  grows  with  bio  ftba 
year  to  year.    He  holds  no  office ;  scarcely  ftr 
a  little  while  a  University  Professorship;  fce 
covets  no  promotion ;  has  no  stock  of  aceff ; 
and  shows  no  discontent  with  these  amlg^ 
ments.    Nay,  when  permanent  sickness,  cp^ 
tinual  pain  of  body,  is  added  to  them,  bf  si31 
seems  happy:  these  last  fiAeen  years  of bii 
life  are,  spiritually  considered,  the  clesrestai* 
most  productive  of  all.    We  might  say.!h«* 
is   something  priest-like  in  that  Life  of  ^'' 
under  quite  another  colour  and  eiiviroDoes^ 
yet  with  aims  differing  in  form  rather  tbip'* 
essence,  it  has  a  priest-like  stillness,  s  prio*" 
like  purity;  nay,  if  for  the  Catholic  Faith. *« 
substitute  the  Ideal  of  Art,  and  for  Cwm^ 
Rules,  Moral,  ifisthetic   Laws,  it  has  eva 
something  of  a  monastic  charact^.    Bjr  ^ 
three  monastic  vows  he  was  not  bound;  y«* 
vows  of  as  high  and  difficult  a  kind,  both  to  do 
and  to  forbear,  he  had  taken  on  him;  sndbs 
happiness  and  whole  business  lay  in  obs^rriif 
them.     Thus   immured,  not  in  cloisters  « 
stone  and  mortar,  yet  in  cloisters  of  the  wiA 
which  separate  him  as  impassably  froa  ^ 
vulgar,  he  works  and  meditates  only  on  vW 
we  may  call  Divine  things;  his  familiar ti% 
his  very  recreations,  the  whole  acting  •* 
fancyings  of  his  daily  existence,  tend  ibiibff- 

A?  in  the  life  of  a  Holy  Man,  too,  so  iD  ^ 
of  Schiller,  there  is  but  one  great  epoch:  ihil 


□fUlciDgon  biiu  lheseLiliFir7Vow»;orGni11y 
FXtricaiiof  himscir  from  lK«  disiractions  of  Ihe 
world,  and  con  sec  rail  iig  hia  whole  fMure  days 
10  Wijdom.  What  lies  before  Ihis  ^och.  and 
what  lies  after  ll,  have  two  altogether  diflerent 
chanclers.  The  former  is  worldly,  and  occu- 
jiied  with  worldly  vieissiludea ;  the  latter  is 
spiritual,  of  calm  lenor,  marked  to  himselr 
only  by  hU  growlh  in  inwaitl  clearness,  lo  the 
world  only  by  Ihe  peaceable  fruits  of  this.  It 
ii  to  the  ST!i\  of  ihese  periods  thai  we  shall 
here  cbiedy  direct  ourselves. 

In  his  parentage,  and  the  circumstances  of 
hii  earlier  years,  we  may  reckon  him  fortu- 
nate.  Kis  parents,  indeed,  are  not  rich,  nor 
even  otherwise  independCDl :  yel  neilher  are 
they  meanly  poor;  and  warm  alfeclion.  a  true 
honest  character,  ripened  in  both  inlo  religion. 
not  without  an  openness  for  knowledge,  and 
even  considerable  intellectual  culture,  makes 
amends  for  every  defect  The  Boy.  loo,  is 
himseir  of  a  character  in  which,  to  the  ob- 
Mmat,  lies  Ihe  richest  promise,  A  modest. 
still  nature,  apt  for  all  instruction  in  heart  or 
bead;  flashes  of  liveliness,  of  impetuosity, 
frnm  lime  to  lime  breading  throagh.  That 
little  anecdote  of  the  Thunder-siorm  is  so 
graceful  in  its  littleness,  ih at  one  cannot  but 
hope  ii  may  be  authentic. 

"  Once,  11  is  said,  during  a.  tremendous  thun- 
der-storm, his  father  missed  him  in  the  young 
group  within  doors;  none  of  ihii  sisters  could 
tell  what  was  become  of  Fritz,  and  the  old  man 
grrw  ai  length  so  anxious  that  he  wan  forced  to 
go  oul  in  quesi  of  hjm.  Fritz  was  scarcely 
passed  the  age  of  infancy,  and  knew  not  the 
daogers  of  a  scene  so  awful.  His  faiher  fonnd 
him  at  last,  in  a  solitary  place  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood, perched  on  the  branch  of  a  tree, 
gkxiog  at  the  tempestuous  (ace  of  the  sky,  and 
watching  the  flashes  as  in  succession  they 
•pread  their  lurid  gloom  over  it.  To  the  re- 
primands of  his  parent,  the  whimpering  truant 
pleaded  in  eilennaiion, '  that  the  Lightning  was 
to  beamiful.  and  he  wished  to  see  where  it 
was  coming  fromr" 

In  bis  village-school  he  reads  ihe  Classics 
with  diligence,  without  relish;  at  home,  with 
fyj  deeper  feelings,  the  Bible;  and  already  his 
yoangheartisCBo^hl  wiih  that  mystic  grandeur 
of  the  Hebrew  Prophets-  Hii  derout  nainre, 
■Donlded  by  Ihe  pious  habits  of  his  parents,  in- 
clinei  him  to  he  a  clergyman  :  a  cler|;ymaD, 
indeed,  he  proved;  only  the  Church  he  minis- 
tered  in  was  ihe  Catholic,  a  far  more  Catholic 
than  thai  false  Romish  one-  But  already  tn 
his  ninth  year,  not  without  rapturous  amaze- 
ment, and  a  lasting  remembrance,  he  had  seen 
the  "splendours  bf  the  LudwigsbuigTheatre;" 
and  to,  unconsciously,  east  a  glimpse  into  that 
wnrld,  where,  by  accident  or  natural  preference, 
hi>  own  genius  was  one  day  to  work  out  its 
noblest  triumphs. 

Before  the  end  of  his  boyhood,  however. 
begins  a  far  harsher  era  for  Schiller ;  wherein, 
nnder  quite  other  nurture,  other  faculties  were 
10  be  developed  in  him.  He  must  enter  on  a 
■cene  of  oppression,  distortion,  isolation;  under 
which,  for  ihe  present,  the  fairest  years  of  his 
eaiateiice  are  painfully  crushed  down.  But 
fkit  loo  ha*  il>  wholesome  inflaences  on  him ; 


for  there  is  in  genius  that  alchym^whtcbeiw- 
verts  ail  meials  into  gold;  which  from  suffer- 
ing educes  strength,  from  error  clearer  wisdoi^ 
from  all  ihicgs  good. 

"  The  Duke  of  Wurtemberg  bad  lalelj- 
founded  a  free  seminary  for  certain  brnnehca 
of  profeEsional  education:  it  was  first  set  np 
ai  Solitude,  one  of  his  couoiry  residence!; 
and  had  now  been  transferred  to  Stntlgat^ 
where,  uuder  an  improved  form,  and  with  lb« 
name  of  KuiU-irhuU,  we  believe  it  still  ezista. 
The  Duke  proposed  to  give  the  sons  of  his 
military  ullicers  a  preferable  claim  to  iba 
benefits  of  this  insliintion ;  and  haviilg  foriseA 
a  good  opinion  both  of  Schiller  and  his  father, 
he  invited  the  former  to  profit  by  this  oppor- 
tunily.  Tbe  ofler  occasioned  great  cmbarraai- 
menl:  the  s'oung  man  and  his  parents  were 
alike  delermmed  in  favour  of  the  Church,  a. 
project  with  which  this  new  one  was  incoo- 
sisienl-  Their  embarrassment  was  but  in- 
creased, when  the  Duke,  on  learning  the 
nature  of  their  scruples,  desired  them  lo  tbiak 
well  before  I  hey  decided.  It  wasoutof  fear.aitd 
with  reluctance  that  his  proposal  was  accepted- 
Schiller  enrolled  himself  in  1TT3  ;  aod  turned^ 
with  a  heavy  heart,  from  freedom  and  cherished 
hopes,  to  Greek,  and  seclusion,  and  Law. 

"  His  anticipations  proved  lo  be  but  loo 
jusi :  the  sti  yearii  which  he  spent  in  this  Bt^ 
lablishment  were  the  mo  si  harassing  bbA 
comfortless  of  bis  life.  The  SiDltgard  syslcim 
of  education  seems  to  have  beeit  formed  on  Ibn 
principle,  not  of  cherishing  and  correcting 
nature,  but  of  rooting  it  out,  and  supplying  its 
place  by  something  better.  The  process  of 
teaching  and  living  was  conducted  with  the 
sli5' formality  of  military  drilling;  every  Ihing: 
went  on  by  statute  and  ordinance;  there  was 
no  scope  for  the  eiercise  of  free-will,  no  allow- 
ance for  the  varieties  of  original  structure-  A. 
scholar  might  possess  what  instincts  or  c*pk- 
cities  he  pleased ;  the  '  regulations  of  the 
xcbnot'  took  no  acconnl  of  Ibis;  he  must  fit 
himself  into  Ihe  common  mould,  which,  lilie 
the  old  Qiant's  bed,  stood  there,  appointed  by 
superior  aulhnrity,  lo  be  filled  alike  by  Ibe 
great  and  the  little.  The  same  strict  and  nar- 
row course  of  reading  and  composition  wsb 
marked  out  for  each  beforehand,  and  it  was  bjr 
jieallb  if  he  read  or  wrote  any  thing  beside. 
Their  domestic  economy  was  regoJaled  in  the 
same  spirit  as  their  preceplorial:  ii  eoDsislei 
of  the  same  sedulous  exclusion  of  all  that 
could  border  on  pleasure,  or  gire  any  exeMise 
to  choice.  The  pupils  were  kept  apart  fro«» 
Ihe  conversation  or  sight  of  any  person  but 
their  teachers ;  none  ever  got  beyond  ihe  pre- 
cincts of  despotism  lo  snatch  even  a  fearful 
joy;  their  very  amusements  proceeded  bj  the 
n-ord  of  command. 

"How  grievous  all  Ihis  musi  have  been  it  ls> 
easy  to  conceive.  To  Schiller  it  ' 
firievous  than  to  any  other.  Of  an  ardent  anft 
impetuous,  yet  delicate  nature,  whilti  his  dia 
conienimeni  devoured  him  internally,  he  wab 
too  modest  to  give  it  Ihe  relief  of  utterance  hf 
deeds  or  words.  Locked  up  within  himself^ 
he  suffered  deeply,  but  wiihoul  com p lain) ng 
Some  of  his  Lellers  written  during  this  ^ctintt, 
have  been  preserved  ■.  ^hcj  «^x^\\  wa  is^^ 


CABLYLE"S  MtSCELLANEOUS  WKITINGS- 


Ihfiml  uttBjglfi  of  a  fmrid  and  bus7  miBil.| 
TcllinK  111  mutr  cha^nt  aai*t  a  crnaini 

«!rraR>y  pill'Iicr.  whu-h  (inly  thuws  ibcm  nu^rr  ' 
paiBftilly.  Hf  pi'ml  urrr  his  Ifxicon-.  nK'l 
fnmnan,  and  itisi|iiil  niKks.  irilh  an  *iiifina)| 
wnpntuivt  but  hii  I'pint  pinni  viibin  bimj 
Uk*  t  eaplmV  «h«n  nr  li-Hiknl  Torth  ^nh'  itK| 
chMrflil  wiirlil,  ot  trcuDMifd  ibf  alFpcDon  of 
|«r«flH,  ih«  hopi'ii  and  froliciomp  rnnmncBis 
«r  M»t  yran." 

lOMIh  I*  to  all  the  K^kil  iraton  cif  Ixtei  bol 
«Ara  iwl^  by  "iifh«l  It  ht'pr*.  noi  by 


Kdlhtna  tOKiampM!  «ontil  »(i(  (he  hitAotr  v>f 
nrrj-  E<an  ''i.'hiitar.  of  (T«iy  fnor  HidjJup- 

■MM.  wiih  hi''  ll1^^■t^-^lvk*B  itowritic  ftfsi  huj 

'     Ib  trsprct  ot 
L-rhafa  tm<ftbii| 

.1      .'ii:  ot  mhi.'h  tti*  Mimnl  in  of' 

...  u^nas  hvatt  wtll  nKWM  or  IMn' 


■of  hr.> 


«f  ibr  «MW*I  ■*«>»:  a  IKirtiac  *■ 


«r  iW  l>PaH««  oNl]^  Ml  af  Ihc  nw 


mM  i*  4HTM  (Mm  fn  nw  wm.  teiir  ^' 
WtM  WT?Cg*r  nwfcw^  fat  I*» ;  M«*^j 

H  k4MM 


Orftnlaad  of  a  barren  m»6  _    _ 
utms."    Bui  the  dan  Wort  oT  Mm 
oiiee  aatom|ilixl)pi],  li«  tsight 
ihji   his   last    tp.td  don*:  ita  _  _„ 

ptinid  by  Enprrior  ililifrrnci^  •«dl  to<M 
(nra,  fnr  Poetry,  or  whtiorvr  rbr  bp  yfcMrt, 
Truly,  ii«is"iiiioUrDbl«>sddr;nA^K|» 
hrtnninl  in  mNI  fnnher  bjr  thr  u^i^b  rf 
severe  and  rnrinal  pedatro^ei.*  Ku  wirfir 
ih«t  Schiller  "brooded  gloomily"  iwer  M 
»iaalion.  Bui  what  iras  in  be  doa«>  "Maaf 
plans  hr  rormed  Ibr  dplivn^nce;  tomrB»a 
he  would  escape  in  secret  to  calch  1  gliMHt 
of  the  free  and  ba^y  vorld,  lo  him  forbUta' 
mmetimei  he  Uid  schemes  for  utieriy  abii- 
ANiini;  a  place  vhich  he  abhorred,  aad  trm^ 
*o  tonvne  for  the  rest."  But  he  »  jt»Bf,  ia- 
expetMBCed.  nnproTidedj  viihoqi  b«lp,  «r 
rx-a»tfi :  thenr  is  nothing  to  be  done,  bntetdwc. 
'I^antrrstchcormling  and  continual  ta>- 
li«i»."  says  his  Biographer,  "an  ordiiaiT 
spsrii  wall  hare  ioak  at  length ;  wnuU  bnt 
paJnaBy  i^rta  up  its  Icflier  aspiraii 

wa8fc«P(fliijeiB™iousindulBence.ii 

havr  saVfsly  harneised  tiself  into  ibt  jt^, 
mi  pbMad  Ibinn^  existeoce ;  weaty,  4^ 
4.  a»l  bntlien,  ever  easting  hMka 
f  iMk  «•  (be  dreama  of  hii  jmt, 
«w«t  VMbMt  pover  lo  realize  then.  b( 
■n  ^ta  *D  (irdiDary  character,  aad  dii 
M  !*•«•«.  BcMath  a  cold  and  ttaft 
w.*Hliil»itt  aa  anifiriil  anractiM. 
■ant I  ia  in  MUtvc  BniableDas  ijtt 
tsMM  abwraMuiB.  Ae  Dolaaon  a^  Mh- 
hn— iii«i  a*AM'-wWch  be  UradL  *« 
bwMiH^upor»1.«tH 


t— iJbaii  wa»MW<  ».»b«i1  ■••«« 

■M  afliilNir  ^waMMMvfMinn.  «Mp 
<M0W<^  wa -IR  na  Mmre  V  ~ 
MwMa  )«■  <K  4nn^  latac  flf 
]    Ktkmm;   ««>  «A>ikr    Wat    B 
.  be  bK  »e  ntkne  (Hinn 


-'  '   'I'    ri  I   11  ^1 


«f  aliliaiilfciijilia    tatm  »r.  l^w««|b 


«aR  iMiir    it   va.  W  ba 

to  «»  VMl  <«:  ^bn  ataa 


•:  «<  ti«*  pan.*-   *>   *>»•■'  al:  Mr 


SCHILLER. 


were  read  in  almost  all  of  them  with  a  deep 
interest,  compounded  of  admiration  and  aver- 
sion, according  tu  the  relative  proportions  of 
sensibility  and  judgment  in  the  various  minds 
which  contemplated  the  subject.  In  Germany, 
the  enihij^iasm  which  the  Jiobbers  cjccitcd  was 
extreme.  The  young  author  had  burst  upon 
the  world  like  a  meteor;  and  surprise,  for  a 
time,  suspended  the  power  of  cool  and  rational 
criticism.  In  the  ferment  produced  by  the 
universal  discussion  of  this  single  topic,  the 
poet  was  magnified  above  his  natural  dimen- 
sions, great  as  they  were :  and  though  the 
general  sentence  was  loudly  in  his  favour,  yet 
he  found  detractors  as  well  as  praisers,  and 
both  equally  beyond  the  limits  of  moderation. 
"But  the  tragedy  of  the  Rohben  produced 
for  its  Author  some  consequences  of  a  kind 
much  more  sensible  than  these.  We  have 
cmlled  it  the  signal  of  Schiller's  deliverance 
from  school  tyranny  and  military  constraint; 
bnt  its  operation  in  this  respect  was  not  imme- 
diate. At  first  it  seemed  to  involve  him  more 
deeply  than  before.  He  had  finished  the 
original  sketch  of  it  in  177S;  but  for  fear  of 
offence,  he  kept  it  secret  till  his  medical  studies 
were  completed.  These,  in  the  mean  time,  he 
had  pursued  with  sufficient  assiduity  to  merit 
die  usual  honours.  In  1780,  he  had,  in  con- 
sequence, obtained  the  post  of  Surgeon  to  the 
regiment  Jiuf^^,  in  the  Wurtemberg  army.  This 
advancement  enabled  him  to  complete  his  pro- 
jectf — to  print  the  Roitbrrs  at  his  own  expense; 
■ot  being  able  to  find  any  bookseller  that 
would  undertake  it.  The  nature  of  the  work, 
ud  the  universal  interest  it  awakened,  drew 
attention  to  the  private  circumstances  of  the 
Author,  whom  the  Robbert,  as  well  as  other 
pieces  of  his  writing  that  had  found  their  way 
into  the  periodical  publications  of  the  time, 
sufficiently  showed  to  be  no  common  man. 
Many  grave  persons  were  offended  at  the  vehe- 
ment sentiments  expressed  in  the  Robbers;  and 
the  unquestioned  ability  with  which  these  ex- 
travagances were  expressed  but  made  the  mat- 
ter worse.  To  Schiller's  superiors,  above  all, 
snch  things  were  inconceivable ;  he  might  per- 
haps be  a  very  great  genius,  but  was  certainly 
a  dangerous  servant  for  His  Highness,  the 
Grand  Duke  of  Wurtemberg.  Officious  people 
mingled  themselves  in  the  affair:  nay,  the 
graziers  of  the  Alps  were  bruught  to  bear  upon 
it  The  Grisons'  magistrates,  it  appeared,  had 
seen  the  book,  and  were  mortally  huifcd  at  their 
people's  being  there  spoken  of,  according  to  a 
owabian  adage,  as  vcmmon  highwaymen,*  They 
complained  in  the  Hamburg  Corrcfpoutlcnt .-  and 


w«nt  to  work  under  deep<>9tcnnc(*Rlmeiit,  le^tti-vilinieht 
fetfkl  him.  The  confidrntial  Devil,  now  an  Aimel,  who 
■fsteriouily  carried  hiui  the  |>roof-5he(>tfl,  is  our  iii- 

fcnma'- 
*Tb«!  obnozktui  paigace  haa  heen  carefully  expunged 

from  snbiequenl  edilionii.    It  wax  in  the  third  Scene  of 

tke  Kcond  Act.     Hpie^elltorir,  ditcourninff  wirh  Ka/.- 

■son,  obtervea,  **An  hon^^t  man  you  niny  form  of 

windle-alrawa ;  but  to  make  a  rafiral  you  liiuitt  have 

grbtt :  lip«idea  there  it  a  national  feniuff  in  it  -a  certain 

ymacal-elimale,  an  to  apeak."     In  lh«f  first  Edition  there 

waa  added.  "  Oo  tu  tk»  Ori$one.  for  imstanft ;   tkat  in 

ttkmt  icmlltke  Tkt^**  Atkentiy    The  pHtriot  who  stood 

Ibrtb,  on  this  or4cmaion,  for  the  honour  of  the  Grii*oni,  to 

deny  thia  weifhiy  charce,  and  denounru  the  crime  of 

making  it,  wan  (not  Dogberry  or  Vcrfes,  but)  ''one  of 

ibe  noble  AmUy  of  Balla." 


a  sort  of  jackall,  at  Ludwigsburg,  one  Walter, 
whose  name  deserves  to  be  thus  kept  in  mind, 
volunteered  to  plead  their  cause  before  the 
Grand  Duke. 

"Informed  of  all  these  oiicor.isiiinoes,  the 
Grand  Duke  expressed  disappri»batipn  of 
Schiller's  poetical  labours  in  the  most  une- 
quivocal terms.  Schiller  was  at  length  sum- 
moned before  him;  and  it  then  turned  out,  that 
his  Highne.ss  was  not  only  dis-satisficd  with  the 
moral  or  political  errors  of  the  work,  but 
scandalized  moreover  at  its  want  of  literar)" 
merit.  In  this  latter  respect,  he  was  kind 
enough  to  proffer  his  own  services.  But  Schil- 
ler seems  to  have  received  the  proposal  with 
no  sufficient  gratitude;  and  the  interview 
passed  without  advantage  to  either  party.  It 
terminated  in  the  Duke*s  commanding  Schiller 
to  abide  by  medical  subjects :  or  at  least,  to 
beware  of  writing  any  more  poetry,  without 

submitting  it  to  Am  inspection. 

•  ••••• 

"Various  new  mortifications  awaited  Schil- 
ler. It  was  in  vain  that  he  discharged  the 
humble  duties  of  his  station  with  the  most 
strict  fidelity,  and  even,  it  is  said,  with  superior 
skill :  he  was  a  suspected  person,  and  his 
most  innocent  actions  were  misconstrued,  his 
slightest  faults  were  visited  with  the  full  mea- 
sure of  official  severity.  *  •  •  His  free  spirit 
shrunk  at  the  prospect  of  wasting  its  strength 
in  strife  against  the  pitiful  constraints,  the 
minute  and  endless  persecutions  of  men,  who 
knew  him  not,  yet  had  his  fortune  in  their 
hands :  the  idea  of  dungeons  and  jailers 
haunted  and  tortured  his  mind ;  and  the  means 
of  escaping  them,  the  renunciation  of  poetry, 
the  source  of  all  his  joy,  if  likewise  of  many 
woes,  the  radiant  guiding-star  of  his  turbid 
and  obscure  existence,  seemed  a  sentence  of 
death  to  all  that  was  dignified,  and  delightful, 
and  worth  retaining,  in  his  character.  •  •  • 
With  the  natural  feeling  of  a  young  author,  he 
had  ventured  to  go  in  secret,  and  witness  the 
first  representation  of  his  Tragedy,  at  Man- 
heim.  His  incognito  did  not  c(»nceal  him; 
he  was  put  under  arrest,  during  a  week,  for 
this  ofl^cnce :  and  as  the  punishment  did  not 
deter  him  from  again  transgressing  in  a  similar 
manner,  he  learned  that  it  was  in  contempla- 
tion to  try  more  rigorous  measures  with  him. 
Dark  hints  were  given  to  him  of  some  exem- 
plary as  well  as  imminent  severity:  and  Dal- 
berg's  aid,  the  sole  hope  of  averting  it  by  (juiet 
means,  was  distant  and  dubious.  Schiller  saw 
himself  reduced  to  extremities.  Beleaguered 
with  pre.'ienl  distresses:,  and  the  most  horrible 
forebodings,  on  every  side;  roused  to  the 
highest  pilch  of  indignation,  yet  forced  to  keep 
silence,  and  wear  the  face  of  patience,  he  could 
endure  this  maddening  constraint  no  longer. 
He  resolved  to  be  free,  at  whatever  risk;  to 
abandon  advantages  which  he  could  not  buy  at 
such  a  price ;  to  quit  his  step-dame  home,  and 
2JO  forth,  thoni^h  friendless  and  alone,  to  seek 
his  fortune  in  the  creai  market  of  life.  Some 
foreign  Duke  or  Prince  was  arriving  at  Stutt- 
gard ;  and  all  the  people  were  in  movement, 
witnessing  ihcspecijiblc  of  his  entrance :  Schil- 
ler seized  this  opportunity  of  retiring  from  the 
city,  careless  whither  he  went,  so  he  got  be 
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yond  (be  rench  oflurnlieys,  and  Grand  Dukes,  I 
and  commanding  officers.  Il  vas  in  ihe  monlh 
afOclober,  1783,  his  iwenty-ihirdyear."— ii/t 
af  Behillcr,  Pin  1. 

6uch  were  ihe  cirrumslances  under  which 
Schiller  rase  lo  manhond.  We  see  rhem  per- 
manently influence  his  cbaracler;  bul  there  is 
alio  a  Girengih  in  himself  whkh  on  the  «hule 
trionjphs  over  them.  The  kindly  and  the  un- 
kindly alike  lead  him  towards  the  goal.  In 
childhood,  the  mosi  unheeded,  bul  by  Tar  the 
aum  imporiaDl  em  of  exigence, — oa  it  were, 
tlteElill  Creatioa-days  of  the  whole  fu'ure  man, 
-~ht  had  breathed  the  only  wholesome  atmo- 
sphere, a  soft  atmosphere  of  affection  and  joy: 
the  invisible  seeds  which  are  one  day  to  ripen 
into  clear  Devoulness,  and  all  humane  Virtue, 
are  happily  sown  in  him.  Not  till  he  has 
gathered  force  for  resistance,  does  the  time  of 
conlradici it'll,  of  being  "purified  by  suffering," 
urive.  For  this  contradiction,  loo,  we  hare 
to  thank  [hose  Stnltgard  Schoolmasters  and 
their  purblind  Duke.  Had  the  system  they  fut. 
lowed  been  a  milder,  more  reasonable  one,  we 
should  Dot  indeed  have  altogether  lost  oai 
Poet,  for  Ihe  Poetry  lay  in  his  iumosi  soul,  and 
could  not  remain  uotitleredi  hut  we  might 
well  have  found  him  under  a  far  inferior  cha- 
racter ;  not  dependent  on  bimseirand  truth,  but 
dependent  on  the  world  and  its  gifts;  not 
standing  on  a  naure,  everlasting  basis,  hut  on 
an  accidental,  transient  one. 

In  Schiller  himself,  as  manifested  in  these 
emergencies,  we  already  trace  Ihe  chief  fea- 
tures which  distinguish  him  through  life.  A 
teDderoess,  a  sensitive  delicacy,  aggravated 
under  that  harsh  treatment,  issnes  in  a  certain 
ahyneas  and  reserve:  which,  as  conjoiited 
moreover  with  habits  of  internal  and  notof  ei- 
(emal  aciivily,  might  in  time  have  worked 
itself^  had  his  natural  temper  been  less  warm 
and  aTeclionaie,  into  timorous  self-sec lua ion, 
diasoctality,  and  even  positive  misanthropy. 
Nay,  generally  viewed,  there  is  much  in  Schil- 
ler al  this  epoch  that  lo  a  careless  observer 
might  have  passed  for  weakness ;  as  indeed, 
for  suDh  observers,  weakness,  and  fineness  of 
nature  are  easily  confounded.  One  element 
of  strength,  however,  and  the  root  of  all 
strength,  he  throDghoal  evinces  :  he 
.  thing,  and  knows  what  he  wills, 
has  a  purpose,  and  still  better,  a  right  purpo&e. 
He  already  loves  true  spiritual  Beamy,  with 
bis  whole  heart  and  his  whole  soulj  '  ' 
the  altainmeni,  for  the  pursuit  of  thii 
pared  (o  make  all  sacrifices.  As  a  dim  instinct, 
under  vague  forms,  this  aim  first  appears; 
gains  firce  with  his  force,  clearness  in  the  op- 
position itmu^tl  conquer;  and  at  length  declares 
itself,  with  a  peremptory  emphasis  which  will 
admit  of.no cinlradiction. 

As  a  mere  piece  of  literary  history,  these 
pasKages   of  Kchitler's   life  are   not  without 
interest ;  this  is  a  "persecution  for  conscieni 
sake,"  such  as  has  oHentr  befallen  heresy 
Religion,  than  heresy  in  Literature;  a  bli. 
struggle  til  ejiiingnishi.by  physical  violent 
Ihe  inward,  celestial  light  of  a  human  sou 
ani  here  in  regard  to  Literature,  as  in  regard 
to  Religion,  it  always  is  an  ineffectual  struggle. 
I>out'lless,  as  religions  Inquijt tors  have  often 


done,  these  secular  Inquisitors  meant  honeill} 
in  persecuting  i  and  since  Ihe  matter  weal 
well  in  spite  of  them,  their  interference  wilk 
it  may  he  forgiven  and  forgoiien.  We  ban 
dwelt  the  longeron  these  proceedings  of  thein, 
they  bring  us  lo  Ihe  grand  criiis  e( 
Schiller's  hislorjr,  and  for  the  first  ttnie  %\uiw 
his  will  ducisively  assertiug  itself,  dec!- 
'ely  proQouucicg  the  law  whereby  his  whale 
ure  life  is  to  be  governed.  He  himself  tqrt. 
"went  empty  away;  empty  in  puna  tM 
hope."  Vet  the  mind  that  dwell  in  him  wai 
till  there  witli  its  gifls;  and  the  task  of  bit 
lay  undivided  before  him.  He 
icefurth  a  Literary  Man ;  and  need  ^pear 
other  character.  "  All  my  connections,' 
lUld  ere  long  s^'.  "are  now  diaiolred. 
The  public  is  now  all  lo  me;  my  study, mf 
sovereign,  my  confidant.  To  the  public  alcne 
I  from  Ihis  time  belong ;  before  this  lai 
no  other  tribunal  will  I  place  myselfi  Ait 
alone  do  I  reverence  and  fear.  Sonelhiiv 
majestic  hovers  before  me,  as  I  determine  m* 
to  wear  no  other  fetters  but  the  sentence  gfllw 
world,  to  appeal  to  no  other  throne  butlhe  Mwl 

In  his  subsequent  life,  with  all  varieties  rf 
outward  fortune,  we  find  a  noble  inward  uni^. 
That  luvc  of  Literalure.  and  Ihat  rctoliuiimu 
abide  by  it  at  all  hazards,  do  not  forsake  bin 
He  wanders  through  the  world,  looks  at  k 
under  many  phases;  mingles  in  the  joys  of 
social  life;  is  a  husband,  father;  eiperiencN 
all  the  common  destinies  of  man  ;  bul  the  HOe 
"  radiant  guiding-siar"  which,  often  obscniej, 
had  led  hitn  safe  through  the  perpleiitiet  of 
his  youth,  now  shines  on  him  with  DnwaveriiiK 
light.  In  all  relations  and  eonditioas,  Bebilkl' 
is  blameless,  amiable ;  he  is  even  little  tenfM 
to  err.  Thai  high  purpose  aher  spirilnal  pei^ 
fcction,  which  with  him  was  a  love  of  Pocilft 
and  an  unwearied,  aclive  love,  is  ilselli  whin 
pure  and  supreme,  the  necessary  parenl  i£ 
good  conduct,  as  of  nitble  feeling.  With  ■& 
men  it  should  be  pure  and  supreme;  for  ioMt 
or  the  other  shape  it  is  Ihe  true  end  of  nM^' 
life.  Neither  in  any  Inan  is  it  ever  vlwQti 
obliterated;  with  the  most,  however,  ilKmdM 
a  passive  sentiment,  an  idle  wish.  Anderlt 
with'  the  small  residue  of  men  in  a^xra  h' 
attains  some  measure  of  activity,  who  wooU 
he  Poets  in  act  or  word,  how  seldom  is  ilAa 
sincere  and  hjghe.<it  purpose,  how  seUoU  n- 
mixed  with  vulgar  ambition,  and  low,  n^n 
eanhly  aims,  which  dislort  or  utterly  petrMt 
lifestalions !  With. Schiller,  igaia.  ft 
one  thing  needful;  Ihe  QrsI  dUy^Ar 
ill  other  diiiles  worked  together.  nBJer 
which  all  other  duties  quietly  prosperod,  U  i 
nnder  their  rightful  sni-ereign.  Worldly  pR-M 
ferment,  fame  itself,  tie  did  not  covet:  T*t  ^  I 
fame  he  reaps  the  mosi  plenteous  liarvcaiiuifl 
of  worldly  goods  vhat  little  he  ranted  il 
the  end  made  sure  lo  him.  His  mild,  boi 
characier  everywhere  gains  him  friends:  I 
upright,  peaceful,  aimpte  life  is  honouraUe^te 
Ihe  eyes  of  all;  and  they  who  know  Ik 
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llei^s  literary  life  there  was  none  so  im- 
int  for  him  as  his  connection  with  Goethe, 
use  onr  old  fignre,  we  might  say,  that  if 
Her  was  a  Priest,  then  was  Goethe  the 
kop  from  whom  he  first  acquired  clear  spi- 
ll light,  by  whose  hands  he  was  ordained  to 
priesthood.  Their  friendship  has  been 
h  celebrated,  and  deserved  to  be  so ;  it  is  a 
'  relation ;  unhappily  too  rare  in  Literature ; 
re  if  a  Swift  and  Pope  can  even  found  an 
srious  Duumvirate,  on  little  more  than 
ually-tolerated  pride,  and  part  the  spoils, 
K>me  time,  without  quarrelling,  it  is  thought 
edit.  Seldom  do  men  combine  so  steadily 
warmly  for  such  purposes, — which  when 
(hed  in  the  economical  balance  are  but 
Amer.  It  appears  also  that  preliminary 
sulties  stood  in  the  way;  prepossessions 
ome  strength  had  to  be  conquered  on  both 
s.  For  a  number  of  years,  the  two,  by 
dent  or  choice,  never  met,  and  their  first 
nriew  scarcely  promised  any  permanent 
roximation.  **  On  the  whole,"  says  Schiller, 
is  personal  meeting  has  not  at  all  dimin- 
id  the  idea,  great  as  it  was,  which  I  had 
fiously  formed  of  Goethe;  but  I  doubt 
ether  we  shall  ever  come  into  close  com- 
nication  with  each  other.  Much  that  still 
erests  me  has  already  had  its  epoch  with 
k  His  whole  nature  is,  from  its  very  origin, 
lerwise  constructed  than  mine :  his  world  is 
t  my  world ;  our  modes  of  conceiving  things 
pctr  to  be  essentially  different  From  such 
combination  no  secure  substantial  intimacy 
I  result" 

Nevertheless,  in  spite  of  far  graver  preju- 
ss  on  the  part  of  Goethe, — to  say  nothing  of 
poor  jealousies  which  in  another  man  so 
nmstanced  would  openly  or  secretly  have 
t  at  work, — a  secure  substantial  intimacy 
result — manifesting  itself  by  continual  good 
PS,  and  interrupted  only  by  death.  If  we 
rd  the  relative  situation  of  the  parties,  and 
'  conduct  in  this  matter,  we  must  recognise 
oth  of  them  no  little  social  virtue;  at  all 
^ts,  a  deep  disinterested  love  of  worth.  In 
Case  of  Goethe,  more  especially,  who,  as 
*lder  and  every  way  greater  of  the  two,  has 
'  to  expect  in  comparison  with  what  he 
ft»  this  friendly  union,  had  we  space  to  ex- 
^  its  nature  and  progress,  would  give  new 
'f  that,  as  poor  Jung  Stilling  also  experi- 
*<i, "  the  man's  heart,  which  few  know,  is 
*yie  and  noble  as  his  genius,  which  all 
'•'-*'  By  Goethe,  and  this  even  before  the 
of  their  friendship.  Schiller's  outward  in- 
^ts  had  been  essentially  promoted :  he  was 
>dnced  under  that  sanction,  into  the  ser- 
of  Weimar,  to  an  academic  office,  to  a 
^ion :  his  whole  way  was  made  smooth  for 
*  In  spiritual  matters,  this  help,  or  rather 
Is  say  co-operation,  for  it  came  not  in  the 
>♦  of,  help,  but  of  reciprocal  service,  was 
Ull  more  lasting  consequence.  By  the  side 
^ts  friend,  Schiller  rises  into  the  highest 
Ons  of  Art  he  ever  reached;  and  in  all 
thy  things  is  sure  of  sympathy,  of  one  wise 
ktnent  amid  a  crowd  of  unwise  ones,  of  one 
^ful  hand  amid  many  hostile.  Thus  out- 
dly  and  inwardly  assisted  and  confirmed, 
lenceforth  goes  on  bis  way  with  new  stead- 
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fastness,  turning  neither  to  the  right  band,  noT 
to  the  left;  and  while  days  are  given  him,  de- 
votes them  wholly  to  his  best  duty.  It  is  rare 
that  one  man  can  do  so  much  for  another,  can 
permanently  benefit  another;  so  mournfully, 
in  giving  and  receiving,  as  in  most  charitable 
affections  and  finer  movements  of  our  nature, 
are  we  all  held  in  by  that  paltry  vanity,  which, 
under  reputable  names,  usurps,  on  both  sides, 
a  sovereignty  it  has  no  claim  to.  Nay,  many 
limes,  when  our  friend  would  honestly  help  as, 
and  strives  to  do  it,  yet  will  he  never  bring  him- 
self to  understand  what  we  really  need,  and  so 
to  forward  us  on  our  own  path ;  but  insists 
more  simply  on  us  taking  his  path,  and  leaves 
us  as  incorrigible  because  we  will  not  and  can- 
not Thus  '*men  are  solitary  among  each 
other;"  no  one  will  help  his  neighbour;  each 
has  even  to  assume  a  defensive  attitude  lest  his 
neighbour  hinder  him ! 

Of  Schiller's  zealous,  entire  devotedness  to 
Literature  we  have  already  spoken  as  of  his 
crowning  virtue,  and  the  great  source  of  his 
welfare.  With  what  ardour  he  pursued  this 
object  his  whole  life,  from  the  earliest  stage  of 
it,  had  given  proof:  but  the  clearest  proof, 
clearer  even  than  that  youthful  self-exile,  was 
reserved  for  his  later  years,  when  a  lingering, 
incurable  disease  had  laid  on  him  its  new  and 
ever-galling  burden.  At  no  period  of  Schiller's 
history  does  the  native  nobleness  of  his  cha* 
racter  appear  so  decidedly,  as  now  in  this  sea- 
son of  silent,  unwitnessed  heroism,  when  the 
dark  enemy  dwelt  within  himself,  unconquer- 
able, yet  ever,  in  all  other  struggles,  to  be  kept 
at  bay.  We  have  medical  evidence  that  during 
the  last  fiAeen  years  of  his  life,  not  a  moment 
could  have  been  free  of  pain.  Yet  he  utters 
no  complaint  In  this  *'  Correspondence  with 
Goethe  we  see  him  cheerful,  laborious ; 
scarcely  speaking  of  his  maladies,  and  then 
only  historically,  in  the  style  of  a  third  parly, 
as  it  were,  calculating  what  force  and  length 
of  days  might  still  remain  at  his  disposal.  Nay, 
his  highest  poetical  performances,  we  may  say 
all  that  are  truly  poetical,  belong  to  this  era. 
If  we  recollect  how  many  poor  valetudinarians, 
Rousseaus,  Cowpers,  and  the  like,  men  other- 
wise of  fine  endowment,  dwindle  under  the  in- 
fluence of  nervous  disease,  into  pining  wretch- 
edness, some  into  madness  itseff ;  and  then  that 
Schiller,  under  the  like  influence,  wrote  some 
of  his  deepest  speculations,  and  all  his  genuine 
dramas,  from  Wallemtein  to  Wtlhelm  Tell,  we 
shall  the  better  estimate  his  merit 

It  has  been  said  that  only  in  Religion,  or 
something  equivalent  to  Religion,  can  human 
nature  support  itself  under  such  trials.  But 
Schiller  too  had  his  Religion !  was  a  Worship- 
per, nay,  as  we  have  often  said,  a  Priest ;  and 
so  in  his  earthly  sufleriugs  wanted  not  a  hea- 
venly stay.  Without  some  such  stay  his  life 
might  well  have  been  intolerable;  stnptof  the 
Ideal,  what  remained  for  him  in  the  Real  was 
I  but  a  poor  matter.  Do  we  talk  of  his  •♦  happi- 
ness !"  Alas,  what  is  the  loAiesl  flight  of  genius, 
the  finest  frenzy  that  ever  for  moments  united 
Heaven  with  Earth, to  the  perennial  never-fail- 
ing joys  of  a  digestive-apparatus  thoroughly 
eupeptic]  Has  not  the  turtle-eating  man  an 
eternal  sunshine  of  the  breast?     Does  not  his 
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Bot\, — vhfCh,  u  to  some  SclavoDic  dialect!;, 
means  his  3tomact),r-wl  fi-r  vver  at  Jiis  ra.se. 
«iiirraf>ped  in  wunn  caniliiiiFuli,  amifi  spiny 
odoiirH ;  enjaymg  ibe  past,  itie  prescnl  and  ilie 
jucorc;  anil  only  awakEiiin^rroTD  itsBoD  Iraoce 
10  ibe  tobvi  cenainiy  of  a  siiJI  higher  bliss  each 
ncal-ltiBe — ihree  or  even  f.ior  visions  of 
Heftven  in  the  space  oTuDc  solar  daj  !    Whiie 

cd'Ihe  mind,  ideal,  inlernal ;  when  Ihf  mildew 
I^Dfiering  diNfase  has  strncli  ihal  world,  add 
beytn  Ui  biBCkrn  and  consume  iis  beauty,  vhM 
remains  bui  de^pondenof,  and  biiLeriicsi,  and 
desolate  soTKiw  fell  and  oniicipaLed  toiheendl" 


sion,  as  Ihe  beginning  of  dl  good T"  Wcnpr 
doDlrine  ri|;bt,  for  what  should  wrslm^lrnl 
nur  whole  mighl,  f'lr  what  pray  lo  Hcitu,!! 
not  ihal  itie  "  malndy  of  Ihoughr  n/^lnli 
nlierly  ^ed  wiihin  m.  and  a  power  of  iM 
iioii  and  secTCftion,  Hi  which  ihal  pfibfliif 
were  Iriding,  be  imparlFd  i 
Whereupon  Ihe  olhers  deny  thai  ibnofjl  il^ 
malady  :lh81  increBM  of  knowWgf  111 


"Wo  to  blm,"  coQtinueE  thii  Jeremiah,  "if 
hii  will  likewise  falter,  if  his  resolmion  fail, 
uid  his  spirit  beod  iu  neck  lo  Ihe  yoke  of  Ibis 
new  enemy !  Idleness  and  a  dislurbed  imagi- ' 
nation  will  gain  the  mastery  of  him,  and  lei : 
loose  Iheir  Ifaoasand  fiends  lu  harass  him,  lo  . 
torment  hiro  inio  madnes*.  Alas !  the  bondage  I 
of  Algiers  is  freedon)  compared  with  Ihis  of 
(he  sick. man  of  genius,  whose  bean  has  faint- 
ed, and  sunk  beneaih  its  load.  Hi«  clay  dwell- 
ing is  changed  into  a  gloomy  -prison ;  every 
nerve  has  become  an  avenue  of  disgnst  or  an- 
guish, and  the  soul  siu  within  in  her  melan- 
choly loneliness,  a  prey  lo  (he  spectres  of  des- 
pair, Qr  slnpitied  with  excess  of  sufTeriogi 
doomed,  as  it  were,  to  a  life-in-death.  to  a  con- 
sciousness of  agonized  eiislence,  wilhoul  the 
consciousness  of  power  which  should  accom- 
pany it.  Happily  death,  or  enlire  (^luity,  U 
length  puts  an  end  to  ruch  scenes  at  ignoble 
misery,  which,  however,  ignoble  as  they  are, 
we  onghl  lo  view  with  pily  rather  than  eon- 
tempi."— Z../(  of  SrhitUr,  p.  167. 

Xe\  on  the  whole,  we  say,  it  is  a  shame  for 
^e  man  of  genius  lo  complain.  Has  be  not 
a  "light  from  Heaven"  wiihin  him,  to  which 
the  splendour  of  all  earihly  thrones  and  prin- 
cipalitie:,  if  but  darkness!  And  (he  headlhat 
wears  such  a  crown  grudges  lo  lie  Qneasyl 
If  Ibat  same  "  light  from  Heaven,"  shining 
through  (he  falsest  media,  supported  Syrian 
Simon  ihrough  all  weather  on  his  si»ty-feet  pil- 
lar, or  The  siill  more  wonderful  Eremite,  who 
walled  himf  elf,  for  life,  up  to  the  chin,  in  stone 
and  morlar;  bow  much  more  shonid  it  do, 
when  shining  direct  and  pure  ttom  all  inter- 
niiiiure  1  Let  the  modem  Priest  of  wisdom 
other  tiutfer  his  small  persecutions  and  inflic- 
tions, ihoagh  sickness  he  of  the  nnmber,  in 
patience,  or  admil  thai  ancient  fanatics  and  bed- 
lamites were  truer  worshippers  ibao  be. 

A  foolish  controversy  on  this  subject  of  hap- 

Sness  now  and  ihen  occupies  some  intellectual 
nner-panyi  speculative  gentlemen  we  have 
seen,  more  than  once,  almost  forget  their  wine 
in  arguing  whether  Happiness  was  ihe  chief 
«nd  of  man.  The  most  cry  out,  with  Pope: 
"  Happiness,  our  being's  end  and  aim;"  and 
ask  whether  il  is  even  conceivable  that  wc 
should  f.illow  any  other.  How  comes  it.  then, 
cry  the  Opposiiion,  that  (he  gross  ore  happier 
than  the  refined;  that  even  though  we  kniiw 
them  10  be  happier,  we  wonid  not  chanjie 
places  with  ihem!  Isii  not  written,  "increase 
of  knowledge  is  increase  of  sorrow!"  And 
yet  also  wriilen,  in  characters  still  more  inef- 
fteeable,  "PoiMe  knowtedBe,  attain  clear  vl- 


menl  circulates,  and  Ihe  bollles  suad  mil 
So  far  as  thai  Happiness  question  uue 
ihe  symposia  of  specnlaiive  geDtlnant- 
ralher  as  it  really  is  a  good  endanngtal 
whereon  lo  chop  logic,  for  those  u  mail 
we  wilb  great  williognesc  leave  il  resitl| 
its  own  botlom.  But  there  are  eanKslnH 
for  whom  Troih  i>  no  plsythinj,  bni  ikl 
of  life;  men  whiiffllhe  "  solid re^ilToriM 
will  noi  carry  forward;  who  wheoUie'lW 
voice"  is  silent  in  ihem,  are  powerless.  »if'^ 
the  loud  hniaiiog  of  millions  !Bpplj[  ft* 
of  11.  To  these  men,  seeking  aoii«# 
(Tuidance ;  feeling  thai  did  ihey  nace  cim 
ihe  right,  ihey  would  follow  ii  ahenti 
weal  or  to  wo,  comparatively  csrelea*! 
10  these  men  the  question,  vhai  is  iht  |l 
aim  of  man,  has  a  deep  and  awful  isMB 
For  the  sake  of  such,  it  may  be  rtrt 
thai  the  origin  of  this  aT^fumeol,  bVe  iln 
every  other  argument  under  the  sun, 
confusion  of  language.  If  Happiness  • 
Welfare,  ihere  is  no  doubt  but  all  men  6" 
and  mnsl  pursue  their  Welfare,  tf 
pnrsne  what  is  worthy  of  their  purson.  1 


f.  on  ihe  other  hand,  1 
most   men    it  does,   "  agreeable   ^eaat 
Enjoyment  refined  or  not,  Ihen  muiiwc* 
ihat  thete  >>  a  doubt;  or  rather  ibal  tbei 
cenainiy  Ihe  oihar  way.    Siricily  eoosi 
ihis  irulh,  that  man  has   in   him  som 
higher  than  a  Love  of  Pleasure,  latt  PL^ 
in  what  sense  you  will,  has  been  the  ten* 
true  Teachers  and  Preachers,  since  lb*  * 
oing  of  the  world ;  and  in  (■ne  or  anolbw 
lect,  we  may  hope,  will  continue  to  bepm 
and  lanpht  till  ihe  world  end.    Neilh«« 
own  day  without  ils  asserlers  thererfi ' 
for  example,  does  the  aslonisbed  ie*d"i 
1  of  this  litlle  sentence  from  Schiller's  £ 
I  Lrilen'     Il  is  on  that  old  quesliaa  lit_^ 
!  provemcnt  of  Ihe  species;"  which,  howe™ 
;  handled  here  in  a  very  new  mannei. 
1      "The  first  acquisitions,   Ihen,  whit*  < 
'  gaihered  in  the  Kingdom  of  Spirt  "'"^ 
.  and  Fear ;  both,  il  is  inie,  prodnds  of  »■ 
j  noiofSense;  but  of  a  Heason  that  mun* 
,  object,  and   mistook  in  mode  of  applie" 
Fruiis  of  this  Kame  tree  are  all  your  Hspp* 
Systems.  (GflinbfKgJlrifMjJtonf,!  wh(lh«l 
have  foe  object  Ihe  passing  Day.ordie"" 
of  life,  or  what  renders   ibem  no  til 
venerable,  the  whole  of  Eiemilr.    Aboi 
duralioo  of  Being  and  Well-being  (ftwi 
nihltryn,)  simply  for  Being  and  WflU 
sake,  is  an  Ideal  belonging  lo  Appeuu 
and  which  only  Ihe  srruggle  of  mere  *■— j 
ism,  (nMui,}  longiot  to  he  infiniK.  f 


SCfHlLLEB. 


385 


.  7*hns  without  gaining  any  thing  for 
nhood,  he,  by  this  first  effort  of  Reason, 
le  happy  limitation  of  the  Aninnal ;  and 
w  only  the  nnenviable  superiority  of 
g:  the  Present  in  an  effort  directed  to  the 
?e,  and  whereby  still,  in  the  whole 
ess  Distance,  nothing  but  the  Present  is 
for." — Frieft  uber  die  Mtthftische  Erzic- 
rs  Mcntchen,  B.  24. 

JE»thetic  Lettersj  in  which  this  and  many 
per  matters  come  into  view,  will  one  day 
e  a  long  chapter  to  themselves.  Mean- 
we  cannot  but  remark,  as  a  cunous 
om  of  this  time,  that  the  pursuit  of 
f  sensuous  good,  of  personal  Pleasure  in 
hape  or  other,  should  be  the  universally 
led  formula  of  man's  whole  duty.  Once, 
ras  had  his  Zeno;  and  if  the  herd  of 
ind  have  at  all  times  been  the  slaves  of 
^  Drudging  anxiously  for  their  mess  of 
fi  or  filling  themselves  with  swine's 
.^earnest  natures  were  not  wanting,  who, 
St  in  theory,  asserted  for  their  kind  a 
'  vocation  than  this ;  declaring,  as  they 
that  man's  soul  was  no  dead  Balance 
lotives"  to  sway  hither  and  thither,  but 
g,  divine  Soul,  indefeasibly  Free,  whose 
ght  it  was  to  be  the  servant  of  Virtue, 
ess,  God,  and  in  such  service  to  be 
1  without  fee  or  reward.  Now-a-days, 
er,  matters  are,  on  all  hands,  managed 
re  prudently.  The  choice  of  Hercules 
not  occasion  much  difficulty  in  these 
io  any  young  man  of  talent.  On  the  one 
-by  a  path  which  is  steep,  indeed,  yet 
icd  b}^much  travelling,  and  kept  in  con- 
repair  by  many  a  moral  Macadam — 
s  (in  patent  calefactors)  a  Dinner  of  in- 
able  courses ;  on  the  other,  by  a  down- 
path,  through  avenues  of  very  mixed 
tcr,  frowns  in  the  distance  a  grim  Gal- 
probably  "improved  drop."  Thus  is 
the  only  God  of  these  days ;  and  our 
Benthamites  are  but  a  small  Provincial 
of  that  boundless  Communion.  With- 
ft  of  prophecy  we  may  predict,  that  the 
ling  bush-fire  which  is  kept  up  here  and 
against  that  body  of  well-intentioned 
nust  one  day  become  a  universal  battle ; 
e  grand  question.  Mind  versta  Matter,  be 
under  new  forms  judged  of  and  decided. 
we  wander  too  far  from  our  task;  to 
,  therefore,  nothing  doubtful  of  a  pros- 
(  issue  in  due  time  to  that  Utilitarian 
le,  we  hasten  to  return, 
brming  for  ourselves  some  picture  of 
*r  as  a  man,  of  what  may  be  called  his 
character,  perhaps  the  very  perfection 
manner  of  existence  tends  to  diminish 
timate  of  its  merits.  What  he  aimed  at 
I  attained  in  a  singular  degree.  His  life, 
St  from  the  period  of  manhood,  is  still 
ledr— of  clear  even  course.  The  com- 
e»s  of  the  victory  hides  from  us  the 
tude  of  the  struggle.  On  the  whole, 
er,  we  may  adroit,  that  his  character 
lot  so  much  a  great  character  as  a  holy 
We  have  often  named  him  a  Priest ;  and 
tie,  with  the  quiet  loftiness, — the  pure, 
cd,  only  internal,  yet  still  heavenly  worth 
tonid  belong  to  it,  perhaps  best  describes 


him.  One  high  enthusiasm  takes  possession 
of  his  whole  nature.  Herein  lies  his  strength, 
as  well  as  the  task  he  has  to  do;  for  this  he 
lived,  and  we  may  say  also  he  died  for  it.  In 
his  life  we  see  not  that  the  social  affections 
played  any  deep  part.  As  a  son,  husband, 
father,  friend,  he  is  ever  kindl}',  honest,  amia- 
ble; but  rarely,  if  at  all,  do  outward  things 
stimulate  him  into  what  can  be  called  passion. 
Of  the  wild  loves  and  lamentations,  and  all  the 
fierce  ardour  that  distinguish,  for  instance,  bis 
Scottish  contemporar)'.  Burns,  there  is  scarcely 
any  trace  here.  In  fact,  it  was  towards  the 
Ideal,  not  towards  the  Actual,  that  Schiller*s 
faith  and  hope  was  directed.  His  highest  hap- 
piness lay  not  in  outward  honour,  pleasure,  so- 
cial recreation,  perhaps  not  even  in  friendly 
affection,  such  as  the  world  could  show  it ;  but 
in  the  realm  of  Poetry,  a  city  of  the  mind, 
where,  for  him,  all  that  was  true  and  noble  had 
foundation.  His  habits,  accordingly,  though  far 
from  dissocial,  were  solitary ;  his  chief  business 
and  chief  pleasure  lay  in  silent  meditation. 

"  His  intolerance  of  interruptions,"  we  are 
told  at  an  early  period  of  his  life,  **  first  put 
him  on  the  plan  of  studying  by  night ;  an  al- 
luring, but  pernicious  practice,  which  began 
at  Dresden,  and  was  never  afterwards  given  up. 
His  recreations  breathed  a  similar  spirit :  he 
loved  to  be  much  alone,  and  stfongly  moved. 
The  banks  of  the  Elbe  were  the  favourite*  re- 
sort of  his  mornings:  here,  wandering  in  soli- 
tude, amid  groves  and  lawns,  and  green  and 
beautiful  places,  he  abandoned  his  mind  to  de- 
licious musings;  or  meditated  on  the  cares 
and  studies  which  had  lately  been  employing, 
and  were  again  soon  to  employ  him.  At  times 
he  might  be  seen 'floating  on  the  river,  in  a 
gondola,  feasting  himself  with  the  loveliness 
of  earth  and  sky.  He  delighted  most  to  be 
there  when  tempests  were  abroad  ;  his  unquiet 
spirit  found  a  solace  in  the  expression  of  its 
own  unrest  on  the  face  of  Nature;  danger  lent 
a  charm  to  his  situation  ;  he  felt  in  harmony 
with  the  scene,  when  the  rack  was  sweeping 
stormfully  across  the  heavens,  and  the  forests 
were  sounding  in  the  breeze,  and  the  river  was 
rolling  its  chafed  waters  into  wild  eddjring 
heaps."  . 

*'  During  summer,"  it  is  mentioned  at  a  sab- 
sequent  date,  "his  place  of  study  was  in  a 
garden  which  he  at  length  purchased,  in  the 
suburbs  of  Jena,  not  far  from  the  Weselhoft's 
house,  where,  at  that  time,  was  the  office  of  the 
Jllgemeine  Litteraturzeitung.  Reckoning  from 
the  market-place  of  Jena,  it  lies  on  the  south-' 
west  border  of  the  town,  between  the  Engel- 
gatter  and  the  Neuthor,  in  a  hollow  defile, 
through  which  a  part  of  the  Leutrabach  flows 
round  the  city.  On  the  top  of  the  acclivity, 
from  which  there  is  a  beautiful  prospect  into 
the  valley  of  the  Saal,  and  the  fir-mountains 
of  the  neighbouring  forest,  Schiller  built  him- 
self a  small  house  with  a  single  chamber.  It 
was  his  favourite  abode  during  hours  of  com- 
position ;  a  great  part  of  the  works  he  then 
wrote  were  written  here.  In  winter  he  likewise 
dwelt  apart  from  the  tumult  of  men, — in  Gries- 
bach's  house,  on  the  outside  of  the  city  trench. 
On  sitting  down  to  his  desk  at  night,  he  was 
wont  to  keep  some  strong  coflee,  or  wine-cho- 
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properly  ihe  cxpoiieni  or  low  thinin ;  Ibal 
Vhich  first  renders  ibem  poetical  to  the  ntiai. 
The  IDBO  of  Humour  snes  commoD  life,  even 
inpan  lite,  under  the  bc*  light  of  aportfulnesB 
ftad  love;  whatever  has  eiisteoce  has  a  charm 
for  him.  Humoor  has  justly  been  regarded  as 
the  fioeil  perfection  -Of  poetic  genius.  He  who 
wants  it,  be  his  other  gifts  what  Ihey  may,  has 
mly  half  a  mind;  an  eye  for  what  is  above 
hi»,  DOl  for  what  is  about  him  or  below  hitn. 
Now,  among  all  writers  of  any  real  poetic 
gcniiis,  WB  caiknot  recollect  one  who,  in  thts 
respect,  Wthibits  such  total  deficiency  as 
SchilKr.  In  his  whole  writings  there  is 
scarotly  any  vesiige«f  it.  scarcely  any  aliampl 
that  way.  His  nnUire  was  without  Humouri 
and  he  had  tou  true  a  feeling  to  adopt  any 
counlerfeit  in  its  stead.  TJihb  no  drollery  or 
carieaiure,  t-lill  less  any  barren  mocker}', 
which,  in  the  hundred  cases,  are  alt  that  we 
find  passing  current  a'  Humour,  discover 
(bemielves  in  Schiller.  His  works  are  full  of 
laboured  Earnestness  ;  be  is  the  gravest  of  ttll 
writers.  Soma  of  his  critical  discussions, 
ospeeially  ift.  Ihe  AtilitiUcht  BHi/e.  where  be 
designates  the  ultimate  height  of  man's  culture 
by  Ihe  lille  SpuUrieh,  (literally,  8 pon-imp ills e.) 
prore  that  he  knew  what  Humour  wbh,  aiid 
how  essential;  as  indeed,  lo  his  intellect,  all 
forms  of  excellence,  even  the  roost  alien  to  his 
own,  were  paiuted  with  a  wonderful  fidelity. 
Nevertheless  he  himself  attains  not  that  heigbl 
which  he  saw  so  clearly;  to  the  last  the  Spiil- 
tritb  could  be  little  more  than  a  theory  wilh 
him.  Wilh  Ihe  single  eiception  of  WaUm- 
Htin't  tapT,  where,  loo,  the  Humour,  if  it  be 
such,  IS  nol  deep,  his  other  allempls  at  mirlb, 
fonanaiely  very  few,  are  of  ihe  heaviest.  A 
rigid  intensity,  a  serious  enthusiastic  ardour, 
majesty  mther  than  grace,  suit  mure  than 
lighlne^s  or  sportfulness.  characterizes  bim. 
Wit  he  hodr  such  wil  as  keen  intellectual  in- 
sight can  give;  yel  even  of  this  no  large 
endowment.  Perhaps  he  was  too  honest,  too 
siooere,  for  the  exercise  of  wit ;  too  intent  on 
the  deeper  relations  0^  things  to  nole  their 
more  transient  collisions.  Besides,  he  dealt  in 
Affirmation,  a.iid  not  in  Negation;  in  which 
last,  it  has  been  said,  the  material  of  wit 
chiefly  lies. 

These  observations  are  [o  point  out  for  us 
the  special  depBrtmenl  and  limits  of  Schiller's 
excellence  {  nowise  to  call  in  question  its  re- 
ality. Of  his  noble  sense  for  Truth,  both  in 
speculation  and  in  action ;  of  bis  deep,  genial 
iaaighl  into  nature;  and  the  living  harmony 
in  which  he  renders  back  what  is  highest  and 
grandesl  in  Nature,  no  reader  of  his  works 
need  be  reminded.  In  whatever  belongs  to 
the  pathetic,  the  heroic,  the  tragically  elevat- 
ing, Schiller  is  at  home;  a  master;  nay,  per- 
haps Ihe  greatest  of  all  late  poets.  To  the 
assuiuooB  student,  moreover,  moch  else  that 
lay  in  Schiller,  hot  was  never  worked  into 
shape,  will  become  partially  visible:  deep  in- 
exhaustible mines  o(  thought  and  feetiugi  a 
whole  world  of  ifitls,  the  finest  produce  of 
which  was  but  beginning  to  be  realmed.  To 
his  high-minded,  unwearied  efforts  what  wa<: 
impossible,  harllength  of  years  been  granted 
bia  I    There'  is  a  lone  in  some  of  his  later 


pieces,  which  hare  and  there  brealhes  of  lb( 
very  highest  region  of  An.    Not  are  i' 
tural  or  accideuial  defects  we  have  notised  ii 


a  gcniu; 


elude    him  from   the    riuik   of   great   PsMs. 
Poets  whom  the  whole  world  reckons  gmk 
liava,  more  than  once,  exhibited  the  like.    Hit 
ton,  fiir  example,  shares   most  of  them  mi 
bim :  like  acbiller  he  dwells,  wilh  full  povi^ 
only  in  ibe  high   and   earnest;   in   all  ol^  ~ 
provinces  exhibiting  a  certain  inaptitude, 
elepbaniine  nnpliaucy ;  be  loo  ha.«  littlt  I 
moiir;  his  coar&B   invective   has   in   ii  o 
templtlODs  emphasis  enough,  yel  scarcely  l^, 
graedbl  sport.     lodeed,  on   the  positive  ui^ 
also,  these  iwo  worihies  are  not  witboutan; 
semblance.     Under  far  other  circumilaiHat 
with  les«  mafsiveness,  and  vehemeal  sin 
>ul,  there  is  in  Schiller  the  same  jbl 


the 
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.  towards  whatever 
i>  Nature  and  in  Art.  which  lubtil 
they  both,  each  in  his  several  way,  x 
wilh  undivided  hearu  There  is  not  in 
ler's  nature  Ihe  same  rich  complex! 
rhythm,  OS  in  Milton's,  wilb  its  depth  of  I 
sweetness;  yel  in  Schiller  loo  Ibcre  u 
thing  of  the  same  pure,  swelling  force.] 
tone  which,  like  Milton's,  is  deep, 

II  was  as  a  Dramatic  Aalhor  thai 
distinguished  himself  to  ihe  world:  yet 

we  feel  «j  if  chance  rather  than  a 

den cy  had  led  htm  itiio  this  province; 

lyrical,  perhaps  even  epic,  rather  thaa 
tic,     He  dwelt  within  himself,  and 
without  e Sort,  and  then  only  withia.* 
range,  body  forth  olher  forms  of  beil 
much  of  what  is  called  bis  poeirr 
tis,  utiiuled  above,  oratorical 
elieaj;  his  first  bias  might  have 
a  speaker,  rather  thau 
less,  a  pure  fire  dwell  deep 
only  ill  Poetry,  of  one  or  ihe 
this  find  ullerance.    The  resi  of  hi 
Ihe  same  time,  has  a  certain   proiaio 
so  thai  notwilhoDl  tlrenoous  and  CO 
denvours,  long  persisted  in,  coold 
quality  evolve  iLself.    Quite  purr,  i 
all-sovereign   element,  ii   perhaps 
evolve   itself;  and  among  soch  co 
deavours,  a  small  accident   might 
large  portions  in  its  course.  . 

Of  Schiller's  honest,  undivided  leil  itt8\ 
great  problem  of  self-caltivaiion,  wr  bafeaAS 
spoken.  Whal  progress  he  had  made,  uik 
spite  of  whal  di/iictilties,  appears,  if  mCM* 
IrasI  his  earlier  compositions  with  tbOM  if 
his  later  years.  A  few  specimens  of  hiA 
we  shall  here  present     By  this  ROW 


s  nemii 


hof  01 
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with  Schiller,  may  gain  some  clearer 
of  his  poetic  individuality  ihao  any  d 
lion  of  ours  could  give.  We  shall  u 
Robiuri,  as  his  first  performance,  what  be  H*'  1 
self  calls  "a  monster  produced  by  At  fU»  I 
lur^l  onion  of  Oenius  wilh  Thra''  "  "  ""  " 
fierce  fuliginous  lire  ihitt  bnrn*  in 
lar  piece  will  siill  be  difeeriiilite  i 
passages.    The  folluwioH  S 
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itT  Tehicle  of  our  eommon  English  ver> 
, us  not  wanted  its  admirers;  it  in  the 
)nd  of  the  Third  Act. 

Country  on  the  Danube, 

Ths  Robbers. 

wqied  on  a  Height,  under  TVwj :  the  Hortes  art 
grazing  on  the  IIUl  further  doum,) 

BOB.  I  can  no  farther  (throws  himself  on  the 
md,)  My  limbs  ache  as  if  groond  to 
es.  My  tongue  parched  as  a  potsherd. 
weilzer  glides  away  unperceioed.)  I  would 
jon  to  fetch  me  a  handfal  of  water  from 
Ktream ;  but  ye  all  are  wearied  to  de«th. 
awARz.  And  the  wine  too  is  all  down 
t,  in  our  jacks. 

ooR.  See,  how  lovely  the  Harvest  looks ! — 
Trees  almost  breaking  under  their  load, 
vine  full  of  hope. 
un.  It  is  a  plentiful  year. 
MB.  Think'st  thou? — And  so  one  toil  in 
world  will  be  repaid.  One? — Yet  over 
t  there  may  come  a  hailstorm,  and  shatter 
to  ruin. 

■WARS.  Possible  enough,  it  might  all  be 
id  two  hours  before  reaping. 
WB.  Ay,  so  say  I.  It  will  all  be  ruined. 
'  should  man  prosper  in  what  he  has  from 
knt;  when  he  fails  in  what  makes  him 
the  Gods  1^-or  is  this  the  true  aim  of  his 

tBjt 

■WAms.  I  know  it  not 
OR.  Thou  hast  said  well ;  and  done  still 
r,  if  thou  never  tri'dst  to  know  it ! — Bro- 
-4  bare  looked  at  men,  at  their  insect- 
(ties,  and  giant  projects — their  godlike 
nes  and  mouselike  occupations — their 
Irons  race-running  aAer  Happiness ; — he 
Dg  to  the  gallop  of  his  horse, — he  to  the 
of  his  ass, — a  third  to  his  own  legs;  this 
ling  lottery  of  life,  in  which  so  imiDy  a 
nre  stakes  his  innocence,  and — his  llea- 

all  trying  for  a  prize,  and — blanks  are 
rbole  drawing, — there  was  not  a  prize  in 
»lch.    It  is  a  drama,  Brothei',  to  bring 

into  thy  eyes,  if  it  tickle  thy  midriff  to 
bter. 

■WARS.  How  gloriously  the  sun  is  setting 
ler! 

Mft  (Ibtf  in  the  view.)    So  dies  a  Hero ! — 
«  wony  pped ! 
UMv.  It  seems  to  move  thee. 
OCR.  When  I  was  a  lad — it  was  my  darling 
ght  to  live  so,  to  die  so-— (trt/A  suppressed 
J    It  was  a  lad's  thought ! 
UMM.  I  hope  so,  truly. 
■OR  (draws  ku  hat  down  on  his  face  A    There 
a  time— Leave  me  alone,  comrades. 
anrARs.  Moor!   Moor!  What,    Devil? — 
f  his  colour  goes  ! 

BiMM.  Ha !  What  ails  him  !  Is  he  ill  ? 
BOR.  There  was  a  time  when  I  could  not 
Pb  if  my  evening  prayer  had  been  foigot- 

iiMir.  Art  thou  g«ing  crazed  ?    Will  Moor 

Dcb  milksop  fancies  tutor  him? 

BOR  {lays  hu  head  on  Grimm's  breast,)    Bro- 

r  Brother! 

iiMM.  Come!  doo't  be  a  child, — ^I  beg — 

torn*  Were  I  a  ehiid !— Oh,  were  I  one ! 


Gaim,  Pooh!  Piooh! 

ScHWARs.    Cheer  up.    Look  at  the  brav* 
landscape, — the  fine  evening. 

Moor.    Yes,  Friends,  this  world  is  all  so- 
lovely. 

ScHWARz.    There  now — that's  right- 
Moon.    This  Earth  is  so  glorious. 

Grimm.    Right,— Right— that  is  it 

Moor  {sinking  bark,)  And  I  so  hideous  ia 
this  lovely  world,  and  I  a  monster  in  this  glo- 
rious Earth. 

Griivm.    Out  on  it ! 

Moor.  My  innocence !  My  innocence  ! — 
See,  all  thiogs  are  gone  forth  to  bask  ia  the 
peaceful  beam  of  the  Springy — why  must  I  alone 
inhale  the  torments  of  Hell  out  of  the  joys  of 
Heaven  ? — That  all  should  be  so  happy,  all  so 
married  together  by  the  spirit  of  peace ! — The 
whole  world  one  family,  its  Father  above — that 
Father  not  wi««/— I  alone  the  castaway^ — I 
alone  struck  out  from  the  company  of  the  just ; 
— for  me  no  child  to  lisp  my  name, — never  for 
me  the  languishing  look  of  one  whom  I  love ; 
never,  never,  the  embracing  of  a  bosom  friend 
(dashing  wildly  hack,)  Encircled  with  murder- 
ers,— serpents  hissing  round  me, — rushing 
down  to  the  gulph  of  perdition  on  the  eddying 
torrent  of  wickedness, — amid  the  flowers  of 
the  glad  world,  a  howling  Abaddon ! 

ScBWARz  (to  the  rest,)  How  is  this  ?  I  never 
saw  him  so. 

Moor  (with  piercing  sorrow,)  Oh,  that  I  might 
return  into  my  mother's  womb, — that  I  might 
be  born  a  beggar !— No !  I  durst  not  pray,  O 
Heaven,  to  be  as  one  of  these  day-labourera— 
Oh !  I  would  toil  till  the  blood  ran  down  my^ 
temples  to  buy  myself  the  pleasure  of  one 
noontide  sleep, — the  blessedness  of  a  single 
tear. 

Grimm  (to  the  rest,)  Patience,  a  moment 
The  tit  is  passing. 

Moor.  There  was  a  time  too  when  I  could 
weep— -O  ye  days  of  peace,  thou  castle  of  my 
father,  ye  green  lovely  valleys  !  O  all  ye  Biy- 
sian  scenes  of  my  childhood !  will  ye  never 
come  again,  never  with  your  balmy  sighing 
cool  my  burning  bOsom?  Mourn  with  me,  Na^ 
lure !  They  will  never  come  again,  never  cool 
my  burning  bosom  with  their  balmy  sighing. 
They  are  gone !  gone !  and  will  not  return ! 

Or  take  that  still  wilder  monologue  of  Moor's 
on  the  old  subject  of  suicide;  in  the  midnight 
Forest,  among  the  sleeping  Robbers : 

(He  lays  aside  the  lule,  and  walks  up  and  down  in 

deep  thought,) 

Who    shall  warrant    me? 'Tis  all    9» 

dark, — perplexed  labyrinths, — no  outlet,  no 
loadstar — were  it  buloeer  with  this  last  draught 
of  breath — Over,  like  a  sorry  farce.  But  whence 
this  fierce  Hunger  after  Happiness  ?  whence  this 
ideal  of  a  never-reached  perfection  ?  this  contimui* 
tion  of  uncompleted  plans? — if  the  pitiful 
pressure  of  this  pitiful  thing  (holding  out  a  pis- 
tol) makes  the  wise  man  equal  with  the  fool, 
the  coward  with  the  brave,  the  nobleminded 
with  the  caitiff? — ^There  is  so  divine  a  harmo- 
ny in  all  irrational  Nature,  why  should  there 
be  this  dissonance  in  rational  ?  No !  no  I  there 
is  somewhat  beyond,  for  I  have  yet  never 
known  happiness. 


CARLTLE'S  MISCELLANEOUS  WRITINGS. 


niink  J*,' I  will  IreniMeT  spirits  of  my 
murdered  onm!  I  will  not  trriablc.  (Trtm- 
bliMg  oiofc«y(j.)— Yoar  feeble  dying  ranan,— 
your  biflck-cholted  face?, — your  fnghifiilly 
gaping  wounds  nre  but  links  nf  an  unbreaka- 
ble ehain  of  Desliajj  aud  depend  at  last  on 
my  childish  sporW,  on  the  whims  of  my 
nuriea  and  po^agngues,  on  the  temj>er«aieni 
of  my  father,  on  the  Woml  nf  oiy  molhet — 
{ihalita  ipiih  Amror.)  Why  has  my  PenUus 
made  of  me  a  Brazen  Bull  to  roast  mankind 
^in  my  glowing  belly  1 

(GatiHg  pn  Ihr  Piilol.)  Tii»«  nod  ETiimiiiTr 
— linked  logether  by  a  single  moment ! — Drend 
key,  that  sfaullest  behind  me  the  prison  of  life, 
and  before  me  openest  the  dwelling  of  eternal 

lead  me  7  Foreign,  never  circum navigated 
Land! — See,  manhood  waxes  faint  under  (A <i 
image;  the  eflurt  of  Jbe  Snttc  gives  up,  and 
Fancy,  the  capricious  ape  of  Sense,  jngcles 
ourcredulity  tcith  strange  shadows, — No '.  No '. 
It  becomes  uol  a  man  to  waver.  Be  what  Ihou 
will,  iininefcii  i'lmdir — so  this  me  keepbullrrje. 
Be  what  ihou  wilt,  so  1  take  niywl/  along  with 
me^-l — Outward  things  are  bDl  the  colouring 
of  the  man — I  am  my  Heaven  and  my  Hell. 

What  if  ihou  shouldst  send  me  compaitioHliti 
to  some  burnt  and  blasted  circle  of  the  Uni- 
verse ;  which  thou  liasi  banished  from  thy 
eight:  where  the  lone  darkness  and  the  mo- 
lionleas  deaen  were  my  prospects— for  ever  T 
— I  would  people  the  silent  wilderness  with 
my  fantasies;  I  shoold  have  Eternity  for  lei- 
lure  to  unravel  the  perplexed  image  of  the 
boundless  wo. — Or  wilt  Thou  lead  me  throtigh 
still  other  births  1  still  other  scenes  of  pain, 
from  stage  lo  Mage — Onwards  to  Annihilation  1 
The  lire-lhread>  Ibal  are  to  be  woven  for  me 
Yonder,  cannot  I  tear  them  asunder,  as  I  do 
these! — Thou  canst  make  me  Nothing; — this 
freedom  catisl  Thou  not  take  from  me.  {Hr 
badilht  Piital.  Suddmlf  ht  Slr^i.)  And  shall 
Ifi>r  terror  of  a  miserable  life— diet— Shall  I 

five  wretchedness  the  victory  over  roe  ! — No. 
wilt  endure  it.  (He  Ihrvaii  Iht  Pitlnl  away.) 
Let  misery  blunt  itself  on  my  pride!  I  will 
go  through  with  it.—Act  IV.     Scene  VI. 

And  now  with  these  ferociiics,  and  Pybilline 
frenzies,  compare  the  placid  strength  of  the 
following  deliueatiou,  also  of  a  stern  charac- 
ter, from  the  Jtfoid  of  OrUani;  where  Talbot, 
the  gray  veteran,  dark,  unbelieving,  iidomita- 
ble,  passes  down,  as  he  thinks,  to  the  land  of 
utter  Nothingness,  coniempluous  even  of  the 
Fate  thai  destroys  him,  and — 

Like  hem  oa  hii  uniufrendcr'd  •liKlil'.'- 
tt  is  the  siith  Scene  of  the  third  Act;  in  thi 
ihett  of  a  Battle  ; 

(TAt  ttiAt  thiagtt  lo  an  optn  Space  tnarcUd  with 

TietL  Diu-mgt)umui\r,Sold\rriari  ittitk 

nlTcaUng  acta,  Ike  Background.) 

T*tBOT,  bailing  on  FiiTOLP,  and  accompaniid  by 

Svldicri.     Soon  afiir,  Liuitel. 


By  your  ulrrnilh  ofmut,  Ih*l  lile  ilejicn  Bui  t 

n!  tliniUrarDtiltnyucDmt 

I  rlik'il  uur  ulKHHl  ID  wH)Mlan4  H: 
Th>^  tMft  bu  imnli  anil  crnib'd  nw,  uii  I  Ih 


Madnsn,  than  conqilenil,  unil  I  miiM  yield : 

ilBit  BlutiMtly  Uia  Godi  iticiiHliu  mn  pwMM 
h  Re«an,  ladianl  LMuihter  nf  IbE  hat  rfMl 
IF  Founareu  nf  iha  (yitiDi  or  ifae  Vnl 


aCHILLEB. 

That  BiUil*  vlth 


«« 


BnTo  I  Tba  flibi  ii  oun. 

ILU  (■Im  liB^  TILIOT.) 

lhuiotbtl\tbli>(itT 

ly  !  Apfimeh  nni  the  Dtiwiliiif, 


J  Aujinf ,  KrflOM  (pan 
nnHin  fi  inn  iiii|,|i  mil  ii*  flrwd  tonwndsd, 

Br  hit  ha>„l  ^,Ai  e,w  <.M  .ich  »•  hnfcdt 
l^(  l^>1lt■l  In  iii^j.int  „r  lu  ,|„uii>r  ibyH 
I'he  wiKr  la  buriinBanil  liluing-rui  *mr  will  hlaa. 
Dut  r,ttm  Uirough  I  Hr  Mcka  k  a<  daikanmr  «i>l  dMai 

Aa  if  V.  Thn  nvlon  of  Ih.r^.ra  ll  unl.Hl 

ifnii  ihf,  wnrld  wilh  ita  aormwa  t*4  warik'ra  and  m 
>  could  I  lull  hide  III  thb  hrHbi  IIHte  v>I«i 

'fiir  RliDra  rut)i  ttowiifrim  Dii  hl|h. 

Tkcir  tpilnti  vHlfao  Mi<i(en  (brneri 
rhc.  4»i>Ta«lttDalltbDrnur[wlii<i>irilMakr, 

Tn  cnch  tvtiil  of  the  wky  i.  *  rivei  i 
tnd  All  ■■  ih^r  lUnfiwuIliAr  old  Hmlwr'a  &«, 


!  WilblhcaapnlaraTnllsr 

c]niiiiK>n»nl<ira[le.o. 
wer-words  and  Thunder- wards,"  as 
ns   call  Ihem,  so  frequent  in   th« 
re  alto^elher  wanliiiK   h;re;   ihat 
ry  has  assaafced  itsejr;  instead  of 

red  lava,  we  have  sunshine  and  a 
rid.    For  still  more  sirlkin^  exam- 

benisnanl  change,  w<  might  refer 
en«5,  C'oo  Jong  fo  our  present  por- 
ii'allrnunn,  and  indeed  in  M  the 
ich  fulloived  this,  and  mast  of  all 

Ttll,  which  is  Ihe  latest  of  Ihem. 

,  and  in  Reneral  truly  poetic  struc- 
se  narks,  considered  as  complete 
lid  (ibibi  infin  lely  belrer;  but 
ect.  larger  limits  than  ours  al  pre- 
ludio      Readers  as  well  as  a  Re- 

nailer  Poems  Ihe  like  profiresa  is 
■hiller's  wurks  should  all  be  dated, 
y  ihcm;  but  indeed  the  mast,  by 
iiiencc.  date  themselves. — Besides 
r  (Uorkt,  already  menliod«d,  (here 
■rical  pieces  of  high  o)  ril  pariicn-i 
lie  series  of  ^u/Wi,  nearly  every  j 
■h  is  true  and  poetical.  The  Riiitri 
the  /IruEon^fi',  Ihe  Diver  are  all ! 
1 1  Ihe  r'rana  n/  I/ii/rut  has  in  il,- 
impi  rnrm.sameihing Old-Grecian,  I 
s,  a  priiphetic  Rloam,  which  mi^hl 
*ert  pven  from  the  spirilor^schy. 
n  ihes.',  or  any  farther  an  the  other 
rk«  or  Schiller,  we  muftt  not  dilate 
One  little  piece,  which  lies  by  us 
we  may  give  as  a  specimen  of  his 
14  lyrical  province,  nad  therewith 
his  pjTt  of  our  subject.  Il  is  en- 
u-i.  (Song  of  Ihe  Alps,)  and  seems , 
ocommenlary.  Perhapi  something! 
ir.  melodious,  yet  still  somewhat  j 
ne  of  the  original  may  penetrate 


■  tiiE  clii>iii  It  ■  .ii[i,H.rr  Tfatk, 

M         niahi  han.rniiKHl.HiHtMaeli, 

Elik    Clamant        ili.r 

ihn,.  n^iwakan  li..  l«nUv  Uwina, 

k»nntofltnclltrltn.nnr«,M"nrS.lm]>li 
hrihff  herj  mn¥(Miv'leileftVtM.iTri 


rcH.aiid  siur»,  anlt  lona 

ih  Ilia  liana  abaiAiuiind  It  keen  and  bM, 
ilc  film  It  ilwayi,  h>  *unia  tl  not. 

Of  Schiller's  Fhilasophic  talent,  sLill  more 
of  the  results  he  had  arrived  at  in  philosophy, 
thereirere  muctiln  he  aid  and  thoD;ht,whicli 
we  muslnot  enter  upon  here.  As  hinted  above, 
his  primary  endowment  seems  la  us  fully  a* 
much  phi  iisuphical  a  poetical  i  his  inlellecl, 
at  all  evenis,  is  peculiarly  of  that  character; 
strong,  penetrating,  yei  systematic  and  scho- 
lastic, rather  than  intuitive;  and  manifesting 
this  tendency  both  n  the  ohjccis  il  reals,  and 
in  its  mode  of  treating  ihem.  The  transcen- 
dental Philosophy,  which  arose  in  Schiller's 
busiest  era,  could  not  remain  without  influence 
on  him ;  he  had  carefully  studied  Kant's  8yi>tem, 
and  appears  la  have  ni>i  only  admitted  bat 
zealously  appropriated  its  fundamental  doc- 
trines; remoulding  Ihem,  however,  into  hia 
own  pecilliar  forms,  so  that  they  seem  no  longer 
borrowed,  hut  permanently  acquired,  not  less 
Schiller's  than  Kant's.  Some,  perhaps,  liiile 
aware  of  his  nainral  wants  and  tendencies,  are 
of  opinion  that  these  specnlaliuns  did  not  profit 
him:  Schiller  himself,  on  the  other  haod, 
appears  to  have  been  well  contented  wilh  his 
Philosophy ;  in  which,  as  harmonized  wilh  his 
Poetry,  the  assurance  and  safe  anchorage 
far  hit  moral  nature  might  lie. 

•■  From  the  opponews  of  the  New  Philoso- 
phy," says  he,  "I  eipect  not  at  tulerance, 
which  is  shown  to  every  other  sy.'.tem,  no 
better  seen  into  than  ihis;  for  Kant's  Philo- 
sophy itself,  in  its  Jeading  poinl.s,  practises  no 
tolerance;  and  hear-i  moch  too  rigorous  a 
character,  to  leave  any  roam  for  accommoda- 
tion. But  in  my  eyes  this  does  il  honour; 
proving  haw  little  '  can  endure  la  have  truih 
tampered  with.  S  eh  a  Philosophy  will  not  be 
discussed  wilh  a  mtre  hake  of  the  head.  In 
the  open,  clear,  accessible  field  of  Inquiry  it 
builds  up  its  system;  seeks  no  shade,  makes 
no  reservation  ;  but  even  as  it  treats  its  neigh- 
bours, so  it  requires  lo  be  treated;  and  omj 


*    A 


tk 


dfttLTura  mscBLMifEOUB  WBrrofcs. 


'be  ftryivn  for  lightly  esti^ing  tvtry  thing 
bat  Pkoofi.  Nor^^Bi  I  terrified  to  think  that 
ttb  latr^fHCnuaige,  from  which  no  haman  vid 
BO  difine  work  finds  grace,  will  operate  on 
thia  Philoio^j,  as  on  every  other,  and  one 
day  iti  Form  will  be,4estroy«i :  but  its  Fodn- 
daiions  win  -ilot  barfc  this  destiny  lA  f^ar;  for 
evennnce  q^amkind  htfi  existed,  and  any  Rea- 
itm  amow  oumkind,  these  same  first  principles 
have  been  admitted,  hnd  on  the  whole  acted 
upon.**— Corrviipftd^fiflp  viih  Goetke,  L  68. 
^  Schiller's  philosoRhical  peitfirmapces  relate 
ehieflr  toitaatters^or  Art;^  not;  indeed,  i^ithont 
signincant  glances  into  still  mlkr  important 
xf^ns  of  apecalat^n :  nay.  Art,  afe  he  yiewed 
it,  has  its  basis  an  the  taost  important  interests 
of  man,  and  of  itself  ivrolvcs  the  hannonions 
adjustment  of  theses  Y^e  have  already  un- 
dertaken to  present  our  readers,  on  a  future 
occasioUr  with  some  abstract  of  the  JEtthtlie 
LtUen^  one  of  the  deepest,  most  compact 
pieces  of  reasoning  we  are  anywhere  ac<|iiaint- 
ed  with  :  by  that  opportunity,,  the  general 
chanctar  of  8chill«r»  as  a  Philosophn'^  will 
best  fall  to  be  discassed.  Meanwhile,  the  two 
following  brief  passages,  as  4M>me  indication 
of  his  views  on  the  tafgfaest  of  all  philosophical 
questions,  may  stand  here  without commentaiy. 
He  is  speaking  of  .l{iifilcfm  Meiiltr,  and  in  the 
first  extract,  of  the  Fair  8aUu*$  C<mfia$ion», 
which  ocdupy  the  Fifth  Book  of  that  work : 

"The  transition  from  Religion  in  general  to 
the  Christian  Keligion,  by  the  experience  of 
ain,  is  excellently  conceived.  *  *  *  I  find  vii^ 
tually  in  the  Christian  System  the  rudiments 
of  the  Highest  and  Noblest;  and  the  diflerent 
phases  of  this  System,  in  practical  life,  are  so 
oflbnsive  and  mean,  precisely  because  they  arc 
bungled  representations  of  that  same  Highest. 
If  yon  study  the  specific  character  of  Chris- 
tianity, what  distinguishes  it  from  all  mono- 
theistic Religion,  it  lies  in  nothing  else  than  in 
that  making  ^ead  of  the  Law^  the  removal  of  that 
Kantean  Imperative,  instead  of  which  Chris- 
tianity requires  a  free  Inclination.  It  is  thus, 
in  its  pure  form,  a  representing  of  Moral 
-  Beauty,  or  the  Incarnation  of  the  Holy ;  and  in 
this  sense,  the  only  (mtheiic  Religion:  hence, 
too,  I  explain  to  myself  why  it  so  prospers 
with  female  natures,  and  only  in  women  is 
now  to  be  met  with  under  a  tolerable  figure.'* 
'—^orrefpondence,  1. 195. 

**But  in  seriousness,''  he  says  elsewhere, 
**  whence  may  it  proceed  that  you  have  had  a 
man  educated,  and  in  all  points  equipt,  without 
ever  coming  upon  certain  wants  which  only 
Philosophy  can  meet?  I  am  convinced,  it  is 
entirely  attributable  to  the  aatketic  direction  you 
have  taken  through  the  whole  Romance. 
Within  the  aesthetic  temper  there  arises  no 
want  of  those  grounds  of  comfort,  which  are 
to  be  drawn  from  speculation  :  such  a  temper 
has  self-subsistence,  has  infinitude,  within  it- 
self; only  when  the  Sensual  and  the  Moral  in 
man  strive  hostilely  together,  need  help  be 
sought  of  pure  Reason.  A  healthy  poetic  na- 
ture wants,  as  you  yourself  say,  no  Mora!  Law, 
no  Rights  of  Man,  no  Political  Metaphysics. 
You  might  have  added  as  well,  it  wants  no 
Deity,  no  Immortality,  to  stay  and  uphold 
itself  withal.  Those  three  points  round  which, 


in  the  long  run,  all  Iiyecii!atk>n  tun 
,  truth  afifonl  such  a  nature  matter 
play,  but  can  never  become  serioos 
and  necessities  for  it."— -H.  131. 

This  last  seems  a  singular  opinion 
prove,  if  i^^  correct,  that  Schillei 
was  no  *'  healthy  poetic  nature ;"  for 
edly  with  him  those  three  points  wen 
concerns  and  necessities ;"  as  man) 
of  his  works,  and  various  entire  tica 
•testify.'  Nevertheless,  it  plays  an  . 
part  in  his  theories  of  Poetry;  a 
under  milder  forms,  returns  on  us  th 

Butt  without  entering  farther  on  tk 

f>lex  M»pics,  we  must  here  for  the  pre 
eave  of  Schiller.    Of  his  merits  we 
along  spoken  rather  on  the  negative 
we  rejoice  in  feeling  authorixed  to  do 
any  German  writer,  especially  one  » 
us,  should  already  stand  so  high  wii 
readers  that,  in  admiring  him,  the  ei 
also,  without  prejudice  to  right  feeli 
subjcfet,  coolly  judge  of  him,  cannot 
than    a   gratifying    circumstance, 
there  is  no  other  true  Poet  of  that  na 
whom  the  like  course  would  be  suital 
Connected  with  this  there  is  one  U 
servation  we  must  make  before  coi 
Among  young  students  of  German  L 
the    question    often    arises,  and  is 
mooted  f  whether  Schiller  or  Goeth 
greater  Poet  ?    Of  this  question  we 
allowed  to  say  that  it  seer^s  rather  i 
one,  and  for    two    reasons.     First, 
Schiller  and  Goethe  are  Of  totally  d 
endowments  and  endeavours,  in  regi 
matters  intellectual,  and  cannot  well 
pared  together  as  Poets.    Secondly, 
if  the  question  mean  to  ask,  which  F 
the  whole  the  rarer  and  more  eice 
probably  it  does,  it  must  be  considfw 
ago  abundantly  answered.  To  the  clea 
and  modest  Schiller,  above  all.  such  a 
would    have  appeared   surprising, 
knew  better  than  himself,  that  as  Go' 
a  bom  Poet,  so  he  was  in  great  part 
Poet ;  that  as  the  one  spirit  was  intai 
embracing,  instinct  with  melody,  su  i 
was  scholastic,  divisive,  only  partial) 
it  were  artificially  melodious.    Beside* 
has  lived  to  perfect  his  natural  gifU  ^ 
less  happy  Schiller  was  not  permitte 
The  former,  accordingly,  is  the  nation 
•the  latter  is  T»ot,  and  never  could  ha 
We  once  heard  a  German  remark  thai 
till  their  twenty-fifth  3rear  usually  f 
Schiller;  after  their  twenty-fifth  year, 
This  probably  was  no  unfair  illostratit 
question.     Schiller  can    seem    high* 
Goethe  only  because  he  is  narrower, 
unpractised  eyes,  a  Peak  of  Tenerifft 
Sirasburg  Minster,  when  we  stand  od 
seem  higher  than  a  Chimborazo ;  bee 
former  rise  abruptly,  without  abutroei 
vironment;  the  latter  rises  gradually.  < 
half  a  world  aloft  with  it;  and  only  th* 
azure  of  the  heavens,  the  widened  hor 
"eiemal  sunshine,"  disclose  to  the  ge« 
that  the  "  Region  of  Change"  lies  far  bp 
However,  let  us  not  divide  these  two 
who  in  life  were  so  benignantly  unitd 
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US 


It  asserting  for  Schillcf  any  claim  that  even 
emies  can  dispute,  enough  will  remain  for 
tn.  We  may  say  that,  as  a  Poet  and  Thinker, 
attained  to  a  perennial  Truth,  and  ranks 
long  the  noblest  productions  of  his  century 
d  nation.  Goethe  may  continaa  tht  German 
ict,  but  neither  through  long  generations  can 


Schiller  be  forgotten.  ^'His  works,  too,  the 
memory  of  what  he  did  and  was,  will  arise 
afar  off  like  a  towering  landmark  in  the  toli- 
ttide  of  the  Past,  when  distance  shall  have 
dwarfed  into  invisibility  many  lesser  people 
that  once  encompassed  him,  and  hid  him  from 
the  near  beholder." 


THE  NIBELUTVaEN  LIED.* 

[Westminster  Review,  1831.] 


Im  the  year  1767,  the  Swiss  Professor  Bod- 
ir  printed  an  ancient  poetical  manuscript, 
der  the  title  of  ChrUmhilden  Rache  und  die 
mge,  (Chricmhilde's  Revenge,  and  the  La- 
^9t;)  which  may  be  considered  as  the  first 

a  series,  or  stream  of  publications,  and 

Molations  still   rolling  on,  with  increased 

rrent,  to  the  present  day.    Not,  indeed,  that 

these  had  their  source  or  determining  cause 

so  insignificant  a  circumstance;  their 
irce,  or  rather  thousand  sources,  lay  far 
ewhere.  As  has  oAen  been  remarked,  a 
lain  antiquarian  tendency  in  Literature,  a 
ider,  more  earnest  looking  back  into  the 
Bt,  began  about  that  time  to  manifest  itself  in 
nations,  (witness  our  own  Pcrcy't  Rrliqucs:) 
n  was  among  the  first  distinct  symptoms  of 
in  Germany:  where,  as  with  ourselves,  its 
mifold  effects  are  still  visible  enough. 
Some  fiAeen  years  aAer  Bodmer\<;  publica- 
D,  which,  for  the  rest,  is  not  celebrated  as 
editorial  feat,  one  C.  H.  MQllcr  undertook  a 
Utction  of  German  Poemt  from  the  Twelfth, 
irteenthf  and  Fourtienth  Ctiiluries  ^  wherein, 
long  other  articles,  he  reprinted  Bodmer*s 
9iemkilde  and  Klage,  with  a  highly  remarka- 
f  addition  prefixed  to  the  former,  essential 
leed  to  the  right  understanding  of  it ;  and 
^  whole  now  stood  before  the  world  as  one 
«m,  under  the  name  of  the  Nibelungcn  Lied, 

Lay  of  the  Nibelungen.  It  has  since  been 
sertained  that  the  Klage  is  a  foreign  inferior 
pendage;  at  best,  related  only  as  epilogue 
the  main  work:  meanwhile  out  of  this  iVif^f- 
*gtn,  such  as  it  was,  there  soon  proceeded 
w  inquiries,  and  kindred  enterprises.  For 
icb  as  the  Poem,  in  the  shape  it  here  bore, 
u  defaced  and  marred,  it  failed  not  to  attract 
lervation :  to  all  open-minded  lovers  of 
etry,  especially  where  a  strong  patriotic 
Hiog  existed,  this  singular,  antique  Nibelungen 
IS  an  interesting  appearance.  Johannes 
uller,  in  his  famous  Swiu  History,  spoke  of  it 
warm  terms:  subsequently,  August  Wilhelm 
:hlegel,  through  the  medium  of  Dai  Deutuhe 
Mttmn,  succeeded  in  awakening  something 
re  a  universal  popular  feeling  on  the  subject; 
id,  as  a  natural  consequence,  a  whole  host 
Editors  and  Critics,  of  deep  and  of  shallow 
deavour,  whose  labours  we  yet  see  in  pro* 


P«ii  Jfibelwirfn  LUi^  ibertetit  von  Kari  Shnrork. 
1^  A'.Arlva/'rm  /if^,  traniUtcd  by  Karl  Himrock.) 
olfl.  ISoio.    B«rtlD,  16S7. 


gress.  The  Nibelungen  has  now  been  investi- 
gated, translated,  collated,  commented  upon, 
with  more  or  less  result,  to  almost  boundless 
lengths :  besides  the  Work  named  at  the  head 
of  this  Paper,  and  which  stands  there  simply 
as  one  of  the  latest,  we  have  Versions  into  the 
modern  tongue  by  Von  der  Hagen,  by  Hins- 
berg,  Lachmann,  BQschfng,  Zeune;  the  last  in 
Prose,  and  said  to  be  worthless;  Criticisms, 
Introductions,  Keys,  and  so  forth,  by  innumer- 
able others,  of  whom  we  mention  only  Docen 
and  the  Brothers  Grimm. 

By  which  means,  not  only  has  the  Poent 
itself  been  elucidated  with  all  manner  of  re- 
searches, but  its  whole  environment  has  come 
forth  in  new  light ;  the  scene  and  personages 
it  relates  to,  the  other  fictions  and  traditions- 
connected  with  it,  have  attained  a  new  import- 
ance and  coherence.  Manuscripts,  that  for  ages 
had  lain  dormant,  have  issued  from  their 
archives  into  public  view;  books  that  had 
circulated  only  in  mean  guise  for  the  amuse- 
ment of  the  people,  have  become  important, 
not  to  one  or  two  viriuawf,  but  to  the  general 
body  of  the  learned :  and  now  a  whole  System 
of  antique  Teutonic  Fiction  and  Mythology 
unfolds  itself,  shedding  here  and  there  a  real 
though  feeble  and  uncertain  glimmer  over 
what  was  once  the  total  darkness  of  the  old  - 
Time.  No  fewer  than  Fourteen  ancient  Tradi- 
tionary Poems,  all  strangely  intertwisted,  and 
growing  out  of  and  into  one  another,  have 
come  to  light  among  the  Germans ;  who  now, 
in  looking  back,  find  that  they  too,  as  well  as 
the  Greeks,  have  their  Heroic  Age,  and  round 
the  old  Valhalla,  as  their  Northern  Pantheon, 
a  wortd  of  demi-gods  and  wonders. 

Such  a  phenomenon,  unexpected  till  of  late, 
cannot  but  interest  a  deep-thinking,  enthusi- 
astic people.  For  the  Nibelungen  especially, 
which  lies  as  the  centre  and  distinct  keystone 
of  the  whole  too  chaotic  System, — let  us  say 
rather,  blooms  as  a  firm  sunny  island  in  the 
middle  of  these  cloud-covered,  ever-shifling, 
sand- whirlpools, — they  cannot  sufficiently  tes- 
tify their  lore  and  veneration.  Learned  profes- 
sors lecture  on  the  Nibelungen,  in  public  schools, 
with  a  praiseworthy  view  to  initiate  the  Ger- 
man youth  in  love  of  their  fatherland;  from 
many  zealous  and  nowise  ignorant  critics  wc 
hear  talk  of  a  "  great  Northern  Epos,"  of  a 
"German  Iliad;*'  the  more  saturnine  are  shamed 
into  silence,  or  hollow  mouth-homage;  thus 
from   all  quarters  comes  a  sound  of  jovful 
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^icdoQ,  this  BUdenbtuh  has  little  to 
it  from  these.  Nevertheless,  what 
emark,  it  seems  to  have  been  a  far 
Dorite  than  the  NibelwngtHj  with  an- 
•rs:  it  was  printed  soon  after  the 
)f  printing :  some  think  in  1472,  for 
place  or  date  on  the  first  edition ;  at 
in  1491,  in  1609,  and  repeatedly 
ireas  the  NibeUtngen,  though  written 
I  in  worth  immeasurably  superior, 
aain  in  manuscript  three  centuries 
rom  which,  for  the  thousandth  time, 
might  be  drawn  as  to  the  infallibility 
taste,  and  its  vitlue  as  a  criterion  for 
wever,  it  is  probably  in  virtue  of  this 
It  the  NiMungen  boasts  of  its  actual 
t  it  now  comes  before  us,  clear  and 
it  issued  from  the  old  singer's  head 

not  over-loaded  with  Ass-eared 
ry  Dragons,  Dwarfs,  and  Hairy  Wo- 
5  Heldmbueh  is,  many  6f  which,  as 
lid  hope,  may  be  the  produce  of  a 
an  that  famed  Swabian  Era,  to  which 
5,  as  we  now  see  them,  are  eommon- 

Indeed,  one  Casper  von  Roen  is 
to  have  passed  the  whole  Heldenhuck 
limbec,  in  the  fifteenth  century ;  but 
ectifiers,  instead  of  purifying  it,  to 
rugged  it  with  still  fiercer  ingredi- 
the  sick  appetite  of  the  time. 
Irugged  and  adulterated  Hero-Book 
ne  we  yet  have,  though  there  is  talk 
we  shall  quote  the  long  Title-page 
s  Copy,  the  edition  of  1660 ;  from 
h  a  few  intercalated  observations, 
curiosity  may  probably  obtain  what 
iction  it  wants; 

tnbuch  Welcka  aufi  neue  eorrigirt  uud 
mit  ghdnen  Figuren  gezitrt.  Gtdruckt 
rt  am  Mayn,  durch  Weygand  Han  und 
rytr abend,  dec.  Thai  is  to  say : 
ro-Book,  which  is  of  new  corrected 
ed,  adorned  with  beautiful  Figures. 
Frankfurt  on  the  Mayn,  through 
Ian,  and  Sygmund  Feyerabend. 
r$t  saith  of  Kaiser  Ottnit  and  the 
Elberich,  how  they  with  great  peril, 
1  Heathendom,  won  from  a  king 
r,  (and  how  he  in  lawful  marriage 
wile.") 

lich  announcement  the  reader  al- 
ses  the  contents:  how  this  little 
ich  was  a  Dwarf,  or  Elf,  some  half- 
yet  full  of  cunning  practices,  and 
elpful  activity ;  nay,  stranger  still, 
Caiser  Ottnit  of  Lampariei,  or  L'om- 
tier, — having  had  his  own  ulterior 
lat  indiscretion.  How  they  sailed 
la  ships, into  Paynim  land;  fought 
inspeakable  Turk,  King  Machabol. 
ut  his  fortress  and  metropolis  of 
which  was  all  stuck  round  with 
cads ;  slew  from  seventy  to  a  hun- 
nd  of  the  Infidels  ai  one  heat;  saw 
I  the  battlements;  and  at  length, 
)warf  Elbcrich*s  Help,  carried  her 
iph:  wedded  her  in  Mef«sina;  and 
culty.  rootingout  the  Mohammedan 
an  verted  her  to  the  creed  of  Mother 
"he  fair  runaway  seems  to  have 
gentle,  tractable  disposition,  very 


different  from  old  Machabol ;  concerning  whom 
it  is  chiefly  to  be  noted  that  Dwarf  Eiberich^ 
rendering  himself  invisible  on  their  first  inter^ 
view,  plucks  out  a  handftil  of  hair  from  his 
chin  ;  thereby  increasing  to  a  teufold  pitch  the 
royal  choler ;  and,  what  is  still  more  remark* 
able,  furnishing  the  poet  Wieland,  six  centuries 
afterwards,  with  the  critical  incident  in  his 
Oberon,  As  for  the  young  lady  hersel(/we  can* 
not  but  admit  that  she  was  well  wortih  sailing 
to  Heathendom  for;  and  shall  here,  as  our 
sole  specimen  of  that  old  Grerman  doggerel, 
give  the  description  of  her,  as  she  first  ap^ 
peared  on  the  battlements  during  the  fights 
subjoining  a  version  as  verbal  and  literal  as 
the  plainest  prose  can  make  it  Considered  a» 
a  detached  passage,  it  it  perhaps  the  finest 
have  met  with  in  the  Hemenbucfu 

Ihr  k*ri  hrmnn  §Im»  acjume^ 
Reeht  tJs  tinrtt  mktin, 
OUkk  dem  v^lUn  m«im 
€hh€n  ihr  dmgltiM  $dttU 
Skk  heU  4i»ma£et  nbu 
MU  roMn  vohl  heUeii 
Und  mcA  mit  Btriim  JTWiM, 
-  JVImciii  ite  trMiUf  ««M. 

8iM  «Mr  9chdm,  «•  dim  UA$, 
Und  XK  den  SeUem  aehmml 
Reekt  •It  ein  Ktrtu  Sckeike 
WeklgesekegentlberaU: 
Ihr  befden  hMnd  genuine 
Dnre  ihrgentx  niehte  gebrmch  f 
Ihr  ii4flM»  eehdu  und  rmnc, 
Dae  man  eieh  darin  eeeach. 

Ihr  har  wmreth9n  umtfangen 
Mit  elder  eeUenfein ; 
Dae  lieee  eie  nieder  hangen^ 
Dae  kUeehe  MagedMn. 
Sie  tmg  eim  kren  ndt  eteinew 
Sie  wmrnen  geld  ee  ret  t 
Slberieh  dem  ml  Ueinen 
War  tn  der  MagU  iMt. 

Da  vvnMit  in  den  Krenen 
Lag  ein  MCerfnnkeletemf 
Der  in  dam  Pallaet  eehene 
^eektateeinKerU  ereeheiek; 
^nfjrem  kaupt  doe  hare 
War  lanier  und  auehfein 
Ee  lenehtst  alee  klare 
Reeht  ale  der  Sannen  eehein. 

Die  Magt  die  eland  aUeine^ 
Oar  tramrig  war  jr  mat  ,* 
Ihr  f  ark  und  die  war  reine, 
UeUiehwe  MUeh  and  Bint : 
Her  durdi  jr  t9f§e  reka/em 
Sehienjr  hale  ale  der  Sehnee 
Elherieh  dem  wel  Kleinen 
That  der  Maget  Jammer  weh. 

Her  heart  burnt  (with  anxiety)  as  beantifiil 
Juat  aa  a  red  ruby, 
Like  the  fuil  moon 

Her  eye*  (eyelinga,  pretty  eyea)  gave  aheen  . 
HerReir  bad  the  maiden  pure 
Well  adorned  with  rosea. 
And  also  with  pearl*  small  : 
No  one  there  comforted  the  maid. 
She  was  fair  of  body, 
And  in  the  wai^t  slender  ; 
Rif  ht  aa  a  (;olden)  candlestick 
WeU-f«ishioned  everywhere : 
Her  two  hands  proper, 
So  that  she  wanted  nouf  ht ; 
Her  little  nailH  fair  and  pure. 
That  you  could  see  yourself  tbereia- 
Uer  hair  was  beautifully  firt 
With  noble  aUk  (band)  Am  ; 
x8 
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8he  let  it  flow  down. 

The  lovelj  niaidling. 

81m  wore  ■  crown  with  jewele. 

It  WHS  of  gold  «o  red : 

For  Elbericli  the  very  amall 

The  matd  ha«l  need  (lo  coneole  her.) 

There  in  front  of  the  crown 
I^y  a  cnrbuntie-flonci 
Which  ill  ihH  ^lace  fiiir 
Even  on  o  iHpe r  seeitit'd  ; 
On  her  liead  the  iiair 
Was  glosey  and  ulao  fine, 
II  Mhnne  a«  bright 
Even  as  the  aun^a  aheen. 

The  maid  ahe  atood  alonei 
Right  aad  waa  her  mind ; 
,       Her  colour  it  waa  pure» 
Lovely  aa  millc  and  blood : 
Out  through  her  pure  loclu 
Slione  her  neck  lilie  the  anow. 
Eiberich  the  very  amall 
Waa  touched  with  the  malden*a  sorrow. 

Happy  man  was  Kaiser  Ottnit,  blessed  with 
such  a  wife,  after  all  his  travail ; — ^bad  not  the 
Turk  Machabol  cunningly  sent  him,  in  re- 
venge, a  box  of  young  Dragons,  or  Dragon- 
eggs,  by  the  hands  of  a  caitiff  Infidel,  con- 
triver of  mischief;  by  whom  in  due  course  of 
time  they  were  hatched  and  nursed  to  the  in- 
finite wo  of  all  Lampartie,  and  ultimately  to 
the  death  of  Kaiser  Ottnit  himself,  whom  they 
swallowed  and  attempted  to  digest,  once  with- 
out effect,  but  the  next  time  too  fatally,  crown 
and  all ! 

"Part  Second  announceth  (meldet)  of  Herr 
Hugdietrich  and  his  son  Wolfdielrich ;  how 
they  for  justice's  sake,  oft  by  their  doughiy  acts 
succoured  distressed  persons,  with  other  bold 
heroes  that  stood  by  them  in  extremity." 

Concerning  which  Hugdietrich,  Emperor  of 
Greece,  and  his  son  Wolfdietrich,  one  day  the 
renowned  Dietrich  of  Bern,  we  can  liere  say 
little  more  than  that  the  former  trained  him- 
self to  sempstress  work  ;  and  for  many  weeks, 
plied  his  needle,  before  he  could  gel  welded  and 
produce  Wolfdietrich ;  who  comina:  into  the 
world  in  this  clandestine  manner,  was  let  down 
into  the  castle-ciitch,  and  like  Komulus  and 
Remus  nursed  by  a  Wolf,  whence  his  name. 
However,  after  never-imagined  adventures,  with 
enchanters  and  enchantresses,  pagans,  and  t^i- 
ants,  in  all  quarters  of  the  globe,  he  finally,  with 
utmost  effort,  slaughtered  those  Lombardy  Dra- 
gons; then  married  Kaiser  Olin it's  widow,  whom 
he  had  rather  flirted  with  before  ;  and  so  lived 
universally  respected  in  his  new  empire,  per- 
forming yet  other  notable  achievements.  One 
strange  property  he  had,  sometimes  useful  to 
him,  sometimes  hurtful:  that  his  breath,  when 
he  became  angry,  grew  flame,  red  hot,  and 
would  take  the  temper  out  of  swords.  We 
find  him  again  in  the  Nibelun^en,  among  King 
Etzel's  (Aitila's)  followers:  a  staid,  cautious, 
yet  still  invincible  man  ;  on  which  occasion, 
though  with  great  reluctance,  he  is  forced  to 
interfere,  and  does  so  with  effect.  Dietrich  is 
the  favourite  hero  of  all  those  Southern  Fic- 
tions, and  well  acknowledged  in  the  Nt)rthern 
also,  where  the  chief  man,  however,  as  we 
shall  find,  is  not  he,  but  Siegfried. 

Part  Third  shoveth  of  the  Rose-garden  at 


<i 


Worms,  ^which  was  planted  by  ChrimlBll^ 
King  Gibrich's  daughter;  whereby  afiemrdi 
most  part  of  those  Heroes  and  Giants  ooeii 
destruction  and  were  slain.*' 

In  this  Third  Part  the  Southern  orliOmbd 
Heroes  come  into  contact  and  collisiun  ri 
another  as  notable,  Norihorn  class;  and  fi 
us  much  more  important.  Chriemhild,  wJM 
ulterior  history  makes  such  a  figure  in  Ac 
A(W(»NgrN,  had,  it  would  seem,  near  th: » 
ciont  City  of  Worms,  a  Rose-garden,  vm 
seven  English  miles  in  circuit;  fenced  Mlf 
by  a  silk  thread;  wherein,  however, shcott 
tained  Twelve  stout  fighting  men;  se\'erdrf 
whom,  as  Hagen,  Volker,  her  three  Bnrttan^ 
above  all  the  gallant  Siegfried  her  betnM 
W8  shall  meet  with  again:  these, so aospeakfr 
ble  was  their  prowess,  sulUced  to  defeodlki 
silk-thread  Garden  against  all  mortals.  Oir 
good  antiquary.  Von  der  Hagen,  imagines  th< 
this  Rose-garden  business  (in  the  priinenl 
Tradition^  glances  obliquely  at  the  Ediplii 
with  its  Twelve  Signs,  at  Jupiter's  fight  wk 
the  Titans,  and  we  know  not  what  coiliMi 
skirmishing  in  the  Utgard,  or  Asgard,orltt 
gard  of  the  Scandinavians.  Be  this  is  it  tf" 
Chriemhild,  we  are  here  told,  being  vciybB 
tiful,  and  very  wilful,  boasts  in  the  pridi  tf 
her  heart,  that  no  heroes  on  earth  are  to  k 
compared  with  hers  ;  and  hearing  accidcBttft 
that  Dietrich  of  Bern  has  a  high  chanderjl 
this  line,  forthwith  challenges  him  to  nj 
Worms,  and  with  eleven  picked  men, toll 
battle  there  against  those  other  Twelve  cfc» 
pions  of  Christendom  that  waich  her  Bo* 
garden.  Dietrich,  in  a  towering  passion  »t4i 
style  of  the  message,  which  was  "surly  ui 
stout,"  instantly  pitches  upon  his  eleven  sj 
conds,  who  also  are  to  be  principals;  acutia 
a  retinue  of  other  sixty  thousand,  by  qai^ 
stages,  in  which  obstacles  enough  are  orj 
come,  reaches  Worms,  and  declares  himsea 
ready.  Among  these  eleven  Lombard  hen* 
()f  his,  are  likewise  several  whom  ve  vm 
with  again  in  the  Xibelungen;  besides  DietiiJ 
himserf,  wc  have  the  old  Duke  HildebflH 
Wolf  hart,  Ortwin.  Notable  among  tbeat  ■ 
another  way,  is  Monk  Ilsan,  a  truculent,  p^ 
bearded  fellow,  equal  to  any  Friar  Tnck* 
Holiin  Hoitd, 

The  conditions  of  fight  are  soi)n  agreed iij 
there  arc  to  be  twelve  successive  ducls,aj 
challenger  being  expected  to  find  his  mw 
and  the  prize  of  victory  is  a  Rose-garland fijj 
Chriemhild,  and  cin  Helssen  tind  eU  ^"**^?T 
is  t»  say  virtually,  one  kiss  from  ^^''^*^'S 
to  each.  But  here,  as  it  ever  should  dt*,  n* 
gets  a  fall ;  for  Chriemhild's  bully-hectors. JJ 
in  divers  ways  all  successively  fcMed  to  ■! 
ground  by  the  Berners;  some  of  whom, a»* 
Hildebrand,  will  not  even  take  her  Kiss«* 
it  is  due  :  even  Siegfried  himself,  most  rel* 
tantly  engaged  with  by  Dietrich,  and  f*> 
while  victorious,  is  at  last  forced  to  sej 
shelter  in  her  lap.  Nay,  Monk  Ilsan,  afiff* 
regular  fight  is  over,  and  his  part  in  it** 
performed,  calls  out,  in  succes>ion,  fifty**** 
other  idle  Champions  of  the  Garden,  pa-**.* 
them  Giants,  and  routs  the  whole  fr*'*J*Jj 
thereby  earning,  besides  his  own  rfajj" 
allowance,  fifty-two  spare  Garlands,  i»d  ^ 


THE  NIBELUNGEN  LIED. 


ral  kissfs ;   in  ib«  course  of  which 
,  Chnvmbild's  cberb,  a  jusi  pGnish 
■  mf'I,  vas  scra<cheil  lo  Ihi*  drawin 
liv  his  laugh  btord.    Il  only  remni 
'  !<   t    ihit    King  Gibrich,   Chneml 

niiv  rain  to  do  huinag«  for  his  king- 
||  ■■ifich;  who  reiiirns  iriumphiinl 

■  lunlry:  whf  re  bIso.  Munii  IlMn. 

■  >  promise.  dlMribnm  thpse  (iny-i 
.uiiung  his  fellow  Frian.  cru^hiD 

:    iiij  [he  bare  crown  of  rach,  lill  " 

.      1  ran  over  iheir cars."     Underwhkh 

1 1   nol  nndeaerred  irealment.  Ihey 

lo  pray  for  remission  of  Ilsan'a  si 

"'^".h  as  coniinned  refraelory  he  tied 

J  the   beards,  and  hung   pair-wi 

Fi  whereby  rhe  sLoutesi  m>od  gave  i 


or  til 


«  piir. 


V'lourih  is  announced  (gimili)  of  ibe 

(Laarin,  the  Dvarf,  how  he  en 

Jt  llti  Ros«-gnrden  with  so  great  manhood 
IWl-niagtC,  liJI  at  last  he  was  vnnqnished 
^■e  tl«roes,  and  forced  to  become  their  Jug- 
£■  with,  At.  Slc" 

J  ■which  Foarlh  and  happily  last  part  we 
B  here  say  nothing;  inasmnch  ai,,  except 
i  Hrtun  of  our  old  heroex  again  figure 
jl  has  no  coherence  or  connection  will: 
ttoflhe  Hildtilnirh  :  and  is  simply  a  ue« 
h  1>y  way  of  episode  Heinrich  voti 
_iti,  as  we  learn  from  his  own  word;. 
Ikiuhseqiiently  appended  thereto.  He  says. 
BiiBrich  T<7ii  onsrdlnficn 


outline  of  the  famous  HrUin- 
b;  OB  which  it  is  not  our  husineaf  here  to 

■  crilicism.    The  fact  that   it   has  sn 
O  popular  betokens  a  certain  worth  in 

I  kind  and  degree  of  which  is  also  in 
B  apparent  In  poetry  "  the  rude 
T  il  has  been  said.  "  requires  only  to  see 
on ;  the  tnan  of  more  rcQne- 
feel ;  the  truly  refined  man 
|i  b«  made  to  reSect."  For  the  lirsl  of 
Hero-Eaok.  ns  has  been  appa- 
t  enongh. provides  in  abundance;  for  the 
~  ■  scantily,  indeed;  forihesecond  not 
Nevertheless  oor  estimate  of  this 
I,  which  BS  a  series  of  Anliqae  Traditions 
isiderable  meanin-;,  is  apt  rather 
Lei  us  remember  that  thrs  is , 
e  original  Hrtdnburh  which  we  now  see ; 
||«alr  »  rersion  of  it  into  the  Knighl-erranl 
Nt  of  the  ihirieenlh,  indeed  partly  of  Ihe 
_. .  teenih  and  fifleemh  ceniories,  with  all  the 
Aotasiic  monstrosities, now  so  trivitU,  pertain- 
tag  lo  that  style;  uttder  which  disanises'ihe 
realty  antique  earnest  graundwork,  inleresling 
n>  old  Thought,  if  not  as  old  Pneiry.  is  all  bm 
obscured  from   us.     But   Antiquarian 

■  Is   now   busy   with   the   HiUtnbucK 
i,  tnta  which  what  light  is  in  il  will  doubt- 


not  eb*tm      ' 


less  be  elioiled.and  here  and  therradefl  „ 
removed.  Though  the  Eihiop  cannot  ebttiga 
his  skin,  there  is  no  need  thnl  even  he  should 
go  ahro;id  uawnshrd.* 

(Jasper  von  Hoen,  or  whoever  was  the  ulti- 
mate redactor  of  Ihe  Hitiltnlruch,  whom  Tiessing 
^sfgnaic*  as  -a  highly  ill-infurinrd  man," 
would  have  done  better  had  he  quite  omilled 
ihat  little  King  Lanrin,  "and  his  little  Ro>c- 
garden,"  which  properly  is  no  Rose-garden  at 
all ;  and  Instead  thereof  introduced  Ibe  Gthonlt 
SiK/nrd,  (Dehorned  Siegfried,)  whose  history 
lies  m  the  heart  of  the  whole  Northern  Tradi- 
tion:; and,  under  a  rude  prose  dress,  is  to  this 
day  a  real  child's-book  and  peopleVbook 
among  Ihe  Oermalis.  Of  this  Siegfried  we 
have  already  seen  somewhat  iu  Ihe  Rose-gar- 
den at  Worms;  and  shall  ere  long  see  much 
more  elsewhere ;  for  he  is  the  chief  hero  of  the 
fiiMiinptn .'  indeed  nowhere  can  we  dip  into 
those  old  Fictions,  whether  in  Scandinavia  or 
the  Rhine-land,  but  under  one  figure  or  another. 
whether  as  Dragon-killer  and  Prince-royal,  or 
as  Blacksmith  and  Horse-subduer,  as  Sigard, 
Sivrit,  Siegfried,  we  are  sure  to  light  on  bim. 
As  his  early  adventures  belong  to  Ihe  strange 
sort,  and  will  afterwards  concern  us  not  k 
'  shall  here  endeavour  lo  piece  together 
nsisieni  oalUne  of  them ;  so  far  indeed 
may  be  possible,  for  his  biographers, 
agreeing  in  Ihe  main  potnls,  differ  widely  in 
'     details. 

'irst,  then,  let  no  one  from  the  title  G*Mrtite, 
(Horned,  Behorned,}  fancy  that  our  bnvt 
SiegfriFd,  who  was  the  loveliest  as  well  as  the 
bravest  of  men,  was  actually  cammed,  uid  bad 
his  brow,  though  like  Michael  Ab- 
gelo's  Moses;  or  even  that  his  skin,  lo  which 
the  epithet  Bihormd  refers,  was  hard  libe  a 
crocodile's,  and  not  softer  than  Ihe  softeEt 
shamoy:  fur  Ihe  (mth  is,  his  Hornednest 
means  only  an  Inrulnerability,  like  thai  uf 
Achilles,  which  be  came  by  in  the  following 
All  men  agree  that  Siegfried  was  a 
1 ;  he  was  bom.  as  we  here  have 
good  reason  to  know,  "at  Sanlen  in  Nelher- 
land,"  of  Siegemund  and  the  fair  Siegelinde: 
yet  by  some  family  misfortune  or  discord,  of 
which  the  accoanis  are  very  various,  he  catae 
singular  straits  during  boyhood ;  having 
passed  that  happy  period  of  life,  not  under  the 
canopies  of  costly  slate,  hnl  by  the  sooty  stithy, 
e  Mimer  a  Blacksmith't  shop.  Here, 
'Or,  he  was  nowise  in  his  proper  ele- 
ever  quarrelling  with  his  fellow  apprea- 
nay,  as  some  say,  breaking  the  hardest 
into  shivers  by  his  too  Moul  hammer- 
So  that  Mimer,  oiherwi^^e  a  firsi-rste 
Smith,  could  by  no  means  do  with  him  there. 
He  sends  him,  accordingly,  to  the  nei;;h  bolt  ting 
forest,  ID  fetch  charcoal;  well  aware  thai  a 
fflonslroui^  Dragon,  one  Regin.  the  Smith's  owti 
Brother,  would   meet   bim   and  devour  him. 
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Bnt  (hr  nthrrwiep  it  proved :  SiegTHed  tiy  main 
force  nlcw  ihi$  Dragon,  or  rather  Dragomzed 
BnjiLh'a-BrolLer  ;  tna.le  broth  of  hini ;  and, 
warned  by  some  significant  phenomena,  bn the d 
therein ;  or,  >«  oihert  assert,  bathed  directly  in 
Ihe  moiiKler^a  blood  without  cookery ;  and' 
Iwreby  fttiained  thai  Invulnerability,  coroplele 
in  all  respeclg,  kbvg  that  bettreen  his  sbouldtrs 
vfa«rc  a  limetree  leaf  chanced  to  sellle  aod 
■tick  dtiring  the  procest,  tbere  nas  one  lillle 
»pol,  a  fatal  spot  as  afterwards  luraed  out,  left 
in  its  natural  utale. 

Siegrried,  now  Eeeing  through  the  crah  ot  the 
Bmilh.  returned  home  and  slew  bim ;  then 
ftrlh  in  search  of  adventures,  iht  bare  a 
]ogat  of  which  were  lotig  to  recite.  We  m 
tion  only  two,  as  subEequeuily  of  motn 
both  ftir  him  and  fur  us.  He  is  by  some  s 
to  have  courted  and  then  jilted  the  fair  i. 

Sroud Queen  Brupbildoflsenland; nay,  lu  have 
irowa  down  the  aevea  gatts  of  her  Castle; 
uid  Iben  ridden  off  with  her  wild  horse  Gans, 
kiTioB  mounted  him  in  Ihe  meadow,  and  in- 
Btanlly  broken  him.  Sotnc  cross  passages 
between  him  and  (jueen  Brunbihl,  who  uoder- 
Stood  no  jesting,  there  must  clearly  have  been, 
M  angry  is  her  recognition  of  him  in  the  AHi 
fcwpn ,-  nay,  she  bears  a  ladling  gnidge  against 
bin  there,  as  he,  and  indeed, :  '  ' 
too  sorely  felu 

His  other  grand  adventure  is  with  the  two 
SODS  of  the  deceased  King  Nibelung.  in  Ntbe. 
bingen-land :  these  two  youths,  to  whom  their 
father  had  bequeathed  a  Hoard  or  Treasure, 
beyond  all  price  or  compuiatiop,  Siegfried, 
"riding  by  alone,"  found  on  the  side  of  a 
mountain,!)!  a  state  of  great  perplexity.  They 
had  brought  out  the  treasure  from  the 
where  it  usually  lay  :  but  how  to  part  i 
the  difficulty ;  fur  not  to  speak  of  gold,  there 
were  as  many  jewels  alone  "  as  twelve  wagoi 
in  four  days  and  nighi&  each  going  three  jou 
neys  could  carry  away ;"  nay, "  however  much 
you  look  frum  it  there  was  no  diminutioDj' 
beside.i,  in  real  property,  a  Sword,  Balmung 
of  great  potency ;  a  Divining-rod  "  which  gavi 

B)W«r  over  every  one;"  and  a  Tariikappi,  (or 
leak  of  Darkness,)  which  not  only  rendered 
the  wearer  invisible,  but  also  gave  him  Iwel' 
men's  iirenglh.  So  that  the  two  Princes  Royal, 
without  counsel  save  from  Iheir  Twelve  stupii' 
Giants,  knew  nulhuw  to  fall  upon  any  amicabli 
amngementi  and.  seeing  Siegfried  ride  by  si 
opportunely, reij nested  him  to  be  arbiter;  offer- 
ing  also  Ihe  Sword  Balmung  for  his  trouble. 
Siegfried,  who  rendjiy  iindertciok  the  impossible 
problVQi  did  his  best  to  accomplish  it;  but.  of 
course,  without  effect;  nay  the  two  Nibelungen 
Princes,  being  of  choleric  temper,  grew  impa- 
tient, and  provoked  him;  whereupon,  with  the 
Sword  Balmung  he  slew  them  both,  and  Iheir 
Twelve  Giants  (perhaps  originally  Signs  of 
the  Zodiac)  lo  boot.  Thus  did  the  famous 
Hibtlim^eii  llnfl,  (Hoard,)  and  indeed  the  whole 
Nibelungen-land  come  into  his  posse-.sion ; 
wearing  Ihe  Swurd  Balmung,  and  having  slain 
the  two  Princes  and  Iheir  champions,  whal 
was  there  farther  to  oppose  him ! 
the  Dwarf  Alberich,  our  old  friend  Elberich 
of  (he  HiMtnbnclifWho  had  now  become  special 
Jteeper  of  this  Hoards  attempt 


rhicKIljf; 


with  a  Dwsrf  Army;  he  was  driTen  Wttifi 
the  cave:  plundered  of  his  Turahtppt.  ui 
obliged  with  all  his  myrmidons  to  swear  tttlff 
lo  the  conqueror,  whom  indeed  Ukencelbnt  be 
and  ibey  puncluai^y  obeyed. 

Whereby  Siegfried  might  now  fantter  sqla 
himself  King  of  the  Kibelangen ;  mssiet  iC' 
'  finite  Nibelungen  Hoard  (collMUd  dotAr 
ly  an-magic  in  the  beginning  of  TiB^t 
the  deep  bowels  of  the  Universe}  wMt  A 
IVitrarhrlnnhi,  (Wishing  or  Uiviiiine-rod,)fd 
taiii  ing  thereto ;  owner  of  the  Tamtiippi,wi£ 
he  ever  after  kept  by  him,  to  put  on  at  villi  ■( 
though  last  not  least.  Bearer  and  Wiel^O" 
the  Sword  Balmung,*  by  the  keen  edge  of  H 
all  Ihi.t  gain  had  come  to  him.  To  whioHl^ 
acquisitions,  adding  his  previously  a 
Invulnerability,  and  bis  oatural  dignities  H 
Prince  of  Ne^ierlacd.  he  might  well  show^fc 
self  before  the  foretnasl  at  Worms  or  cW» 
where ;  and  attempt  any  the  highest  adtrcaWI 
that  fortune  could  cut  out  for  him.  Uoven^ 
his  subsequent  history  belongs  all  I0  the  JIS>^ 
Ittagia  Song ;  at  which  fair  garden  of  poetf  iff 
are  now,  through  all  ihese  shaggy  wilderaqiK' 
and  enchanted  woods,  finally  arrived. 

from  its  antiquarian  ralue,  and  ■ 
by  far  the  finest  monumenl  of  d 
German  an,  but  intrinsically,  and  as  a  mmt 
detached  composition,  ibis  Nibtlitifm  taaial 
excellence  that  cannot  but  surprise  nx.  W(b 
little  preparation,  any  reader  of  poetry,  eM^. 
in  these  days,  might  Qnd  it  inlerestinf.  '*' 
not  withoul  a  certain  Unity  of  inierwl'  .^^ 
purport,  an  internal  coherence  and  coDtple^ 
-  Whole,  and  some  spiril  of  1(^3 


'e  the  highe:ii  chaciCHna 


iurorma  it;  these  ai 

tellectual  e 

doubly  to  be  prized  and  wondered  at; 

differs  from  those   Ha-o-Poola,  as   mol* 
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netal  does  from  rude  agglomerated  ore ; 
as  some  Sbakspeare  from  his  fellow 
ists,  whose  Tamburlaines  and  Island 
tt^  themselves .  not  destitute  of  merit, 
3W  US  clearly  in  what  pure  loAiness  and 
ess  the  Hamlttt  and  Tetnpettt  reign, 
unknown  8inger  of  the  Nibclungen, 
no  Kiakspeare,  must  have  had  a  deep, 
&oaI ;  wherein  things  divscontinuous  and 
ate  shaped  themselves  together  into 
d  the  Universe  with  its  wondrous  pur- 
3od  significantly  imaged ;  overarching, 
heavenly  firmaments  and  eternal  har- 
,  the  little  scene  where  men  strut  and 
*ir  hour.  His  Poem,  unlike  so  many 
1  new  pretenders  to  that  name,  has  a 
nd  organic  structure,  a  beginning,  mid- 
1  end ;  there  is  one  great  principle  and 
t  forth  in  it,  round  which  all  its  multi- 
parts  combine  in  living  union.  Re- 
ile  it  is,  moreover,  how  along  with  this 
!  and  primary  condition  of  all  poetic 
the  minor  external  virtues  of  what  we 
iste,  and  so  forth,  are,  as  it  were,  pre- 
?d ;  and  the  living  soul  of  Poetry  being 
is  body  of  incidents,  its  garment  of  Ian- 
come  of  their  own  accord.  So,  too,  in 
;of  Shakspeare :  his  feeling  of  propriety, 
pared  with  that  of  the  Marlowes  and 
rs,  his  quick  sure  sense  of  what  is  fit 
fit,  either  in  act  or  word,  might  astonish 
he  no  other  superiority.  But  true  In- 
•n,  as  it  may  well  do,  includes  that  same 
or  rather  a  far  higher  and  heartfelt 
}f  which  that  other  "  elegant*'  species 
in  inefifectual,  irrational  apery :  let  us 
herald  Mercury  actually  descend  from 
aven,  and  the  bright  wings,  and  the 
,1  movement  of  these,  will  not  be  want- 

I  an  instinctive  art,  far  diflerent  from 
d  artifice,  this  Poet  of  the  Nibclungen, 
g  in  the  same  province  with  his  con- 
aries  of  the  Hildcnbuchf  on  the  same 
d  of  tradition,  has,  in  a  wonderful  de- 
ossessed  himself  of  what  these  could 
rive  after ;  and  with  his  **  clear  feeling 
tious  truth,'*  avoided  as  false  the  errors 
onstroos  perplexities  in  which  they 
struggled.  He  is  of  another  species 
ley;  in  language,  in  purity  and  depth 
ing,  in  fineness  of  invention,  stands 
part  from  them. 

language  of  the  JMtfenbuch,  as  we  saw 
was  a  feeble  half-articulate  child's- 
,  the  metre  nothing  better  than  a  misera- 
gercl ;  whereas  here  in  the  old  Frank- 
brrHutsrh)  dialect  of  the  Nibclurtgcn,  we 
clear  decisive  utterance,  and  in  a  real 
of  verse,  not  without  essential  regu- 
jreat  liveliness,  and  now  and  then  even 
ly  of  rhythm.  Doubtless  we  must  often 
it  diffuse  diluted  utterance;  at  the  same 
t  is  genuine,  with  a  certain  antique 
►us  heartiness,  and  has  a  rhythm  in  the 
Is  as  well  as  the  words.  The  simplicity 
?r  ^illy,  even  in  that  perpetual  recur- 
of  epithets,  sometimes  of  rhymes,  as 
two  words  for  instance  lib  (body,  life, 
nd  trip  (woman,  wife,  treip)  are  indis- 
'  wedded  together,  and  the  one  never 
32 


shows  itself  without  the  other  following, — 
there  is  something  which  reminds  us  not  so 
much  of  poverty,  as  of  trustfulness  and  child- 
like innocence.  Indeed  a  strange  charm  lies 
in  those  old  tones,  where,  in  gay  dancing  melo- 
dies, the  sternest  tidings  are  sung  la  us ;  and 
deep  floods  of  Sadness  and  Strife  play  lightly 
in  little  curling  billows,  like  seas  in  summer* 
It  is  as  a  meek  smile,  in  whose  still,  thought-^ 
ful  depths  a  whole  infinitude  of  patience,  and 
love,  and  heroic  strength  lie  revealed.  But  in 
other  cases,  too,  we  have  seen  this  outward 
sport  and  inward  earnestness  ofier  grateAil 
contrast,and  cunning  excitement;  for  example, 
in  Tasso ;  of  whom,  though  otherwise  different 
enough,  this  old  Northern  Singer  has  more' 
than  once  reminded  us.  There,  too,  as  here, 
we  have  a  dark  solemn  meaning  in  light 
guise;  deeds  of  high  temper,  harsh  self-denial, 
daring,  and  death,  stand  embodied  in  that  soft,, 
quick-flowing,  joyfully-modulated  verse.  Nay, 
farther,  as  if  the  implement,  much  more  thaQ 
we  might  fancy,  had  influenced  the  work  done, 
these  two  Poems,  could  we  trust  our  individual 
feeling,  have  in  one  respect  the  same  poetical 
result  for  us :  in  the  Nibelungm  as  in  the  Gctm* 
ialtmme,  the  persons  and  their  story  are  indeed 
brought  vividly  before  us,  yet  not  near  and 
palpat>ly  present ;  it  is  rather  as  if  we  looked 
on  that  scene  through  an  inverted  telescope,, 
whereby  the  whole  was  carried  far  away  into 
the  distance,  the  life-large  figures  comprised  into 
brilliant  miniatures,  so  clear,  so  real,  yet  tiny, 
elf-like,  and  beautified  as  well  as  lessened, 
their  colours  being  now  closer  and  brighter, 
the  shadows  and  trivial  features  no  longer 
visible.  This,  as  we  partly  apprehend,  comes 
of  Singing  Epic  Poems ;  most  part  of  which 
only  pretend  to  be  sung.  Tasso's  rich  melody 
still  lives  among  the  Italian  people ;  the  Nibe^ 
lungcn  also  is  what  it  professes  to  be,  a  Song. 

No  less  strikini;  than  the  verse  and  language 
is  the  quality  of  the  invention  manifested  here. 
Of  the  Fable,  or  narrative  material  of  the 
Nibelwigen,  we  should  say  that  it  had  high, 
almost  the  highest  merit ;  so  daintily,  yet  firmly, 
is  it  put  together;  with  such  felicitous  selec- 
tion of  the  beautiful,  the  essential,  and  no  less 
felicitous  rejection  of  whatever  was  unbeauti- 
ful  or  even  extraneous.  The  reader  is  no 
longer  afflicted  with  that  chaotic  brood  of  Fire- 
drakes,  Giants,  and  malicious  turbaned  Turks, 
so  fatally  rife  in  the  Htldtnbuch:  all  this  is 
swept  away,  or  only  hovers  in  faint  shadows 
afar  ofi*;  and  a  free  field  is  opened  for  legiti- 
mate perennial  interests.  Yet  neither  is  the 
Nibclungen  without  its  wonders ;  for  it  is  poetry 
and  not  prose;  here  too,  a  supernatural  world 
encompasses  the  natural,  and,  though  at  rare 
intervals  and  in  a  calm  manner,  reveals  itself 
there.  It  i?  truly  wonderful  with  what  skill 
our  simple,  untaught  Poet  deals  with  the  mar- 
vellous; admitting  it  without  reluctance  or 
criticism,  yet  precisely  in  the  degree  and 
shape  that  will  best  avail  him.  Here,  if  in  no 
other  respect,  we  should  say  that  he  has  a  de- 
cided superiority  lo  Homer  himself.  The  whole 
story  of  the  Nibeluncen  is  fateful,  mysterious, 
guided  on  by  unseen  influences;  yet  the 
actual  marvels  ,are  few,  and  done  in  the  far 
distance :  those  Dwarfs,  and  Cloaks  of  Dalk- 


OABLTura  uaaoBiiMnovB  wBiTraa& 


MM,  ud  etlfli  7Vnnirr*«hTM,  are  hPar<3 
of  rallMr  iban  bcfarld,  die  liilitip  of  them  iecm 
toiune  Ihin  BokDovn  space.  Vain  a';ri?  ji 
MiaqairevherelhalNibeliingeDliadiM'cially 
ia:  iu  ttrj  ttjuat  in  Ntbd-lttJ  or  J^Jmil,  \},e 
laadof  Darkne.oi.nrinvUibilii]'.  1'he'Nil'e- 
InDfen  Heront,"  tbai  miiiiter  in  thooMDiji.  ahA 
tna  of  Ihoaxandii.  rhfiogh  ther  march  t„  ihe 
Sfaiue  or  Danube,  and  we  tee  Ihcir  tiron^ 
limb*  and  ihioinK  armnur,  we  coaM  ilmo-,) 
bBCT  to  be  children  of  (he  air.  Far  beyond 
4w  flrm  horjion,  thai  wonder-bearing  region 
avinia  on  Iha  infinite  waiere;  unseen  tiy 
bodil*  e^  or  at  moat  jitcemed  aa  a  f^iint 
fllnut,  hanfiDK  iv  the  blocdeptba,  DDCrn.un 
vhaibcr  iihnd  or  eland.  And  thn«  the  .\ii->- 
tt»tm  Aa(,lhan^  baied  on  the  bottoujii.^ 
fcaKdation  of  Spirit,  and  ooinnTiiiied  of  sii  v'<-y 
Bc«wagtra,ij  a  ml,  rounded,  habitable  K.iriii. 
vbera  wt  flsd  flrs  footing, and  the  wontnui- 
ud  lh«  ccmmon  live  amicably  toother.  )'  r 
hap*  it  vonid  b«  difflcvlt  lo'Sod  an^  P^ipi  uI 
•wd«Bl  or  modnra  timea,  who  in  thig  iryin^r 
1  hia   w«T   with  gwaier 


This  is  (hebiwranlesaPracH;BMd  A*r 
ni?(* contained  in  it  proeCoda dinetly  MWB 
iilSluenL     Id   (he  nry  ■aaoad  aiassa  ' 


■nUem  1 

oaUoMjai 


Towfof  ODr  reader*,  who  ma;  have  per- 
wMal^  Bludied  Ihe  KiMuiifm,  Ihete  hish 
pniaeaof  onn  wiD  not  seem  exa«erate<l^  \bt 
nalfWho  are  the  rast  majoril]r,mDK  cDdeat-oiir 
tt  accept  them  wifh  some  degree  of  ftii)i,  at 
laMttOfeoHoaity;  to  viodieate,  and  jndicialiy 
rabataatiate  them  would  fkr  exceed  our  pre- 
snt  jq^poTtanitie*.  NaT,  in  any  case,  the 
sridciama,  the  allefced  Characteristics  of  a 
fvtm  are  so  many  Theorems,  wbicb  are  in- 
dead  eannciated,  Inily  or  falsdy,  but  the 
Demon stntlon  of  which  mast  be  sought  for  in 
IhereadeAowDSIDdy andexperience.  Nearly 
all  that  esn  be  aiiempied  here,  is  some  ha^iy 
«pitome  of  the  mere  Narrative;  no  xnbslBaliat 
image  of  the  vorb,  but  a  feeble  oalline  and 
shadow.  To  which  task,  as  the  personages 
and  their  environment  have  already  been  in 
some  degree  illustrated,  we  can  now  proceed 
without  ohstaoie. 

The  AiJj(JuifK»  has  been  calted  tbeNorihem 
Epos;  yet  it  has.  in  great  part,  a  Drainaiio 
character:  those  thirty-nine  Amlwrtn  (Adven- 
tures) vhich  it  consists  of,  mif^hi  be  m  inany 
scenes  in  a  Tragedy.  The  catastrophe  is.iuiily 
prophesied  from  the  beginning;  and,  at  every 
fresh  step,  ri^ies  more  and  more  clearly  jnio 
Tiew.  A  shadow  of  coming  Fate,  at  it  <*ete. 
a  low  inaniculate  voice  of  Doom  falls  from  ttie 
lint,  ont  of  that  charmed  Nibelungen-lan<1 :  the 
discord  of  two  women,  is  as  a  liiile  spark  of 
e»il  passion,  that  ere  long  enlarges  itself  into  a 
crime;  foul  mnrder  is  done;  and  now  Ihe  8in 
rolls  on  like  adevooring  Are,  till  thegnilryand 
(he  innocent  are  alike  encircled  with  it,  anit  r. 
whole  land  is  ashes,  and  a  whole  race  is  swept 


Vn  dumtr  rmktn  tinum  M%ft  ir  ■>  biaA 

Wa  anil  In  ■kiIhi  nory,  Wnndan  minr  Told, 
OffctroM  In  fTMl  slnry,  Wtili  ipttll  ftenndliol 
Of  JOTIKHI,  twl  hlih-lUu,  Of  HHiilniindDri 
0^0*1*  Backaa  Mitilai,  HnM  j%  ww  wbb4ui 


Chriemhild,  ibis  warld's>wnnder,  i 
lb  lighter  and  king's  sister,  ud  aelniKfi 
pnad  than  fair,  drcama  one  night  iksi'l 
ti^L^  petted  a  &leon,sirmig,bcaniifi^ii<fl 
uuich  two  eagles  snatched  awaylktata 
111  M  she  was  forced  to  see  {greaietigflMl 
-ii"  never  in  the  worid."  Her  motk^DI^ 
whim  she  relate*  the  ri*uiB,sooiTrfai 
i '  1 1  the  falcoa  is  a  noble' lRub«Bd,«ti^l 
k"'-p  bim,ahe'mostsBddealyIaae.  OriM' 
declares  warmly  for  theaia^a  siueiiiM 
living  there  atthe.Caartof  WoiW^riil 
brothers,  Onntber, 'Oeraot,  Oei*(lhci;*l| 
kings  noble  and  rich,"  in  an^poKpmli 
no«n,  the  pride  oTBDignnden-landaMAi 
she  might  teadUj  enoogh  han  ch*s|ri 
I hp  worse.  However, dame  VtebidthetM 
looemphatieali  for*irrTer*hehafebNA 
joy  in  nfe,  it  will  be  from  man's  lore,  (id 
hhall  be  a  fair  wife,  (wt),  when  God  Mail 
a  right  worthy  Rlttcr'slp/'   Chlie«hUllil 


ight  worthy  Rlttcr**  Ip/* 
earnest  than  maidens  a* 
tal  k  ihns ;  it  appears,'she  gaar 


ieTertbeira,a 
HonoanbtrAn 
e  Riiter'i  vifc*: 


earnest  than  maidens  aiaallTi 
it  appears,'she  gaarde 
"  for  many  a  lief-long  day  t" 
too  must  yield  to  destiny. 
was  to  become  a  most  noble  Riiter'i ' 
"This,"  adds  the  old  Singer,  "was  that  nar^ 
faicon  she  dreamed  of:  how  sorely  sbeiMB'' 
revenged  him  on  her  nearetl  kindred '.  ForlW 
one  death  died  full  many  a  mother""  sos." 

It  may  he  observed  that  Ihe  Poet,  M| 
anil  all  limes,  shows  a  marked  pattislitTlQ 
(Chriemhild:  ever  striving,  unlike  his  ft**! 
>inj;ers,  to  magnify  her  worth,  her  failhfslMl^i 
and  loveliness;  and  sodening,  as  mDch  u*V 
be,  whatever  makes  against  her.  No  k«l 
f.u'ourite  with  him  is  Siegfried,  Ihe  pn^ 
LMV,  peaceably  fearless  hero;  to  whom.iiaf 
."'/lond  Jlrtniiurf,  we  are  here  snddenlj  iii*' 
ijiiced.  ai  Santen  (Xanten)  the  (Tonrti^lb^ 
nl^nd;  whither,  to  his  glad  parenll,  ri> 
St  ill  eve  men  Is  (to  us  partially  known)  *' 
which  one  might  sing  and  tell  for  ever,'** 
noble  prince  has  retamed.  MncbashehaidM 
and  copquered,  he  is  but  just  arrived  *l  MS^ 


THB  NIBELUNGEN  LIED. 


I  ii  is  on  occMion  of  Ihia  jofful  event, 

«  bigh-lide  ^liarhgtxii)  U  now  held  there, 

li  inlliiKe  jounlingi,  minsireky,  largesse'. 

niher  chivalrous  doin|l«,  ail  which  i<;  ^ung 

alDi-'si  faearliness.    The  pld  Kin^  Sifgc- 

I  offVw  10  reaigti  his  crown  Id  him;  but 

M'^'nl    has   other  game   a-lield :    the   iin- 

IblleledbeautyofChriemhHd  has  reached  his 

ritid  his  Taney;  and  now  he  trill  to  Worms. 

b  won  her,  al  lea&l  "see  hnw  il  .tland.f  will) 

fc",'  Fruitless  is  it  for  Siegeoiund  and  Ihf 

pberSiegelinde  lo  represent  the  pf  rill!  of  that 

SF,   the   pride    of   those    Bargundian 

's  aDdGemotsi,  the  fierce 

teHtgen;  SieEfriedisaf-Dbatinaieasyounjc 

I  ve  ie  these  eases,  ajid  can  hear  no  cnun- 

Nay,  he  will  not  accept  the  much  more 

nl  proposition,  to  take  an  array  with  him, 

d  conquer  the  couDtrr,  if  i<  must  be  so  ;  he 

*    '  1e  ToTlh,  like  himself,  with  twelve  cham- 

}nly,  and  .«o  drff  Ihe  future-     Where- 

tt  the  old  people  finding  that  there  is  no 

r  conrse,  proceed  to  malce  him  clothes  ;* — 

uk  Ihe  good  qoeen  with  "  her  fair  women 

\g  night  ttod  da.y,"  and  sewing,  does  so,  the 

)r  furnishing  noblest  battle  and  riding  gear; 

'        '   .mis.<  him  with  mnnyblessingsand 

eaiatioiiB.    "For  him  wept  sore  the  king 

I  his  un/r,  but  he  cotnforled  both  Ihtir  bodies 

^;  he   said,  'ye  must   not   weep,  for  my 

jf  ever  shall  ye  be  without  care.' 

u  tl  in  m*  Reckin,  Rlnm)  irn* t>lii!  mniiT  >  nuld, 

I,  Itlilr  hurl  )i>d  ibcni  Th>  nillnii  true  tr^renli 

faaf tiMltrrMiHti'M  isBtir  ^'"*'  'lif  rabr  iliniild  And  -. 

I4\b»j  oriwiwMlnl  ^Kb  bodlnf  la  Ibsir  mind. 

Prvenheless,  on  the  seventh  morning,  that 
irons  company  "  ride  up  the  sand,"  (on 
ne  beach  lo  Worms,)  in  high  temper, 
I  and  trappings,  aspect   and  bearing. 
»  than  kindly. 

'eaTried's  reception  at  King  Guniher's  court, 
nis  brave  sayings  and  doing? 


birairo 


One  fine 


ilof 


slicacy  it  is  that,  for  a  whole 


irtpraks  ofChriemhitd,  whom,  neverthe- 
Lkti  is  longing  day  and  night  1o  meet.  She, 
r  side,  has  often  through  her  lattices 
1  Ihe  gallant  stranger  victorious  in  all 
1  and  knightly  exercises  t  whereby  ii 
in  spite  of  her  rigorous  preileler- 
}me  kindness  for  him  is  already 
Meanwhile,  mighty  war^  and 
iTBsion  arise,  and  Siegfried  does 
Ue  state  good  service-  Returning  victorious, 
both  as  iteneral  and  soldier,  from  Hessen. 
(Heisia.)  where,  by  help  of  his  own  courage 
and  the  sword  Balmung.  he  has  captured  a 
Danish  King,  and  ntlerly  discomfiled  a  Saxon 
one ;  he  can  now  show  himself  before  Chriem- 
hild  wilhont  other  blushes  than  those  of  timid 
Nay,  the  maiden  has  herself  inquired 
btledly  of  the  messengers,  touching  his  ei- 
Jls;  and  "her  fan  face  erew  rose-ted  when 
piMwrd  them."  A  gay  High-tide,  by  way  of 
■pb,  is  appointed ;  several  kings,  and  iwo- 
'  ihiny  pnnces,  and  knights   enough   with 


"  gold-red  saddles,"  come  to  joiiKt;  aod  b 
than  whole  infinities  of  kings  and  princea  with 
their  saddles,  Ihe  fair  Chriemhild  herself,  under 
guidance  of  her  mother,  chiefly  too  in  honoui 
of  Ihe  viclor,  is  lo  grace  Ibal  spnri-  "  Utc  iha 
AiH  rich"  fails  not  lo  i^cl  her  needle-women  Vt 
work,  and  "cloihet  of  price  are  taken  from 
their  presses,"  for  Ihe  love  of  her  child, "  where- 
with to  dech  many  women  and  mai>Js."  And 
now,  "  on  the  Whits  tin -morning,"  all  is  ready, 
and  glorious  as  heart  could  desire  it:  brave 
Ritlers  "  five  thousand  or  more,"  all  glancing 
in  the  Ii3t:<i  bat  grander  still,  Chriemhild  her- 
self is  advancitig  beside  her  inolhcr,  with  a 
hundred  body-guards,  all  sword-in-hand  aod 
many  a  noble  maid  "  wearing  rich  raiment,"  in 
berlraiil! 

"Now  issued  forth  Ihe  lovely  one.  (>niiiiu[A- 
liclir,)  as  the  red  morniug  doib  from  troubled 
clouds ;  much  care  Qed  away  from  him,  who 
bore  her  in  his  bearl,  and  long  had  done ;  be 
LW  the  lovely  one  stand  in  her  beauly, 
"There  glanced  from  her  garments  foil 
many  precious  stones,  her  rone-red  colour 
hone  full  lovely ;  iry  what  he  mtghl,  each 
nan  must  confess  that  in  this  world  he  bad 
lot  seen  aught  so  fair. 

"  Like  as  (he  light  moon  stands  before  the 
tars,  and  its  sheen  so  clear  goes  over  the 
louds,  even  so  stood  she  now  befiTe  many 
air  women  ;  whereat  cheered  was  the  mind 
of  the  hero. 

The  rich  chamberlains  you  saw  go  before 

her,  Ihe  high  spirited  Recken  would  not  fov' 

bear,but  pressed  on  where  they  saw  the  lovely 

den.    Siegfried  the  lord  was  bolh  glad  and 

He  thought  in  his  mind,  how  conld  ihis  be 

that  I  should  woo  thee!    That  was  a  fooliab 

dream;  yet  must  I  for  ever  be  a  si  ranger,  I 

rather  {lanfltr,  softer)  dead.     He  became 

from   these  thoughts,  in  quick  changes,  pale 

id  red. 

"Thus  stood  so  lovely  the  child  of  Siegt- 
ide,  as  if  he  were  limned  on  parchment  by 
master's  art;  for  all  granted  thai  hero  so 
benuliful  they  had  never  seen." 

In  this  pnssage,  which  we  have  rendered, 
from  Ihe  Fidh  Jvrnliurr,  inlo  the  closest  prose, 
]  be  remarked,  among  olher  singular- 
hat  there   are  two  similes:   in  which 
of  speech  our  old  Singer  deals  very 
sparingly.    The    first,   that   comparison   of 


ir  til  i-iprdl- 


Chriemhildtolhe 


with  it 


sheen   going  over  the   clonds,  has 
many  centuries  had  litile  novelty  or  merit; 
but  the  second,  that  of  Siegfried  lo  a  Figure 
n  some  illuminated  Manuscript,  is  graceful  in 
tself;  and  unspeakably  so  to  antiquaries,  sel- 
dom honoured,  in  their  Biack-lcller  slabbing 
id  grubbing,  with  such  a  poelic  windfall. 
A  prince  and  a  princess  of  this  quality  are 
?arly  made  for  one  another.      Nay,  on  the 
nlion  of  young  Herr  Geri|Ol,  fair  Chnemhild 
bid  specially  to  salute  Siegfried,  she  wbo 
id  never  before  saluted  nan;  which  unpa- 
ralleled grace  the  lovely  one,  in  all  courtliness, 
■penly  does  him.    "Be  welcome,"  said  she, 
Herr  Siegfried,  a  noble  Riiter  good;"  from 
which  salule,  for  ibis  seems  lo  have  been  all, 
much    raised  was   bis  nuod."    &«  Vnwii 
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wilh  Krawful  reTcrence,  as  his  manner  was 
wl*  wooiea;  she  look  him  by  Ibe  hand,  tad 
with  fond  aiolea  glances,  they  looked  at  each 
olhef.  Whether  in  thai  ceremonial  joinins  ol" 
hands  there  might  not  be   some   soft,  slight 

SreBsure,  of  far  deeper  import,  is  what  our 
ingerwill  not  lake  upon  him  to  sav;  how- 
ever, he  thinks  the  affirmative  more  p'robable. 
Henceforth,  in  that  bright  May  weather,  the 
two  were  seen  conslsnlly  together:  noihiDg 
bal  felicity  around  and  before  them. — In  these 
d&fs,  truly,  it  mnsl  have  been  that  the  famous 
Prise-fighl  with  Dietrich  of  Bern  and  his  ele- 
Ten  Lombardy  champions,  took  place,  little  to 
the  profit  of  the  two  Lorers ;  were  it  not  ra- 
ther that  the  whole  of  that  Rose-garden  trans- 
action, as  given  in  the  Htldcnbuch.  might  be 
lUsified  and  even  imaginary,  for  no  mention 
or  hint  of  it  ocoors  here.  War  or  battle  is 
DOl  heard  of;  Siegfried,  the  peerless,  walks 
wooingly  by  the  side  of  Cbrierohild  the  peer- 
leas  :  matters,  it  is  evideni,  are  in  the  bent 
possible  course. 

Bat  now  comes  a  new  side-wind,  which, 
however,  in  the  long  run  also  forwards  the 
voyage.  Tidings,  naraply,  reached  over  the 
BlOne,  not  so  surprising  we  might  hope,  "  that 
there  was  many  a  fair  maiden;"  wherenpon 
Oanther  the  King  "thonRht  with  himself  lo 
win  one  of  them."  It  was  an  honest  purpose 
in  King  Guniher,  only  his  choice  was  not  the 
disoreetesi.  For  no  fair  maiden  will  content 
him  but  Queen  Brunhild,  a  lady  who  rules  in 
ItaJafui,  far  over  sea,  famed  indeed  for  her 
baanty,  yet  no  less  for  her  caprices.  Fables 
we  have  met  with  of  this  Brunhild  being  piT» 
perly  a  Valfn/r,  or  Scandinavian  Houri,  -" 
■a  were  wont  to  lead  old  northern  wa.. 
from  their  last  battle  field,  inio  ValhaMa; 
that  her  castle  of  iinuii in  stood  amidst  a  laki 
of  fire ;  hot  this,  as  we  said,  is  fable  and 
groundless  calumnr,  of  which  there  is  not  so 
mtich  as  notice  taken  here.  Brunhild,  it  is 
plain  enough,  was  a  fleah-and-blood  maiden, 
glorious  in  look  and  faculty,  only  with  some 
preternatural  talents  given  her,  and  the  strang- 
est, wayward  hahiis.  It  appears,  for  example, 
that  any  suitor  proposing  lor  her  has  this  brief 
condilion  to  proceed  upon :  he  must  try  the 
adorable  In  the  three  several  games  of  hnrling 
the  Spear  (at  one  another).  Leaping,  and 
throwing  the  Stone;  if  victorious,  he  gains 
her  hand;  if  vanqaished,  he  loses  his  own 
head;  wliich  latter  issue,  siich  is  the  fair 
Amazon's  strength,  frequent  fataJ  experiment 
ban  shown  ID  he  the  only  probable  one. 

Siegfried,  who  knows  something  of  Bum- 
hfld  and  her  ways,  votes  clearly  against  the" 
whole  enterprise ;  however,  Gunther  has  onee 
for  all  got  the  whim  in  him,  and  must  see  it 
out.  The  prudent  Hagen  von  Toneg.  uncle  to 
love-sick  Guniher,  and  ever  (rue  to  him,  then 
advises  that  Siegfried  be  requested  to  lake 
part  in  the  adventure;  to  which  request  Sieg- 
fried readily  accedes  on  one  condition ;  that 
should  they  prove  fortunate  he  himself  is  to 
have  Chriemhild  1q  wife,  when  they  return. 
This  readily  settled,  he  now  takes  charge  of 
the  business,  and  throws  a  little  light  on  il  for 
tfaeothers.  Theymust  lead  no  army  Ihilher, 
only  two,  Hagen  and  Dankwart,  besides  the 


king  and  himself,  shall  go-    The  _ 
jecl  of  werlr*  (clothes)  is  next  hiDi«d(i.ai 
in  general  terms  elucidated;  whereupon  i^ 
lemn   ((.nsultalion   with  Chrtemhild  ensuii 
and  a  great  cutting  out,  on  her  part,  of  stdK 
silk  from  Araby,  of  green  silk  from  Z 
of  strange  Bsh-skins  covered   with 
silk ;  a  great  sewing  thereof  for  seven 
on  the  part  of  her  maids  ;  lasll)-  a  Btlin^lt 
of  the  three  suits  by  each  hero,  for  each ' 
three;  and  heinieat  thanks  in  reium. m( 
all  fitted  perfectly,  and  was  of  e^ace  and  f 
unutterable.     What  is  still  more  to  the  poiib 
Siegfried  lakes  his  Cloak  of  Darknen  nt' 
him,  fancying  he   may   need    il   iheie.    TW 
good  old  Singer,  who  has  hitherto  alladedoalr 
in  the  faintest  way  to  Siegfried's  prior  adn» 
lures  and  miraculous  possessions,  inlrodnen 
this   of  the  Tarnkaypc  with   great  fraidca^ 
and  simplicity.   "Of  wild  dwarfs,  (gctisdrgnj* 
says  he,  "I  have  heard  tell,  ihej  are  in  Iwlll 
EDountains,  and  for  defence  wear  some*) 
called    Tamkappi,    of    wondroDB     sort:"    I 
qualities  of  which  garment,  thai  ii  reodeltl 
visible,  and  gives  twelve  men's  itrvogdk  *» 

The  voyage  to  Isenstein,  Siegfried  sleefil 
the  ship  thither,  is  happily  accomplisbei 
twenty  days.  Guniher  admires  to  a  bMhfc> 
gree  the  fine  masonry  of  the  place ;  as  uitel 
be  well  might,  there  being  some  eighqntit 
towers,  three  immense  palaces,  and  on  ~ 
mense  bail,  the  whole  built  of  "  marble 
as  grass;"  farther  he  sees  many  lair  w 
looking  from  the  windows  down  on  the  bai^ 
and  thinks  the  loveliest  is  she  in  the  sao*- 
white  dress;  which,  Siegfried  informs  bin.ii 
a  worthy  choice ;  the  snow-while  maiden  beil( 
no  other  than  Brunhild-  It  is  also  to  be  kl|l 
in  mind  that  Siegfried,  for  reasons  known  belt 
to  himself,  had  previously  stipulated  tM 
though  a  free  kiug.  they  should  all  treat  liin 
as  vassal  of  Gunther;  for  whom  acconliBglf 
he  holds  the  stirrup,  as  they  mount  oa  IMi 
beach ;  thereby  giving  rise  to  a  misconeeptieit 
which  in  the  ead  led  to  saddest  consequenMii 

Queen  Brunhild,  who  had  called  back  W 
maidens  from  the  windows,  being  a  sirictdi^ 
elplinarian,  and  retired  into  the  interior  of  her 
green  marble  Isenstein,  to  dress  still  beiM^ 
now  inquires  of  some  attendant.  Who  IbM 
strangers  of  such  lordly  aspeet  are,  and  vkal 
brings  them.  The  attendant  professes  himirit 
at  a  toss  to  say ;  one  of  them  looks  like  aiqf- 
fried,  the  other  is  evidently  by  his  port  a  naUe 
king.  His  notice  of  Von  Troneg  Higea  ti 
peculiarly  vivid. 

Ttif  third  orHioHtoinpiinlma,  B>  li  cr«pari  Man, 
And  fei  nltta  \antf  body,  Rtch  queen,  *■  yt  mltM  4k 

Frou  ItHxa  >it  nfii  fiauH.  For  Ibe  syei  mtM  Ml 
MeKemi  Ihii  ttatelsn  Rxcke  It  cf  lein|H-T  Ben*  ari 

(rilD. 

This  is  one  of  those  little  ^aphic  touehf* 
scattered  all  over  our  Poem,  which  do  hh« 

for  piciudag  oai  an  object,  especially  a  miai 
than  whute  pages  of  enumeration  and  meniara- 
"■  ver  alier  do  we  bear  of  this  stoul,  la- 


sffle' 


THE  NIBELUNOEN  LIED. 


lie  Hagen,  ia  all  the  wild  deeds  and 
gs  he  passes  through,  hut  tho^e  ncinden 
'^mf  his  come  before  us,  with  the  Test- 
es- ^p,  dauntless  spirit  that  looks  through 

~M  Gild's  reception  of  Siegfried  i.s  not  with- 
c  «:iess;  which,  however,  he,  with  polished 
■=-  ;y.  and  the  nimblest  address,  ever  at  his 
^  snd,  soAens  down,  or  hurries  pver:  he 
^  »  without  will  of  his  own,  and  so  forth, 
s     attendant  on  his  master,  the  renowned 

"vjnther,  who  comes  -to  sue  for  her  hand, 
summit   and   keystone  of  all  earthly 

^s.    Brunhild,  who  had  determined  on 

Siegfried  himself,  if  he  so  willed  it, 

small  account  of  this  King  Gunther,  or 

iwess;  and  instantly  clears  the  ground, 

iuips  her  for  battle.  The  royal  wooer 
^  have  looked  a  little  blank  when  he  saw  a 
^^  brought  in  for  his  fair  one's  handling, 
^^e  spans  thick  with  gold  and  iron,"  which 
'^  chamberlains  could  hardly  bear,  and  a 
-^r  or  javelin  she  meant  to  shoot  or  hurl, 
'^^^  was  a  burden  for  three.  Hagen,  in  angry 
[PTeheasion  for  his  king  and  nephew,  ex- 
i^ms  that  they  shall  all  lose  their  life,  (/i>,) 
^  that  she  is  the  UwhU  trip,  or  Devifs  wife, 
^^ertheless  Siegfried  is  already  there  in  his 
»^ik  of  Darkness,  twelve  men  strong,  and 
•rtrily  whispers  in  the  ear  of  royalty  to  be  of 
^fort;  takes  the  shield  to  himself,  Gunther 
*Dly  affecting  to  hold  it,  and  so  fronts  the  edge 
*t  battle.  Brunhild  performs  prodigies  of 
yar-hurling,  of  leaping,  and  stone-pitching; 
•Qt  Gunther,  or  rather  Siegfried,  *<  who  does 
be  work,  he  only  acting  the  gestures,*'  nay, 
\iko  even  snatches  him  up  into  the  air  and 
nns  carrying  him, — gains  a  decided  victory, 
M  the  lovely  Amazon  must  own  with  sur- 
prise and  shame,  that  she  is  fairly  won. 
Hegfried  presently  appears  without  Tamkappt, 
Jkd  asks  with  a  grave  face.  When  the  games 
hen  are  to  begin  1 

So  far  well;  yet  somewhat  still  remains  to 
•f  done.  Brunhild  will  not  sail  for  Worms, 
D  be  wedded,  till  she  have  assembled  a  fit 
rain  of  warriors:  wherein  the  Burgundians, 
»ciDg  here  without  retinue,  see  symptoms  or 
Ntssibiiities  of  mischief.  The  deft  Siegfried, 
iblest  of  men,  again  knows. a  resource.  In 
lit  Tamkappt  he  steps  on  board  the  bark, 
vhich,  seen  from  the  shore,  appears  to  drift  off 
*t'\Vi  own  accord ;  and  therein,  stoutly  steering 
owards  Nitelungen-iand,  he  reaches  that  rays- 
^ious  country  and  the  mountain  where  his 
^oard  lies,  before  the  second  morning;  finds 
I^warf  Alberich  and  all  his  giant  sentinels  at 
■^ir  post,  and  faithful  almost  to  the  death ; 
kese  soon  rouse  him  thirty  thousand  Nibelun- 
*tn  Recken,  from  whom  he  has  only  to  choose 
^oe  thousand  of  the  best;  equip  them  splen- 
didly enough  ;  and  therewith  return  tu  Gunther, 
'imply  as  if  they  were  that  sovereign's  own 
^y-|?uard.  that  had  been  delayed  a  little  by 
ktresjj  of  weather. 

^  The  final  arrival  at  Worms ;  the  bridal 
ea«!iK,  for  there  are  two,  Siegfried  also  receiv- 
og  his  reward;  and  the  joyance  and  splendour 
fman  and  maid,  at  this  lordliest  of  hightides; 
iid  the  joustings,  greater  than  those  at  Aspra- 
loot  or  'Mod taubao— every  reader  can  fancy 


for  himself.  Remarkable  only  is  the  evil  eye 
with  which  queen  Brunhild  still  continues  to 
regard  the  noble  Siegfried.  She  cannot  under- 
stand how  Gunther,  the  Landlord  of  the  Rhine,* 
should  have  bestowed  his  sister  on  a  vassal : 
the  assurance  that  Siegfried  also  is  a  prince 
and  heir-upparent,  the  prince  namely  of  Ne- 
iherland,  and  little  inferior  to  Burgundian 
majesty  itself,  yields  no  complete  satisfaction; 
and  Brunhild  hints  plainly  that,  unless  the 
truth  be  told  her,  unpleasant  consequences 
may  follow.  Thus  is  there  ever  a  ravelled 
thread  in  the  web  of  life !  But  for  this  little 
cloud  of  spleen,  these  bridal  feasts  had  beea 
all  bright  and  balmy  as  the  month  of  June. 
Unluckily,  too,  the  cloud  is  an  electric  one; 
spreads  itself  in  time  into  a  general  earth- 
quake; nay»  that  very  night  becomes  a  thun- 
der-storm, or  tornado,  unparalleled  we  may 
hope  in  the  annals  of  connubial  happiness. 

The  Singer  of  the  Nibclungen,  unlike  the  Au- 
thor of  RodericJc  Random^  cares  little  for  inter- 
meddling with  **  the  chaste  mysteries  of 
hymen."  Could  we,  in  the  corrupt,  ambigu- 
ous, modern  tongue,  hope  to  exhibit  any  sha- 
dow of  the  old,  simple,  true-hearted,  merely 
historical  spirit,  with  which,  in  perfect  purity 
of  soul,  he  describes  things  unattempted  yet  in 
prose  or  rhyme, — we  could  a  tale  unfold! 
Suffice  it  to  say.  King  Gunther,  Landlord  of 
the  Rhine,  falling  sheer  down  from  the  third 
heaven  of  hope,  finds  his  spouse  the  most 
athletic  and  intractable  of  women ;  and  him- 
self, at  the  close  of  the  adventure,  nowise 
encircled  in  her  arms,  but  tied  hard  and  fast, 
hand  and  foot,  in  her  girdle,  and  hung  thereby, 
at  considerable  elevation,  on  a  nail  in  the  wall. 
Let  any  reader  of  sensibility  figure  the  emo- 
tions of  the  royal  breast,  there  as  he  vibrates 
suspended  on  his  peg,  and  his  inexorable  bride 
sleeping  sound  in  her.  bed  below !  Towards 
morning  he  capitulates;  engaging  to  observe 
the  prescribed  line  of  conduct  with  utmost 
strictness,  so  he  may  but  avoid  becoming  a 
laughing-stock  to  all  men. 

No  wonder  the  dread  king  looked  rather 
grave  next  morning,  and  received  the  con- 
gratulations of  mankfhd  in  a  cold  manner. 
He  confesses  to  Siegfried,  who  partly  suspects 
how  it  may  be,  that  he  has  brought  the  "  evil 
devil"  home  to  his  house  in  the  shape  of  wife, 
whereby  he  is  wretched  enough.  However, 
there  are  remedies  for  all  things  but  death. 
The  ever-serviceable  Siegfried  undertakes 
even  here  to  make  the  crooked  straight.  What 
may  not  an  honest  friend  with  Tarnkappe  and 
twelve  men's  strength  perform?  Proud  Brun- 
hild, next  night,  after  a  fierce  contest,  owns 
herself  again  vanquished ;  Gunther  is  there  to 
reap  the  fruits  of  another's  victory;  the  noble 
Siegfried  withdraws,  taking  nothing  with  him 
but  the  luxury  of  doing  good,  and  the  proud 
queen's  Ring  and  Girdle  gained  from  her  in 
that  struggle;  which  small  trophies  he,  with 
the  last  infirmity  of  a  noble  mind,  presents  to 
his  own  fond  wife,  little  dreaming  that  they 
would  one  day  cost  him  and  her,  and  all  of 

•  Der  H'irt  r.om  Rire :  ■insular  enoiish  the  word  Wirtk, 
oA^n  npplied  tn  royalty  in  thai  old  dialect,  is  now  alto 
the  title  of  iniikerpera.  To  such  base  uaet  may  w« 
come. 
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dear.  Such  jwdera  as  take  any  in- 
lerett  in  poor  Chmthei*  Hill  be  mttfied  to  learo, 
Aat  flrom  this  hour  Braahild's  pretrrnatoral. 
tealtiea  quite  led  Jier,  htAng  all  dependent  on 
ker  maidlioodt  ad^feat  any  more  spear-harling; 
or  other  the  like  extraordinary  work,  is  hot  to 
be  apprehended  from  her. 
'  IT  we  add  that  Siegfried  fbrmalljr  made  over 
to  his  dear  Chriemhild  the  Nibelnngen  Hoard, 
byway  of  Morgengtibe^  (or,  as  we  may  say.  Join* 
tB^^)  and  the  high-tide,  though  not  the  honey- 
moon being  past,  retnmed  to  Netherland  with 
bill  sponse,  to  be  welcomed  there  with  infinite 
Tejoleings^-— we  have  gone  through  as  it  were 
me  First  Act  of  this  Tragedy,  and  may  here 
panse'  to  look  ronhd  ns  for  a  moment.  The 
aain  characters  are  now  introduced  on  the 
•eene,the  relations  that  bind  them  together  are 
dioUy  sketched  out:  there  is  the  prompt,  cheer- 
flilly  heroic,  inmlnerable,  and  invincible  Sieg^ 
IKed,  now  happiest  of  men;  the  high'  Chriem- 
hild, fitly-mated,  and  if  a  moon,  revolving  glo- 
rious round  her  sun,  or  Friedel  (joy  and  darling); 
Bot  without  pride  and  female  aspirings,  yet  not 
pronder  than   one  so  giAed  and  placed  is 

Crdpnable  for  being.  On  the  other  hand,  we 
veKing  Gunther,or  rather  let  us  say  king's- 
mantle  Gunther,  for  never  except  in  that  one 
enterprise  of  courting  Brunhild,  in  which  too, 
Fithont  help,  he  would  have  cut  so  poor  a 
taare,  does  the  worthy  sovereign  show  will 
oT  his  own,  or  character  other  than  that  of 
good  potter's  elay ;  farther,  the  suspicions,  fore- 
eaatins,  yet  stout  and  reckless  Hagen,  him 
with  tte  rapid  glattca,  and  these  turned  not  too 
kindly  on  Siegfried,  whose  prowess  he  has 
used  yet  dreads,  whose  Nibelongen  Hoard  he 
perhaps  already  covets ;  lastly,  the  rigoroas  and 
vigorous  Brunhild,  of  whom  also  more  is  to  be 
feared  than  hoped.  Considering  the  fierce 
nature  of  these  now  mingled  ingredients,  and 
how,  except  perhaps  in  the  case  of  Gunther 
there  is  no  menstruum  of  placid  stupidity  to 
soften  them,  except  in  Siegfried, no  element  of 
heroic  truth  to  master  them  and  bind  them  to- 
gether,— unquiet  fermentation  may  readily  be 
apprehended. 

Meanwhile,  for  a  season  all  is  peace  and 
sunshine.  8iegrried  reigns  in  Netherland,  of 
which  his  father  has  surrendered  him  the 
crown  ;  Chriemhild  brings  him  a  son,  whom 
in  honour  of  the  uncle  he  christens  Gunther, 
which  courtesy  the  uncle  and  Brunhild  repay 
in  kind.  The  Nibelungeti  Hoard  is  still  open 
and  inexhaustible;  Dwarf  Alberich  and  all  the 
Recken  there  still  loyal ;  outward  relations 
friendly,  internal  supremely  prosperous:  these 
are  halcyon  days.  But,  alas,  they  cannot  last 
Queen  Brunhild,  retaining  with  true  female 
tenacity  her  first  notion,  right  or  wrong,  re- 
flects one  day  that  Siegfried,  who  is  and  shall 
be  nothing  but  her  husband's  vassal,  has  for  a 
long  while  paid  him  no  service;  and,  deter- 
mined on  a  remedy,  manages  that  Siegfried 
and  his  queen  shall  be  invited  to  a  high-tide 
at  Worms,  where  opportunity  may  chance  for 
enforcing  that  claim.  Thither  accordingly, 
afler  ton  years'  absence,  we  find  these  illustri- 
ous guests  returning;  Siegfried  escorted  by  a 
thousand  Nibelongen  Ritters,  and  farther  by 
bis  father  Siegemnnd,  who  leads  a  train  of 


Netherlanders.    Here  fm 
infinite  jooetings,  there  is  n  oia  hcain 
earth:  but  the  apple  of  Diaeord  b 
Ijring  in  the  knightly  rinfl^and  tveWiahJ 
the  proudest  and    keenesti4empeRd  ifiitj 
worid,  simultaneously  sloop  lo  liA  it  ' 
Fourteenth  is  entitled  **  How  the  two 
rated  one    another.**     Never 
Billingsgate'  uttered,  or  which 
directly  home  to  the  bnsiaeaa  and 
women.    The  subject  is  that  old  story  £ 
eedenee,  which  indeed,  from  thttrliaeflf 
and  Abel  downwards,  has  wroogfatsaeb 
sion  of  blond  and  bile  both  among  mmmi 
men ;  lying  at  the  bottom  of  altarmaawrii 
bftttle-fields,  whether  Blenheims  aad  " 
loos,  or  any  plate-displays,  and 
eye  skirmishes,  in  the -circle  of  domnfa 
nay,  the  very  animals  have  its  aai' 
were  they  but  the  mise 
Welsh  ponies,  will  not  gra<e  togetheriB 
been  ascertained,  by  clear  fight,  whoii 
of  whom,  and  a  proper  drawinf-mon 
established. 

Bmbhild  and  Chriemhild  take  to 
about  the  merits  of  their  hnalwnds:  the 
fondly  expatiating  on  the  pre-emmeaM 
frtft/«4  how  he  walks  ^like  the  mooa 
stars"  before  all  oilier  men,  i»  nmi 
her  sister  that  one  man  at  least  mHL 
cepted,  the  mighty  king  Ganiher  of  W( 
whom,  by  his  own  confession  lou 
Isenstein,  he  is  vassal  and  servant  Cai 
wilt  sooner  admit  that  clay  is  alKnre 
than  any  such  proposition ;  which 
she,  in  all  politeness,  requests  of  her 
never  more  tt>  touch   upon  while  she 
The  result  may  be  foreseen :  rejoinder  ( 
reply,  statement  grows  assertion ;  flini 
have  fallen  on  the  dry  flax,  which  from 
bursts  into  conflagration.  The  two  qoeesf 
in  hottest,  though   still   clear-flaming 
Not,  however,  to  let  their  anger  bom  oat, 
to  feed  it  with  more  solid  fuel.    Chrii 
dresses  her  forty  maids  in  finer  than  fT»; 
parel;  orders  out  all  her  husband's 
and  so  attended,  walks  foremost  lo  the  Mil 
where  mass  is  to  be  said ;  thus  practically 
ing  that  she  is  not  only  a  true  qaeen,  M 
worthier  of  the  two.    Brunhild,  quite 
in  splendour,  and  enraged  t>eyond  all 
overtakes  her  at  the  door  of  the  Minster, 
peremptory  order  to  stop :  "  before  kia^ 
shall  vassaf  6  never  go. 

Then  Mid  the  fkir  ChrSembtld*,  RlglK  aifry  wm\ 

mood: 
**  Oou  Ideal  thou  but  hold  t}iy  pssce.  It  wwt 

thy  tf><Ml« 
Thjrtelf  haal  »ll  pplluied  Whb  tliame  thj  hir  Mlt| 

How  can  a  Ooncobine  By  right  a  Kinf*a  wHc  btl* 

•<Whoro   haft  thn«  Cbncobined  f **    TW  KIh^ 

qui*  kly  ■p«ke ; 
«•  That  dci*I  ihoc,**  mU  ChrtomMId* ;  «*  Fnr  Ihf  | 

vRiinlipg**  uk(* ; 
Who  ftrtt  had  iby  fair  body  Waa  Bttcfriad  sf  I 

Man  ; 
My  brother  was  it  notTlut  thy  maldhood  fIromtbMi 

In  proof  of  which  outrageous  saying,  t^W. 

duces  that  Ring  and  Girdle;  the  ianorcsio* 

I  quest  of  which,  as  we  well  know,hfli  a  ftriM 
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B.    Branhild  bursts  into  tears;  ''sadder 

the  never  saw."  Nay,  perhaps  a  new  liRht 

rose  on  her  over  much  that  had  been 

in  her  late  history ;  **  she  raed  foil  sore 

ever  she  was  bom." 

*re,then,  is  the  black  injury,  which  only 
I  will  wash  away.  The  evil  fiend  has 
n  his  work;  and  thp  isjjue  of  it  lies  be-' 
man*t  control.  SieglVied  may  protest 
nnocence  of  that  calumny,  and  chastise 
indiscreet  spouse  for  uttering  it  even  in 
eat  of  anger:  the  female  heart  is  wounded 
nd  healing;  the  old  sprinf^s  of  bitterness 
ist  this  hero  unite  iotu  a  fell  flood  of  hate; 
?  be  sees  the  sunlight,  she  cann»t  know  a 
il  hour.  Vengeance  is  soon  offered  her : 
en,  who  lives  only  for  his  prince,  under- 
s  this  bad  service  ;  by  treacherous  profes- 
s  of  attachment,  and  anxiety  lo  guard 
^ried*s  life,  he  gains  from  Chriemhild  the 
net  of  his  vulnerability  ;  Sien^fried  is  carried 
to  hunt ;  and  in  the  hour  of  franke<<t  gayety 
labl>ed  through  the  fatal  spot;  and,  felling 
nnrderer  to  the  ground,  dies  upbraiding 
fiilse  kindred,  yet,  with  a  touching  sim- 
ity,  recommending  his  child  and  wife  to 
r  protection.  "  Let  her  feel  that  she  is  yonr 
cr;  was  there  ever  virtue  in  princes,  be 
to  her :  for  me  my  Father  and  my  men 
1  long  wait."  "The  flowers  all  round 
t  wetted  with  blood,  then  he  struggled  with 
b;  not  long  did  he  this,  the  weapon  cut 
too  keen  ;  so  he  could  speak  nought  more. 
Recke  bold  and  noble." 
I  this  point,  we  might  say,  ends  the  Third 
of  our  Tragedy ;  the  whole  story  hence* 
I  takes  a  darker  character;  it  is  as  if  a 
of  sorrow  and  fateful  t>oding  became  more 
more  audible  in  its  free,  light  music.  Evil 
produced  new  evil  in  fatal  augmentation : 
-y  is  abolished ;  but  in  its  stead  there  is 
and  despair.  Chriemhild,  an  hour  af»o  so 
,  is  now  robbed  of  all:  her  grief  is  bound- 
as  her  love  has  been.  No  glad  thought 
ever  more  dwell  in  her;  darkness,  utier 
I,  has  come  over  her,  as  she  looked  into 
red  of  morning.  The  spoiler  too  wa'ks 
ad  unpunished ;  the  bleeding  corpse*  wit- 
es  against  Hagen,  nay  he  himself  cares 
to  hide  the  deed.  But  who  is  there  to 
ige  the  friendless?  Siegfried's  father  has 
med  in  haste  to  his  own  land;  Chriemhild 
>w  alone  on  the  earth,  her  husband*8  grave 
1  that  remains  to  her;  there  only  can  she 
IS  if  waiting  at  the  threshold  of  her  own 
:  home;  and  in  prayers  and  tears,  pour  out 
torrow  and  love  that  have  no  end.  Still 
ler  injuries  are  heaped  on  he*- :  by  advice 
he  craf\y  Hagen,  Gunther,  who  had  not 
ned  the  murder,  yet  permitted  and  wit- 
«d  it,  now  comes  with  whining  professions 
ipentance  and  good-will ;  persuades  her  to 
I  for  the  Nibelungen  Hoard  to  Worms  : 
re  no  sooner  is  it  arrived,  than  H!^n  and 
re5t  forcibly  take  it  from  her;  and  her  last 
t  in  affection  or  truth  from  mortal  is  rudely 
away.  Bent  to  the  earth,  she  weeps  only 
her  lost  Siegfried,  knows  no  comfort,  bi)t 
weep  for  ever. 

ne  lurid  gleam  of  hope,  aAer  long  years  of 
cnes.H,  breaks  in  on  her,  in  the  prospect  of 


revenge.  King  Etzel  sends  from  his  far  conntry 
to  solicit  her  hand:  the  embassy  she  hears  at 
first,  as  a  woman  of  ice  might  do;  the  good 
Rudiger,  Etzel*s  spokesman,  pleads  in  vain 
that  his  king  is  the  riche.stof  all  earthly  kings; 
that  he  is  so  lonely  "since  Frau  Heike  died;" 
that  though  a  Heathen  he  has  Christians  about 
him,  and  may  one  day  be  converted:  till,  at 
length,  when  he  hints  distantly  at  the  power  of 
Etzel  to  avenge  her  injuries,  she  on  a  sudden 
becomes  all  attention.'  Hagen,  foreseeing  such 
possibilities,  protests  ngainvSt  the  match;  but 
is  overruled:  Chriemhild  dc))arts  with  Rudiger 
for  the  land  of  the  Huns;  taking  cold  leave  of 
her  relations  ;  only  two  of  whom,  her  brothers 
Gemot  and  Geiselher,  innocent  of  that  murder, 
does  she  admit  near  her  as  convoy  to  the 
Donau. 

The  Nibelungen  Hoard  has  hitherto  been 
fatal  to  all  its  possessors;  to  the  two  sons  of 
Nibelung;  to  Siegfried  its  conqueror:  neither 
does  the  Burgundian  Royal  House  fare  better- 
with  it.  Already,  discords  threatening  to. 
ari.se,  Hagen  sees  prudeut  to  sink  il  in  the 
Rhine;  first  taking  oath  of  Gunther  and  his 
brothers,  that  none  of  them  shall  reveal  the 
hiding-place,  while  any  of  the  rest  is  alive. 
But  the  curse  that  clave  to  it  could  not  be 
sunk  there.  The  Nibelungen-land  is  now 
theirs  :  they  themselves  are  henceforth  called 
Nibelungen ;  and  this  history  of  their  fate  is 
the  Nibelungen  Song,  or  Nibflungen  Nolhj 
(Nibelungen's  Need,  extreme  need,  or  final 
wreck  and  pl;olition.) 

The  Fifth  Act  of  our  strange  eventful  history 
now  draws  on.  Chriemhild  has  a  kind  husbana, 
of  hospitable  disposition,  who  troubles  himself 
little  about  her  secret  feelings  and  intents. 
With  his  permission,  she  sends  two  minstrels, 
inviting  the  Burgundian  Court  to  a  high-tide, 
at  EtzcPs:  she  has  charged  the  messengers  to 
say  that  she  is  happy,  and  to  bring  all  Gun- 
therms  champions  with  them.  Her  eye  was  on 
Hagen,  but  she  could  not  single  him  from  the 
rest.  After  seven  days*  deliberation,  Gunther 
answers  that  he  will  come.  Hagen  has  loudly 
dissuaded  the  journey,  but  again  been  over- 
ruled. •*  It  is  his  fate,"  says  a  commentator, 
*Mike  Cassandra's,  ever  to  foresee  the  evil, 
and  ever  to  be  disregarded.  He  himself  shut 
his  ear  against  the  inward  voice;  and  now  his 
warnings  are  uttered  to  the  deaf."  He  argues 
long,  but  in  vain  :  nay,  young  Gemot  hints  at 
last  that  this  aversion  originates  in  personal 
fear: 

Tlien  tpake  Von  Trooef  Hagen  :  "  Nowise  la  h  through 

80  ynii  command  It,  Hem^a,  Then  np,  f  ird  on  your  gear ; 
1  lide  with  vna  Ihu  fitrpmnet  Into  Kinff  EtZ4>r«  land.*' 
^ince  lh«n  full  many  a  helm  Waa  ahlvered  by  his  hand. 

Frau  Ute's  dreams  and  omens  are  now  una- 
vailing with  him;  *< whoso  heedeth  dreams,'' 
said  Hagen,  "of  the  right  story  wotteth  not:" 
he  has  computed  the  worst  issue,  and  defied  iu 
Many  a  little  touch  of  pathos,  and  even 
solemn  beauty  lies  carelessly  scattered  in  these 
rhymes,  had  we  space  to  exhibit  such  here. 
As  specimen  of  a  strange,  winding,  diffuse, 
yet  innocemly  graceful  style  of  narrative,  we 
had  translated  Mmie  considerable  portion  of 
this  Twenty-fiAh  Jventiwr,  **  How  the  Nibelon- 
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fen  ift|pebed  (flfod)  to  the  HnDs,**  into  rents 
M  Utemt  «i  mi|tbt  hiu  which  dow,«Iw;  look 
molinifQiljr  difereot  n^m  the  original ;  almost 
like  8criblerns*ii  Jriiiel4  when  the  barbarian 

fcoten]aid  huii^tmorta  it  Nefertheless,  to 
for  the  reader  what  we  can,  let  somewhat 
ef  that  modernized  ware,  sdch  as  it  is,  be  set 
before  him.  The  brave  Sfibeluogen  are  on  the 
ere  of  departnre ;  and  abonl  ferrying  over  the 
Bhine ;  and  here  it  majr  1^  noted  that  Worms/ 
with  onr  old  8ingerylie»  oot  in  its  true  posi- 
tioib  hot  at  some  msltece  from  the  nver ;  a 
pibbf  at  least  that  be  was  never  there,  and 
probabljiijl^g  and  lived  in  some  very  distant 
icgion: 

Tkt  boats  wtra  iofttliif  rasdj*  And  aasy  bmb  there 


Wbat  elothes  of  |idee  tbey  hU  lliey  took  mad  iiow'd 

thMitbefe, 
WIm  never  a  net  firoai  toiliaf  UntD  tke  e^rea  tMe, 

thejrtook  the  fopd  right  fefly.  Would  loBger  mC 


Bmve  teate  and  hotehee  Toa  eew  nieed  on  the  giMi, 
Other  eide  the  Rhine  etieem  That  oamp  it  ^tehed  waa : 
Iha  Mag  to  etaj  a  whie  W^  beeooght  of  hli  fUr 

wMb; 
naialght ehe  law  hiai  with  her,  And  aever  more  ta  life. 

iVnaipeti  and  fletee  epoke  oat,  At  dawnlag  of  the  day. 
That  tloie  was  eoeM  for  parttogi  So  thej  roee  to  aiaich 

'-away: 
Wbi»  lered-oae  had  in  anae  Did  klee  tint  aame,  I  ween ; 
Aad  ftmd  flifawalle  were  bidden  Bf  eaaee  of  BtaeTe 
Queea. 

FIraa  17ie*e  aoMe  aoae  Tbey  hed  a  eerrlng  man, 
A  braTc  one  and  a  true  :  Or  ever  the  march  begin, 
He  ep«fiketh  tn  King  Gunther,  What  fbr  hfa  enr  wm  fit, 
Re  eald :  **  Wo  for  thb  Joarney,  I  grieve  becauee  of  it.*' 


•  This  City  of  Worms,  hail  wp  a  riffht  imtKination, 
OukM  to  be  as  venerable  in  us  Mni1ern8,  as  any  Theh«s 
or  Troy  was  tn  tlie  ancifiits.  Whether  founded  by  the 
Gods  or  not,  it  is  of  quite  unlcnnwn  antiquity,  and  has 
witnessed  the  most  wonderful  thiuTs.  Within  authentic 
times,  the  Romans  were  here,  and  if  tradition  may  he 
credited.  Attila  also;  It  was  the  nent  of  the  \nKtrasian 
klnga  I  the  flreonent  residence  of  Charlemnrne  himself; 
innumerable  Fenilvals.  Iliffhiides,  Tournaments,  and 
Imperial  Diets  were  held  in  It.  of  whii-h  latter,  one  at 
IcNUt.  thit  where  Luther  appeared  in  I5SI  will  be  for 
ever  remeinber:"1  *iv  all  mankind  Nor  is  Worms  more 
fiimous  In  hl*'orv  thun,  as  Indeed  we  may  see  here,  it  is 
in  rnmanre;  whereof  many  moifinments  and  vesiifea 
remain  to  tkU  dM,p.  "  A  plensant  me:idow  there.*'  says 
Von  der  Ifaren, "  U  still  called  Chriemhild's  Rutenrarten. 
The  name  Worm*  Itself  is  derived  (hy  l^vendi«rv  Etymo- 
locy)  (Vom  the  Dragon,  or  Worm,  whirh  Biecmed  slew, 
the  flfure  of  whirh  once  fhrmed  the  Ciry  Arms ;  in  past 
times,  there  was  also  to  he  seen  here  nn  ancient  strona 
Keten-Hatut^  (Giant's  house,)  and  many  a  memorial  of 
Slegfyied :  bit*  Lance.  Cd  feet  lonir,  (almost  60  EnKlish 
feet.)  in  the  Cathedral :  his  Statue,  of  rirantic  size  on 
the  M>u»  Tkurm  (New  Tower)  on  the  Rhine  ;**  fcn.  &c. 
**And  lastly  tlie  Aietrn-ied's  Chapel,  in  primeval  Fre- 
Oothte  arrhltecture,  not  tone  shice  pulled  down.  In  the 
time  of  the  MeiMUrtdtk^erg,  too,  the  Stadtrath  was 
hound  to  rive  every  Master,  who  sanr  the  Lay  of  Bief- 
frled  (MtittfTlHd  9o%  Sievfriaden^  the  purport  of  which  is 
now  unknown)-  without  mistnke,  a  certain  gratuity.'* — 
OUttury  to  the  MUetun/reu^  ^  IVorvM. 

One  is  sorry  fo  Team  4hat  this  fhmed  Imperial  City  is 
no  lonrer  Impi>ri>iU  but  mnrh  fallen  In  every  way  from 
its  palmy  state  ;  the  90,000  Inhabiranta  (to  he  found  there 
in  Onstavus  AdolphUK*s  time)  hiivinr  now  declined  into 
•one  fiiW, — "  who  maintnln  them»«elves  by  wine-yrow- 
inr,  Rhine  boats,  tohacco.manufacture,  and  niakina 
sutar-of-lead."  So  hnrd  has  war.  which  ref^pects  no- 
thinf,  pressed  on  Worms,  ill-placed  for  saf«iv,nn  the 
hostile  border:  I^ouvois,  or  Louts  XIV.,  in  IQw,  had  it. 
utterly  devastated;  whereby  In  th«*  interior,  ** spaces 
that  were  once  coverrd  with  buildinge  are  now  gar- 
dene."— See  Csna.  Lnkam,  |  IFerau. 


ffm  RanMild  hight,  the  flewer,  Waa 
Heepake:  •* Whom ehall hk  peopiaAni^ 

tol 
Wo  on't,  will  noa^  penoade  ya,  Brave  B 

thieroad! 
Fran  Chriemhild's  flattering  measage  No  goo 

to  bode." 

**  The  land  to  thee  be  trusted.  And  niy  fkir  bn 
And  serve  thou  well  the  women,  I  tell  thee  e 
Whoiitso  thou  findest  weeping  Her  heart  give 
No  liarm  to  one  of  ue  King  Etael'e  wife  will  < 

The  Bteeds  were  funding  ready.  For  the  Ki 

their  men ; 
With  kleses  tendereet,  Toorieave  ftill  many  I 
Who,'>in  galUnt  cheer  and  hope.  To  BMrch  v 

afhildi 
Then  eince  that  day  hewaUeth  Many  a  aokk 

maU. 

But  when  the  rapM  Reeken  Took  horae  and  pi 
The  women  ehent  la  snrmtr  To«  eaw  bebioit 
or  partiag  all  too  long  Their  hearts  to  then  d 
Whea  grief  ao  great li eoHfaif,  Thanhidte 
wen. 

Nathleee  the  briek  Bnrgonden  All  on  their  «•] 
Then  roee  the  country  tiver  A  mickle  dole  aid 
On  both  aide*  of  the  hlllSf  W^nnan  and  man  I 
Let  their  folk  do  how  they  11^  Theee  giy  d 
dldkee^ 

The  Nihelnngea  Reeken*  Did  nnreh  with  tbi 
la  a  thnonnd  glittcriag  heaberks,  Who  ai 

ta'en  IkreweU 
Of  many  a  fttlr  womaa  Shoald  eee  them  neve 
The  wound  of  her  brave  Biegflried  Did  grir 

hllde 


Then  'gan  they  shape  their  Jonraey  Toward 

Maine, 
All  on  through  East-Franconia,  Kinf  Ganth 

train : 
Haf  en  he  was  their  leader.  Of  old  did  know  tl 
Dankwart  did  keep,  as  marshal,  their  laai 

array. 

As  they,  from  Bast-Franconia.  The  SalfieM  n 
Might  you  have  seen  them  prancing,  A  bricbi 

throng. 
The  Princes  and  their  vassals,  All  heroes  of  i 
The  twelfth  morn  breve  king  Gunther  Unto 

came. 

There  rode  Von  Troneg  Hagen,  The  forem 

host, 
Ue  waa  to  the  Nibelunaen  The  guide  they  loTe< 
The  Rittfr  keen  dismounted.  Bet  foot  on  thi>  sat 
Ilii  steed  to  a  tree  he  tied,  Look'd  wistful  aH  a 

«*  Much  scaith,"  Von  Troneg  said,  **  May  lifl 

to  thee, 
Kinr  Gunther,  hv  this  tide.  As  thou  with  eyesi 
The  river  i«  overflowing.  Pull  strong  runs  here 
For  crossing  uf  this'Doaau  Some  counsel  ni| 

seem." 

"  What  counsel  hast  thou,  hrave  Ilagen,"  Kif 

then  did  say. 
Of  thy  own  viH  and  cnnnlng  1  Dishearten  me  i 
Thyself  the  fi»rd  will  And  us.  If  kniehily  ^W 
That  rafe  to  yonder  shore  We  m.iy  pass  botk 

nwn." 


*  These  are  the  NIbetungen  proper  who  b* 
Worms  with  Sierf^ied,  on  the  famed  bri* 
fVom  Isenstela.  long  aao.  Ob*erve.  at  rbe t 
that  ever  sIncA  the  Mlhelinir*^  Hmmt  was  t 
to  Rhlneland,  the  whola  subjectp  of  Kint  <3« 
often  called  Nihelnngea,  and  their  subset 
ie  thia  JnMmagwk  8mi^, 


.tf." 


Tfcfreupon,  seeing  him  brnl  on  ruin,  she 
^ves  ilifccliniis  hnw  lo  find  the  Terr;,  bul 
Vilbal  coonBi-li  him  in  deal  warily;   Ihp  ferrv- 

f  M«M  suinds  101  Ihc  olhcr  side  of  the  rivpf ; 
th«  b«aiinan,  ii>n.  is  nni  only  ihe  hniiesMem- 
iwrrd  vf  mfn.  bul  rich  nnd  indolent;  ncver- 
tiwkeni.  if  nnihine  else  will  serve,  let  Hs^n 
call    h-mieir  Amelrich.   and   thai   name    w\l\ 

I'Jtrinf;  him.  All  happens  as  predicted :  the 
hiiaiman.  heedlet*  iif  all  shouiiog  and  olTers 
■«^^]d  clnsp.t,  heilim  hifn«eir  luillly 


s  rare.  )i>  find  il  a 


indlKnnnl 


Hagen  femes  It 

ilinowD  land."  like  a  right  jare 

idtng  Ccrcelj  on  thai  prcdici 
of  the  wild  Mer-iroman,  which  had  outdone 
erEO  his  nirn  dark  frirebodinfc^.  Seeing  the 
Chaplain,  who  bI<ii 

11   beside   hill   rffpyrtimimt, 

acred  furniture,)  he  deter- 
east  lhi«  part  of  ihe  pro- 
phecy, and  on  a  sudden  hurls  the  nhaplain 
overboard.  Way,  as  tha  poor  priest  swima 
aAer  Ihe  boat,  he  poshes  him  down,  rri^rdlesa 
of  bU  remonstrance,  resolved  thai  he  Fhall  die. 
Nevenhelc's  it  proved  not  so:  Ihe  ehaplam 
made  r<T  the  other  sid*;  trhen  his  strenrlh 
failed.  "  then  God'a  hand  hetpd  him."  and  at 
length  he  reached  ihe  shore.  Thus  rfoei  the 
stern  tralh  >Und  revealed  to  Hj«en  by  the  vtij 
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M  bft  took  bt  riadisK 
vith  himxlr  Ihrse  Rcckra  ma*1  all  lose  [heir 

1."     Prom  ihis  lime.  ■  ^m  rrckit 
lake*  pnsmKion  of  him ;  a  roura^.  < 
exty.  «!iiinj[  more  »nd  totrr  laioithc  fiifd 
■trenf^  of  desptiMitn.    The   [iau«age 
flniahril,  hF  da^hea  Chr  boal  in  pircen,  and  i 

I  the  aifpam.  greaily  ai  ihe  others  wc 
«t  him. 
"WhTilnrr  ililf,  cnofWovhtrr'  n«bllk(  RMItr 


1  of  h 


lor  ftUo  in  lfae.AsaiLiL 
dcb;  and  viihaJ^fM 

?.     Thcr^    i 
Volkr.-. 


I  "inloihe  nnknown  land' 
(  more  pmelraiing  son  ol 
ime  hiilden  meaning  and 
■truciion  of  Ihe  „ 

)ip  Aritn,  ot  JBoea'a  Ships, 
fealure  of.  .^uch 


eooiineDUlon,  s 
Zll..  Thedt 
tbijo,  M  of  ihc  S 

Iradilipns :  it  is  thouchl.  ihii  ftrryitig  of  Ihe 
Nlbelan?en  has  a  reference  lo  old  Scandina- 
1  MjlhoMs ;  nay.  In  (he  oUnU  most  uni- 
Tcrsal  emblems  shaped  oui  by  man's  Imagina- 
"  ID ;  Haeen  Ihe  Terryman  being,  in  some  surt, 
a  type  of  Dealh,  who  rerncs  ovr  his  Ihoasands 

d  irns  of  IhuQ'aDds  inio  a  Land  siill  more 
Dnhnourn.* 

Bui  leaving  Ihcse  cunsideraiiont.  lei  us  re- 
Mark  the  deep  Tearru)  ii>lere»'t.  which,  in  ga- 
Ibering  strengih.  nscs  to  a  really  Iragical 
beifrhl  in  the  close  of  Ihia  Poem,  airanjiely 
hu  the  (lid  Kinder,  in  Ihese  his  loose  melodies, 
nodulaled  lh«  wild  narraliva  into  a  poetic 
whole,  with  whal  we  might  call  true  an,  were 
ii  noi  ralber  an  ini^l'nel  of  genius  Mill  more 
unerring.  A  Taieful  Rtnom  nov  hangs  over  the 
fi^nmips  ofthe  Hlbelnngen.  which  deepens  and 
deepens  as  ihey  mnrch  onwards  lo  the  judjf 
menl-bsr,  till  all  are  enenlphcd  in  nller  nighl, 

Hairnn  himself  rises  in  tragic  ereatnrsf ;  nn 
belprul.  so  prompt  nod  strong  is  he.  and  irne 
to  Ihe  death,  thongh  wiihoni  hope.  If  sin  can 
ever  be  pardoned,  then  Ihat  one  act  of  hii  i» 

CrdonaMei  by  loyal  faith,  by  free  daring,  and 
ntiooonsnncy.  he  has  made  amends  for  il. 
Well  does  he  know  what  is  cnming;  yet  he 
(001  f  irlh  to  meet  it,  offers  lo  Rain  his  sullen 
welcome.  Warninfr'  ihicben  dd  him,  which 
lir  treali  lightly,  as  things  now  superitnous. 
Spile  of  our  loie  for  Siegfried,  we  mast  pity 
«nd  ainusi  n-sppci  the  lost  Ilagea,  now  in  his 
vnrene  need,  and  fronting  it  so  nobly.  "Mixed 
WM  hi«  hair  with  a  gray  colour,  his  limbs 
•IronKi  tuid  thrratening  hi!i  Irwk."  Nay,  his 
Mereer  qualities  are  beautifully  tempered  by 
anolbrr  feeling,  of  which  till  now  we  under- 
Mood  not  that  h«  was  capable. — the  feeling  of 
ftitndsbip.  Ther«  is  a  certain  Volter  of 
AlMce  here  intifdnced.  not  for  the  llr%i  time, 

El  lint  m  decided  energy,  who  is  more  to 
■gen  (ban  a  bnniher.  This  Volker.a  ciiiinier 
tod  BjObl*.  is  also  a  Spt/mnHi.  fminstn-l,)  a 
FiMnv  «■,  (tiddler  gnod ;)  and  sorrly  the 
fnaet  of  all  ^uMrrM;  »  irntb  a  «er>  ph«iiit. 
— ■-'--—   -J  Ihe  seJl  Bif>blinga)e.  yet  stnini; 


linaal    allo^ion 

(8w»rt-5rldlebo. 

a  t>arbarie    grrarneas  a 

minsircl  of  kingly  and 

also  hi  the  .■lorro  of  Fale. 

and  whii>tles,  lo  him  i  is 

every  brave  man  fighting  witli  Neoessiiy.ta 

that  dael  when  and  wbrrc  it  may;  xmitinglke 

fiend   with    giant    strokes,   yet   erery  Mtnte 

mi«>m/r— This  Vollier  and  Hagen  are  ooitri 

inseparably,  ind  defy  death  tnReiher.    'Wbif 

ever  Volker  eaid   pleased  Hagen ; 

ITageD  did  pleased  Viilker." 

Bat  into  these  last  Ten  ^TeMium,  aloMM 
like  ihe  ima^eof  a  Doomsday,  we  mast  birllf 
glance  at  present.  Seldom,  perhaps,  in  ' 
fH>etry  of  that  or  any  other  age.  has  a  frvt 
of  pity  and  terror  been  eihibited  tl 
here,  could  we  look  into  it  clearly.  At  erei} 
.  ,  new  shapes  of  fear  ari>e.  DirtiiA 
of  Bern  meets  the  Nihelungen  on  their-wq. 


niih  0 


ingi: 


ing*,ai 


iperfluo 

is  apparent  and  inevitable.  Chriemhild.  wa 
and  exasperated  here  into  a  frightful  Me 
openly  threatens  Hageo,  but  is  openly  d* 
by  him;  he  and  Volker  retire  (o  n  aeal  IkG« 
her  palace,  and  sit  there,  while  fhe  arlia 
in  angry  tears,  wiih  a  crowd  of  armed  Hunt  to 
destroy  them.  But  Hatieo  has  SiegfrM^ 
Balmung  lying  naked  on  his  knee,  ibe  Minitpd 
airo  hut  drawn  his  keen  Fiddiebov,  and  it 
Mnns  dare  not  prvvoke  Ihe  battle.  ChrienbM 
would  ruin  single  out  Hagen  for  venfeateti 
bnl  Hagen,  like  other  men,  stands  trot  alM( 
and  sin  is  an  infeelinn  which  will  notml^ 
one  victim.  ParttVeri  or  not  of  hi»  crimr.Ot 
olheri  also  mast  fhare  his  ptini-ihineiil.  Si 
eulnrly  innehing,  in  the  meanwhtle.  is  kiai 
Etiel's  if noranoe  of  what  e»fry  •ne  el»«  n 
derstnnds  too  well ;  and  how,  in  peaceful  bra 
pitable  spirit,  he  exerts  himself  to  teMily  bt 
joy  oyer  these  roval  guesia  of  his,  who  la 
bidden  hither  fi>r  far  other  ends.  Thai  ei^ 
The  waywnm  Nibelorigen  are  sumptnasO] 
lodged;  yet  Haeen  and  Volker  see  good  1« 
keep  wHich :  Volker  plays  them  lo  sltifi 
-■under  the  door  of  the  honse  he  sat  pa  it 
sinne:  bolder  fiddler  was  there  i 
when  the  tone*  (lowed  so  nwertly  they  sIhnK 
him  thanks.  Then  sounded  hi^  sinngr  6Ut0 
ihe  house  rang ;  his  strength  and  Ihe  an  wm 
ijreal,  sweeter  and  sweeter  he  begaji  to  iln 
nil  flitted  fonh  from  him  into  sleep  full  oof 
n  care-worn  soul."  [I  was  their  lasi  Itlla^ 
bey  were  lo  sleep  no  more.  Armed  Bl* 
ippeir,  but  si>ddenly  vanish,  in  ih«  aJ^hU 
I'sassina  teal  bv  Chriemhild,  eipecting  it 
vDUnel:  it  is  plain  tfati  the  la^i  fauwruW 

BiRb. 

In  the  moritinf  Ihe  Nibeltineen  arrfitfdif 
Minsirr  lo  hear  mas':;  tbey  are  piMlte  M 
giT  rBimeni;  but  Hareii  lells  them  a  iMBM 
ule:  "Veoum  take-.ther  drtarDK.Reelm? 
-in'ilead  nf  silk  shirt<^  baiihrrVn;  ri>f  rM 
mantle!^  yovr  groi  sh)el<ls;%  • 
mastris,  nvrrovcr  s4D;frt  tai.  n 
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ftUl  euveidy  go  to  the  church,  and  plain  to 
God  the  powerAil  (Got  dtm  rirhtn)  of  your  sor- 
ruw  and  utmost  need ;  and  know  of  a  surety 
Aat  death  for  us  is  nigh.*'  In  Etzel's  Hall, 
where  the  Nibdungen  appear  at  the  royal 
Geast  in  complete  armour,  the  Strife,  incited  by 
Chriemhild,  begins:  the  first  answer  to  her 
provocation  is  from  Hagen,  who  hews  off*  the 
head  of  her  own  and  Etzefs  son,  making  it 
bound  into  the  mother's  bosom  :**  ^  then  be^an 
among  the  Recken  a  murder  grim  and  great." 
Dietrich,  with  a  voice  of  preiernalural  power, 
commands  pause;  retires  with  Etzel  and 
Chriemhild ;  and  now  the  bloody  work  has 
free  course.  We  have  heard  of  battles,  and 
massacres,  and  deadly  struggles  in  siege  and 
storm  ;  but  seldom  has  even  the  poet's  imagina- 
tion pictured  any  thing  so  fierce  and  terrible  as 
this.  Host  after  host,  as  they  enter  that  huge 
vaulted  Hall,  perish  in  the  conflict  with  the 
doomed  Nibelungen  ;  and  even  after  the  terrific 
aproar,  ensues  a  still  more  terrific  silence.  All 
night,  and  through  morning  it  lasts.  They 
throw  the  dead  from  the  windows;  blood  runs 
like  water;  the  Hall  is  set  fire  to,  they  quench 
it  with  blood,  their  own  burning  thirst  they 
slake  with  blood.  It  is  a  tumult  like  the  Crack 
of  Doom,  a  thousand  voiced,  wild  stunning 
hubbub:  and,  frightful  like  a  Trump  of  Doom, 
the  Sword'fiddUbow  of  Volker,  who  guards  the 
door,  makes  music  to  that  death-dance.  Nor 
are  traits  of  heroism  wanting,  and  thrilling 
tones  of  pity  and  love  ;  as  in  that  act  of  Rudi- 
ger,  Eizel's  and  Clriemhild's  champion,  who. 
bound  by  oath,  "  lays  his  soul  in  God's  hand," 
and  enters  thai  Gulgotha  to  die  fighting  against 
his  friends ;  yet  first  changes  shields  with 
Hagen,  whose  own,  also  given  him  by  Rudiger 
in  a  far  other  hour,  had  been  shattered  in  the 
tight.  **  When  he  so  lovingly  bade  give  him 
Ihe  shield,  there  were  eyes  enough  red  with 
boi  tears ;  it  was  the  last  giA  which  Rudiger 
of  Bcchelaren  gave  to  any  Recke.  As  grim 
is  Hagen  was,  and  as  hard  of  mind,  he  wept 
at  this  gift  which  the  hero  good,  so  near  his  last 
times,  bad  given  him;  full  many  a  noble  Rit- 
ttr  began  to  weep." 

At  la.st  Volker  is  slain ;  they  are  al!  slain,  save 

^ly  Hagen  and  Gunther,  faiia  and  wounded. 

Jet  Rull  unconquered  among  the  bodies  of  the 

^ad.    Dietrich  the  wary,  though  strong  and 

ii^viDcible,  whose  Recken  too,  except  old  Hilde- 

l^raod,  he  now  finds  are  all  killed,  though  he 

had  charged  them  strictly  not  to  mix  in  the 

^Qarrel,  at  last  arms  himself  to  finish  it.    He 

•jobdues  the  two  wearied  Nibelungen,  binds 

|hem,  delivers  them  to  Chriemhild ;  **  and  Herr 

pietrich  went  away  with  weeping  eyes,  worthily 

"^m  the  heroes."    These  never  saw  each  other 

*ore.    Chriemhild  demands  of  Hagen,  Where 

|||e  Nibelungen  Hoard  is  1    But  he  answers  her 

^^t  he  has  sworn  never  to  disclose  it,  while 

*^y  of  her  brothers  live.    "I  bring  it  to  an 

^nd,"  said  the  infuriated  woman ;  orders  her 

brother's  head  to  be  struck  off,  and  holds  it  up 

^  Hagen.    "Thou  hast  it  now  according  to 

%  will."  said  Hagen ;  "  of  the  Hoard  knoweth 

^i>iic.  but  God  and  I ;   from   thee,  she-devil, 

U^ilcnrinne,)  shall  it  for  ever  be  hid."    She 

kill^  him  with  his  own  sword  once  her  hus- 

biutd'si  and  ia  herself  struck  dead  by  Hilde- 


brand,  indignant  at  the  wo  she  has  wrought^ 
King  Etxel,  there  present,  not  opposing  the 
deed.  Whereupon  the  curtain  drops  over  that 
wild  scene,  *'ihe  full  highly  honoured  were 
lying  dead ;  the  people,  all  had  sorrow  and 
lamentation,  in  grief  had  the  king's  feast  ended^ 
as  all  love  is  wont  to  do ; 

he  ekau  in  niekt  hftrheiiifn  fVaz  aider  da  gttchatk^ 
IVan  rittfrttnde  lerovvn  H'rtnfn  mam  do  snck 
Dar-tMo  He  edrin  ekneekte  fr  Hehen  uriiinde  tot : 
Da  kat  doM  mare  tin  ende  ;  Diz  i*t  dtr  Jfihelunge  nai. 

T  cannot  say  you  now  Whm  liath  befallen  since. 

The  women  all  were  wecpinjr,  And  tlie  Rltters  aaci  th# 

prince, 
Also  tbe  noble  nquires.  Their  dear  friend*  lying  dead : 
Here  hath  the  story  endini; ;  This  'u  the  J^'\belungt%'0 

AV«rf. 

We  have  now  finished  our  slight  analysis 
of  this  Poem ;  and  hope  that  renders,  who  are 
curious  in  this  matter,  and  ask  themselves. 
What  is  the  Nihfluv^cn/  may  have  here  found 
some  outlines  of  an  answer,  some  help  towards 
farther  researches  of  their  own.  To  such 
readers  another  question  will  suggest  itself: 
Whence  this  singular  production  comes  to  us. 
When  and  How  it  originated?  On  which* 
point  also,  what  little  light  our  investigation 
has  yielded  may  be  summarily  given. 

The  worthy  Von  der  Hagen,  who  may  well 
understand  the  Nibrlungcn  better  than  any  other 
man,  having  rendered  it  into  the  modem 
tongue,  and  twice  edited  it  in  the  original,  not 
without  collating  some  eleven  manuscripts,  and 
travelling  several  thousands  of  miles  to  make 
the  last  edition  perfect, — writes  a  Book  some 
years  ago,  rather  boldly  denominated  The  At6c« 
lungttit  it»  meaning  for  tfu  preifnt  and  fir  rver  / 
wherein,  not  content  with  any  measurable 
antiquity  of  centuries,  he  would  fain  claim  an 
antiquity  beyond  all  bounds  of  dated  time. 
Working  his  way  with  feeble  mine-lamps  of 
etymology  and  the  like,  he  traces  back  the 
rudiments  of  his  beloved  Nihtlunktnt  **  to  which 
the  Aower  of  his  whole  life  has  been  conse- 
crated," into  the  thick  darkness  of  the  Scandi- 
navian yijihrim  und  M\tf^t€lhe\m,  and  the  Hindoo 
Cosmogony;  connecting  it  farther  (as  already 
in  part  we  have  incidentally  pointed  out)  with 
the  Ship  Argo,  with  Jupiter's  goatskin  iGgis, 
the  fire-creed  of  Zerdushr,  and  even  with  the 
heavenly  Constellations.  His  reasoning  is 
somewhat  abstruse ;  yet  an  honest  zeal,  very 
considerable  learning  and  intellectual  force 
bring  him  tolerably  through.  So  much  he 
renders  plausible  or  probable:  that  in  the 
liibdungtn,  under  more  or  less  defacement,  I'e 
fragments, scattered  like  mysterious  Runes,  yet 
still  in  part  decipherable,  of  the  earliest 
Thoughts  of  men  ;  that  the  fiction  of  the  Nibe- 
lungen was  at  first  a  religious  or  philosophical 
Mythus;  and  only  in  later  ages,  incorporating 
itself  more  or  less  completely  with  vague 
traditions  of  real  events,  took  the  form  of  a 
story,  or  mere  Narrative  of  earthly  transac- 
tions; in  which  last  form,  moreover,  ouir 
actual  ydiclum^tn  Lifd  is  nowise  the  original 
Narrative,  hut  the  sec.on<l,  or  even  third  redac- 
tion of  one  much  earlier. 

At  what  particular  era  the  primeval  fictiov- 
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oftfaa  Jiftri— grw  fMtfted  from  its  Mydiologieal 
•JMo  itft  Historical  shape;  and  the  obftcure 
ipiritual  elements  pf  it  wedded  themselves 
to  the  obteore  remembrances  of  the  Northern 
Immigrations ;  and  the  Twelve  BigM  of  the 
.Endiac  became  Tw«Ive  Champions  of  Attila's 
Wife^ — there  is  no  fixing  with  the  stnallest 
'certainty.  It  is  known  from  history  that  Egin-i 
hart,  the  secretary  of  Charlemagne,  compiled, 
by  order  of  that  monarch,  a  collection  of  the 
^oeieot  German  Songs;  among  which,  it  is 
Ibndljfttielieved  by  antiquaries,  this  Nibtlungen^ 
(not  ibdeed  our  actual  Nibdungtn  Lied,  yet  an 
;jlder  ooe  of  similar  purport,)  and  the  main 
traditions  of  the  Htldtnhuch  connected  there- 
irith,  mar  have  had  honourable  place.  Un- 
luckily Eginhart'-s  Collection  has  quite  per- 
ished; and  only  his  Life  of  the  Great  Charles, 
IB  which  this  circumstance  stands  noted,  sur- 
Tiraa  to  provoke  curiosity.  One  thing  is  cer- 
tun^^Foieo,  Archbishop  of  Rheims,  in  the 
vur  88A,  is  introduced  as  <«  citing  cerUin 
uerman  bcoks,"  to  enforce  some  aiigument  of 
kis  by  instance  of  King  Ermerich's  crime 
towftfda  his  relations  f  which  King  Ermerich 
pad  his  crime  are  at  this  day  part  and  parcel 
of  the  **Ojc\t  of  Germaik  Fiction,"  and  pre- 
Mppoaed  in  the  NMungen.*  Later  notices, 
of  a  more  decisive  sort,  occur  in  abuadimee. 
Bazo  Grammaticus,  who  flourished  in  the 
twelfth  century,  relates  that  about  the  year 
lltO,  a  Saxon  minstrel  being  seat  to  Seeland, 
with  a  treacherous  invitation  from  one  royal 
Pane  to  another;  and  not  daring  to  violate  his 
oath,  yet  compassionating  the  victim,  sang  to 
him  by  way  of  indirect  warning  « the  Song  of 
Chriemhild's  Treachery  to  her  Brothers ;"  that 
ia  to  say,  the  latter  portion  of  the  Story  which 
we  still  read  at  greater  length  in  the  existing 
Jfibelimgtn  Lied.    To  which  direct   evidence, 


cal  events  and  persons  wfaieli  ottr  fdmnA 
Mythuses  have  hers  united  widy  mad  is 
strangely  metamorphosed?  the  .aBia.^pr  w«fr 
satisfactory  enough.  The  groat  Nonh^'^  ^* 
migrations,  unspeakably  momentuos  aad  ghm- 
ous  as  they  were  for  the  Germana.  hava  well 
nigh  faded  away  utterly  from  ail  veraacalir 
records.  Some  traces,  nevei:the]ess»  sove 
names,  and  dim  shadows  of  occurrences  ii 
that  grand  movement,  still  linger  here':  which, 
in  such  circumstances*  we  gather  with  avidi^. 
There  can  be  no  doubt,  for  example,  but  this 
"  Etzel,  king  of.  Hnnland,"  ia  the  AtUfai  of 
history ;  several  of  whose  real  achieveaicatt 
and  rotations  aro  faintly,  yet  still  reco^isaUf 
pictured  forth  in  these  Poems.  Thus  his  fnt 
queen  is  name^  Halke,  and  in  the  Scandiaavim 
versions,  Herka ;  which  last  (Erea)  is  also  Ihi 
name  that  Pri^cus  gives  her,  in  the  wteU-kasai 
Account  of  his  embassy  to  Attila.  Moraoici^ 
it  is  on  his  second  marriage,  which  had  ialat 
so  mysterious  and  tragical  a  chairaeter,  that  Ai 
whole  catastrophe  of  the  IHMmmggm  tufas,  ft 
is  true,  the  **  Scourge  of  God**  plays  but  a  tSM 
part  hero ;  however,  his  great  acts,  though  dl 
past,  are  still  visible  in  their  fhiits:  besitaft 
IS  on  the  Northern  or  Germaa  peraooafss  te 
the  tradition  chiefly  dwells. 

Taking  farther  into  account  the  leeacol 
"Cy^le"  or  l^stem  of  Northern  TradtiioB, 
whereof  this  NMirngm  is  the  centre  aad  kiy> 
stone,  there  is,  as  indeed  we  saw  in  the  AU** 
buekfB.  certain  Kaiser  Ottnit  aad  a  Dietrich  of 
Bern ;  to  whom  also  it  seems  unreasonabk  Is 
deny  historical  existence.  This  Berm^  ( Verosi,) 
as  well  as  the  Eaben$eUaeht,  (Battle  of  BavensSi) 
is  continually  figuring  in  these  Fictions ;  ibuosh 
whether  under  Ottnit  we  are  to  understand  Odo- 
acer  the  vanquished,  and  under  Dietrich  of  Ders, 
Theodoricus  VeroneDsis,  the  victor  tK>ih  at  V^ 


that  these  traditions  were  universally  known^  rona  and  Ravenna, is  by  no  means  so  indobtti- 

in  the  twelfth  century,  nay,  had  been  in  some    '''''    '^^ ' — :--i  j.-as^-i.: j .....u. 

shape  committed  to  writing,  as  **  German 
Books,"  in  the  ninth  or  rather  in  the  eighth, — 
we  have  still  to  add  the  probability  of  their 
being  ''ancient  songs,"  even  at  that  earliest 
^ate;  all  which  may  perhaps  carry  us  back 
Vito  the  seventh  or  even  sixth  century ;  yet  not 
^(tber,  inasmuch  as  certain  of  the  poetic  per- 
aoaages  that  figure  in  them  belong  historically 
\o  the  fifth. 

Other  and  more  open  proof  of  antiquity  lies 
in  the  fact,  that  these  Traditions  are  so  univer- 
sally diffused.  There  are  Danish  and  Icelandic 
Tereions  of  them,  externally  more  or  less 
altered  and  distorted,  yet  substantially  real 
copies,  professing  indeed  to  be  borrowed 
from  the  German ;  in  particular  we  have  the 
N'Jlinga  and  the  Wilkin  i  Saga,  composed  in  the 
thirteenth  century,  which  still  in  many  ways 
illustrate  the  German  original.  Innumerable 
other  songs  and  sagas  point  more  remotely  in 
the  same  direction.  Nay,  as  Von  der  Ha^en 
informs  us,  certain  rhymed  tales,  founded  on 
these  old  adventures,  have  been  recovered 
from  popular  recitation,  in  the  Faroe  Islands, 
within  these  few  years. 

If  we  ask  now,  what  lineaments  of  Fact  still 
exist  in  these  Traditions  ;  what  are  the  Histori- 


e  Voo  d«r  H«i^n*i  MfMungtn,  Einleltuni,  (  vil. 


ble.  Chronological  difficulties  stand  mucbmibe 
way.  For  our  Dietrich  of  Bern,  as  we  saw  ia 
the  Nibelungen,  is  represented  as  one  of  £t2ei*t 
Chatnpions:  now  Attila  died  about  the  yetr 
450;  and  this  Oiiirogoth  Theodoric  did  out 
fight  his  great  Battle  at  Verona  till  489;  thtf 
of  Ravenna,  which  was  followed  by  a  three 
years'  siege,  beginning  next  year.  3o  Uut 
before  Dietrich  could  become  Dietrich  *»/  Lent 
Etzel  had  been  gone  almost  half  a  ceotoiy 
from  the  scene.  Startled  by  this  anachrooisa, 
some  commentators  have  fished  out  anodier 
Theodoric,  eighty  years  prior  to  him  uf  Verosi, 
and  who  actually  served  in  Attila's  hosts,  with 
a  retinue  of  Goths  and  Germans;  with  which 
New  Theodoric,  however,  the  old  Oitoit,  or 
Odoacer,  of  the  Heldenimch,  must,  in  his  tvnw 
part  company ;  whereby  the  case  is  in  no  whk 
mended.  Certain  it  seems,  in  the  mean  odie, 
that  Dietrich,  which  signifies  Rirk  itt  JtJfte/n 
the  same  name  which  in  Greek  become^  Thei^* 
doricus;  for,  at  first,  (as  in  Pnicopios,)  ibis 
very  Theottorieus  is  always  written  k,U»jj(, 
which  almost  exactly  CTrespouds  with  the 
German  sound.  But  such  are  the  incdOii^ 
tencies  involved  in  both  hypotheses,  that  we 
are  forced  to  conclude  one  of  two  tbiofs: 
either  that  the  singers  of  those  old  lays  wrrt 
little  versed  in  the  niceties  of  History,  and  at- 
am bilious  of  passing  for  aathuritiea  tberrii, 


-* 


THIS  NIBELUNGEN  LIED. 


Ui 


which  teems  a  retbarkably  easy  conclusion ; !  ballad-mongers    of  that    Stcabian  Era   hard 


or  else,  with  Lessing,  that  they  meant  some 
quite  other  series  of  persons  and  transactions, 
some  Kaiser  Otto,  and  his  two  Anti-Kaisers, 
(in  the  twelAh  century:)  which,  from  what  has 
come  to  light  since  Lessing's  day,  seems  now 
an  untenable  position. 

However,  as  concerns  the  Nibelungen,  the 
most  remarkable  coincidence,  if  genuine,  re- 
mains yet  to  be  mentioned.  **Thwortz,''  a 
Hungarian  Chronicler,  (or  perhaps  chronicle,) 
of  we  know  not  what  authority,  relates,  **  that 
Aitila  leA  his  kingdom  to  his  two  sons  Chaba 
and  Aladar,  the  former  by  a  Grecian  mother. 


transmitted  us  their  names,  so  total  an  oblivion^ 
in  this  infinitely  more  important  case,  may 
seem  surprising.  But  those  Mmnelieder  (Love- 
songs)  and  Provencal  Madrigals  were  the 
Court  Poetry  of  that  time,  and  gained  honour 
in  high  places;  while  the  old  National  Tradi* 
tions  were  common  property  and  plebeian,  and 
to  sing  them  an  unrewarded  labour. 

Whoever  he  may  be,  let  him  have  onrgraii-i 
tude,  our  love.  Looking  back  with  a  farewell 
glance,  over  that  wondrous  old  Tale,  with  its 
many-coloured  texture  "  of  joyances  and  high<» 
tides,  of  weeping  and   of  wo,"   so   skilfuUjr 


the  latter  by  Kremheilch,  (Chriemhild,)  a  {  yet  artlessly  knit  up  into  a  whole,  we  cannot 
German  ;  that  Tbeodoric,  one  of  his  followers,  |  but  repeat  that  a  true  epic  spirit  lives  in  it; 
sowed  dissension  between  them ;  and  along  I  that  in  many  ways,  it  has  meaning  and  charms 


with  the  Teutonic  hosts  took  part  with  his 
half-countryman,  the  younger  son ;  whereupon 
rose  a  great  slaughter,  which  lasted  for  fifteen 
days,  and  terminated  in  the  defeat  of  Chaba, 
(the  Greek,)  and  his  flight  into  Asia.*'*  Could 
we  but  put  faith  in  this  Thwortz,  we  might 
fancy  that  some  vague  rumour  of  that  Krem- 
heilch tragedy,  swoln  by  the  way,  had  reached 
the    German    ear  and    imagination ;    where, 

SLthering  round  older  Ideas  and  Mythuses,  as 
atter  round  its  Spirit,  the  first  rude  form  of 
Ckricmkdd^i  Rtvenge  and  the  Wreck  of  the  Nibe- 
tmnf^en  bodied  itself  forth  in  Song. 

Thus  any  historical  light,  emitted  by  these 
old  Fictions,  is  little  better  than  darkness  visi- 
ble; sufficient  at  most  to  indicate  that  great 
Northern  Immigrations,  and  wars  and  rumours 
of  wars,  have  been ;  but  nowise  how  and  what 
they  have  been.  Scarcely  clearer  is  the  special 
history  of  the  Fictions  themselves :  where  they 
were  first  put  together,  who  have  been  their 
successive  redactors  and  new-modellers.  Von 
der  Hagen,  as  we  said,  supposes  that  there 
may  have  been  three  several  series  of  such. 
Two,  at  all  events,  are  clearly  indicated.  In 
their  present  shape,  we  have  internal  evidence 
that  none  of  these  Poems  can  be  older  than  the 
twelfth  century ;  indeed  great  part  of  the  Htro- 
rook  can  be  proved  to  be  considerably  later. 
With  this  last  it  is  understood  that  Wolfram 
TOO  Eschenbach  and  Heinrich  von  OAerdingen, 
two  singers,  otherwise  noted  in  that  era,  were 
largely  concerned ;  but  neither  is  there  any 
demonstration  of  this  vague  belief:  while 
again,  m  regard  to  the  Author  of  our  actual 
yibelungen  not  so  much  as  a  plausible  con- 
jecture can  be  formed. 

Some  vote  for  a  certain  Conrad  von  Wurz- 
burg;  others  for  the  above-named  Eschenbach 
and  OAerdingen ;  others  again  for  Klingsohr 
of  Ungerland,  a  minstrel  who  once  passed  for 
a  magician.  Against  all  and  each  of  which 
hypotheses  there  are  objections;  and  fornone 
of  them  the  smallest  conclusive  evidence. 
Who  this  gifted  Singer  may  have  been,  only  in 
$o  far  as  his  Work  itself  proves  that  there 


for  us.  Not  only  as  the  oldest  Tradition  of 
Modem  Europe,  does  it  possess  a  high  anti<^ 
quarian  interest;  but  farther,  and  even  in  thtf 
shape  we  now  see  it  under,  unless  the  **  Epics 
of  the  Son  of  Fingal"  had  some  sort  of  aii-^ 
thenticity,  it  is  our  oldest  Poem  also ;  the  ear^ 
liest  product  of  these  New  Ages,  which  on  its 
own  merits,  both  in  form  and  essence,  can  be 
named  PoeticaL  Considering  its  chivalrous^ 
romantic  tone,  it  may  rank  as  a  piece  of  lite^ 
rary  composition,  perhaps  considerably  highei* 
than  the  Spanish  Cid ,-  taking  in  its  historical 
significance,  and  deep  ramifications  into  th6 
remote  Time,  it  ranks  indubitably  and  greatly 
higher. 

It  has  been  called  a  Northern  Hiad;  bat 
eicept  in  the  fact  that  both  poems  have  a  nar- 
rative character,  and  both  sing  "the  destruc* 
live  rage"  of  men,  the  two  have  scarcely  any 
similarity.  The  Singer  of  the  Nibelungen  is  a 
far  difierent  person  from  Homer;  fir  inferior 
both  in  culture  and  in  genius.  Nothing  of  the 
glowing  imager)',  of  the  fierce  bursting  eneN 
gy,  of  the  mingled  fire  and  gloom,  that  dwell 
in  the  old  Greek,  makes  its  appearance  here. 
The  German  Singer  is  comparatively  a  simple 
nature;  has  never  penetrated  deep  into  life; 
never  "questioned  Fate,"  or  struggled  with 
fearful  mysteries ;  of  all  which  we  find  traces 
in  Homer,  still  more  in  Shakspeare ;  but  with 
meek  believing  submission,  has  taken  the  Uni- 
verse as  he  found  it  represented  to  him ;  and 
rejoices  with  a  fine  childlike  gladness  in  the 
mere  outward  shows  of  things.  He  has  little 
power  of  delineating  character ;  perhaps  he 
had  no  decisive  vision  thereof.  His  persons 
are  superficially  distinguished,  and  not  alto- 
gether without  generic  difference  ;  but  the  por- 
traiture is  imperfectly  brought  out ;  there  la^ 
no  true  living  original  within  him.  He  has 
little  Fancy ;  we  find  scarcely  one  or  two  simi- 
litudes in  his  whole  Poem ;  and  these  one  or 
two,  which,  moreover,  are  repeated,  betoken 
no  special  faculty  that  way.  He  speaks  of  the? 
"  moon  among  stars ;''  says  often,  of  sparks 
struck  from  steel  armour  in  battle,  and  so  fortb. 


was  but  One,  and  the  style  points  to  the  latter ;  that  they  w^ere  wir  <«  urehie  der  irind,  "  as  if  the 
half  of  the  twelfkh  century, — remains  altogether  j  wind  were  blowing  them."  We  have  men- 
dark:  the  unwearied  Von  der  Hagen  himself.  ^  tioned  Tasso  along  with  him  ;  yet  neither  in 
after  fullest  investigation,  gives  for  verdict,  i  this  case  is  there  any  clo>e  resemblance;  tho 
•we  know  it  not."  Considering  the  high  lijrhi  playful  jrrace,  still  more,  the  Italian  pomp 
worth  of  the  Nitelungcnf  and  how  many  feeble  and  sunny  luxuriance  of  Ta^so  are  wanting 
•  «»  . — '\z~:r~M — ^  «  ,,.  ■ -"  •  .^  oox  in  the  other.  His  are  humble,  wood-notea 
wkocit«Gfirr«(2»«»v^rJEiiwM4f:«r)ubisautbority.  <  Wild;  and  no  nightingale  s,  but  }et  a  sweM 
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^Hi«.i.  ^'.Mp  <»«.  «.  If,  i'  tt^At  ««  ff|iit4r  «/i4r,     Wii*(    <i;d  vorid  from  :br  !C»«-.  iberp  iiaiiei  t  ht 

0*ttM  »•■««•  I'  ij<i4i  tht.  hiut  'ft  hyr  l^iii-rs  t-^*tit^    r«i rjU/»''J«bd;  Thicfa   ml»o  2a   [±^K^ 

|iif«M»|^  ifU   /ii4fM«.  «i,iijii  u  jiMfiii'i,  Mifd  pi*>-    r«rr/«ti(i'ir4S,  fts   ii  were,  is 

hhnnt^iil.  MrMit   •i^ikJiji*.   ««:iiMit«iyf     Ail   thilt    ifvn    &    teroary    reflex.  » 

wifH  uthUni  in  \iith  im  ^ttu*  uiii'iljr  ^  «/f  bi«  JiK   (wiliKbt  fMX  into  the  deep!   of  the 

^l«j|  )u  «iiJ¥iiifiiHii.iti,  AIM  f»l  I  til-  iMi'lfly  iiili«riift- .  Time. 


<l HUMAN  MTI'MlATliltK  OF  TIIK  FOURTEENTH 
ANI>  FIFTKMNTII  OKNTURIES.* 

li   I*  111(1  wiiU  lli'ii  itiiUAu'i  Hoili,  Aiiil  ii!» !  tUmbii^lly  nmonj;  ihe  moM  remarkable  Boob. 

•MviK'  tit  ili-mfHi*    \\\ik\  «»■  l»ii»'  |>iu)i«>x«>  lo  iioi  onlyas  a  licrman,  hut.  in  all  senses,  ast 

•*iiut»M(    iiutMUv>       V\w    nM    l..'\i  tioiiUAU  Kuivp<*An  one*;  ami  yrt  for  us  perhapsitsez* 

\|>«>l>ii.M«    WA^  A\\-aA\    \)^^\\\\^^\   uhili'i   mAU\  '  iitn>u\hisiorioal  oharacier.  is  even  more  note* 

•\\Ayy  • .  .1-  X.I  '^^^\\'  wsus  \  M\\\,  Kut;hxh«  A\u\  \\i^\\\\\  \\iAti  US  mtfinMO.     In  Literary  Hisioiy 

aU   iii.>,I»(.«  «,ii..ii,  »     \\   11   ii,>x«  «\\m,-^  lv.»«ir  it  U'liu^.  >o  u*  s{vak.  !he  culminating  point.  Of 

•»»*»  *< *"   iiii.i.h   MM, 1. 1  .«  M.'\A  xl«.tpo,  An.!  hti:h<'>i  mant:VsiAUon  of  a  TenJencr  viiick 

ilivx  » ■*«»  »%  » J   I  u.'i  ,»»'^  iMi<«>.,«.  h,-,(\  '.^\^^Au>  hA«i  5w*cs:  th^  :\i o  prA  r  eeavjne* :  ererdova* 

\  *.  ..     ».« \  \»\  ,  ,N,  «  y,s  ,.,'   M«-\  iiu«^*:  V   j««;  >fcAt\:>  s.v*Jtt  ibi"  '.a*:  k*c  :^  H.'>iiecs:a'3£eB  E«- 

dt^.o     ...  .S.  ...,,.%  ,^,  .:».  ,.,  s.  1*.     »» A. '.»,-* \.  •.'.  -.vivi^"*  A.'.:  iS.f  f=»:  . f '^ir  Sw~ib:xa  Era. K 

l^wfl^v*      *•'  "  ■'*  •   *•  «N*.i  ,•:  Ai»4SVAi   *.*.'.  •  .^  ^i' N*;v.-:n  o:"  t^  Kf :*.^r=tn:ci.  ra-iisentj  aad 

1^  ^  ■  .  •  .N, .  It,  .  V.   «.    «  ..^i>.     »  >  ^  ■.»  .j^  >^>.  ^!s•.^^»x  v-x"^  **  .  *'■•*■•  1."*    a,^fr  ti*^ 

«*    \-      tv    ,  »    V   ••..»..   »     I.      i^      X  ,>  .J.     f  ,M.  i"f^    ir.'f»*,i'A    .'4   n  jci   ^it    ijs  7r:Ti 

V"   *  '       ,-•».•     ^             ».     •■    .  ,.••■  ..     >..•     I-  #|.  .V   •V'  -vt.tjk**.      rVi's,  T.i.*i,-i.:-T    jai:»trt   * 

•*     ■  "■ »      *•«    \     •     .»     »     V      .     •   •^.■■l.   K*^«v«.«  1^-1  -,  X  i>    .»»;    -*'»iT*5?i»;i.;    f     I   1    T"ii*i»f  i~  "C? 
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y*«     ^'  .     X  ..»      .    ^'v    ....  *     1  X-     ..  ,v  «   ...V,  ^..^,l    !».  ,4i.,.;.     «r    >."|i;*'     :ia»       i     1    T*i\:m    »• 
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It  wt  be  withoni  prolii.  N«  Litrrary  His- 
a  thai  wt  know  I'f.  leasl  of  at!  aay  in 
tuJ,  hsviii)!  loohfil  much  in  this  direclion. 
■r  *!•  eonwrned  Germany  or  oiher  eoun- 


EARLY  GERMAN  LITERATITRE. 

;  in  the  German  asprcU  of  A^natter, 
whal  may  tie  between. 


Bt^.  anil  Tull 

riur  111  preient.  in  sucli  clearness  as  firsi 
Bpi"  may  ailtnii.  ilie  resulL  or  sniue  slight 
vrches  orourown  in  regarJ  io  li. 
lie  l^oubaifoKr  Ptrmd  in  general  Literature, 
ibieh  the  Sv<a6inn  Ern  in  Gernaa  aniwers. 
,  eapecially  within  the  lafi  generation,  at- 
led  iaqairy  enough  j  the  French  have  Ihcir 
BODArds,  we  our  Webers,  the  Germans 
r  Baagi,  GrSlers.  Lanf-s,  and  numerous 
irCollech<rsaDdTran!<lator5orXin>KJMrr^ 
iDg  wboni  Luilwig  Tiecl(,  ihe  foremost  in 
other  provineeN,  has  not  disdained  to  take 
■fad.  We  Khali  suppose  that  IhU  Literary 
lod  is  Darliillj  known  to  all  readers.  Let 
li  recall  whatever  he  has  learned  or  Egored 
trding  it;  represent  Io  himseir  that  brave 
Bg  heyday  of  Chivalry  and  Minstrelsy. 
ED  a  stem  Barbarossa,  a  stem  Lion-hean. 
m  nntn'd,  and  with  the  hand  that 
M  the  iword  and  sceptre  twanged  thi 
)s  sirtDgs;  vhen  knightt'errsni  tilled,  and 
m'  e;es  rained  bright 
dmly,  M  at  some  sunrise,  the  whole  Earth 
I  ^wn  vocal  and  musical.  Then  truly  was 

lime  of  singing  come ;  for  princes  and  pre. 
«,  emperors  and  squirei,  the  wise  and  thr 
■pie,  men,  women,  and  children,  all  sang 
A  rhymed,  or  delighted  in  henrir 

■as  a  universal  noise  o(  Song  . 

ing  of  Manhood  had  arrived,  and  warblings 

a  every  spray,  not  indeed  without  infinite 

llleringi  also,  which,  except  their  gladnesE^ 

music,  were  bidding  it  welcome.   Thif 

was    the   Siaibian   Era,    justly  reckoned    noi 

only  superior  lo  all  preceding  eras,  but  pro- 

Krty   the   Firsl   Era  of  Gi  •  -      -   - 

eiry  bad  at  length  found 
of  men  1  and  every  pure  soul  was  inspired  by 
ill  and  in  words,  or  still  bciler,  in  ociions 
nrovt  to  give  it  li  Iterance. 

"Believers."  says  Tieck,  "sang  of  Failh 
Lovers  of  Love;  Knights  described  knighili 
•eiioDS  and  bailies;  and  loPing  l«lieving 
luiKhls  were  Iheir  chief  audience.  The  Spring, 
Beamy,  Giyety.  were  objects  that  rould  never 
ure;  great  duels  and  deeds  of  arms  carried 
■way  ei-ery  bearer,  the  more  surely  the  stronger 
they  were  painted ;  and  as  the  pillars  and  dome 
»t  the  Church  encircled  Ihe  flock,  so  did  Re- 
ligion, as  the  Highest,  encircle  Poetry  and 
neality ;  and  every  heart,  in  equal  love  hum- 
bled Itself  before  her."* 

Let  ihe  reader,  we  say,  fancy  all  this,  and 
■normver  that,  as  earthly  things  do,  it  is  all 
paasing  sway.  And  now,  from  Ihis  extreme 
rerge  of  the  Sieabian  Era,  lei  us  look  forward 
tnio  the  inane  of  the  neii  two  centuries,  and 
a*t  wh-'Jier  there  also  some  shadows  and  dim 
Amis,  significBui  in  Iheir  kind,  m,iy  not  begin 
logrow  visible.  Already,  as  above  indicated, 
RrtttHla  lii  FoM  rises  clear  in  the  distance,  as 
the  goal  of  our  snrvey ;  lei  us  now,  restrietiDg 

•J»KMlt*tr  tu  dm  ScHvUijiiln  ZttUUir.    (fir- 


Conrad  the  Fnarth.  wbn  died  in  ISEf.  was 
e  last  of  the  Swabian  Emperors :  and  ('un- 
radin  his  Sun, grasping  lou  early  at  a  l^uihero 
Crown,  perished  on  the  scaffuld  ni  Naples  in 
I!6S;  with  which  stripling,  more  foiiunate  jo 
.  Ihan  in  wiir,and  who.'ie ricnih.or  rnurder, 
with  fourteen  years  ofother cruelty. the  .*irj(ioi 
FiiTfini  su  frightfully  avenged,  ihe  imperial 
line  of  the  Hohenstauffen  came  lo  Bn  end. 
Their  House,  »  we  have  seen,  gives  name  u> 
a  Literary  Era ;  and  truly,  if  dales  alone  were 
rega riled,  we  might  reckon  it  much  more  Iban 
B  name.  For  with  this  change  of  dynas^,  a 
great  change  in  German  Literature  begins  lo 
indicate  itself;  (he  fall  oflhe  HohenstaulTen is 
riose  followed  by  the  decay  of  Poetry;  ■(•if 
that  fair  flowerage  and  umbrage,  which  blos- 


and  life  ;  and  now,  the  stem  being  felled,  the 
leaves  also  were  languishing,  and  soon  lo 
wither  and  drop  away.  Conradin,  as  hit  father 
and  lus  grandfather  had  been,  was  a  singer; 
some  lines  of  his.  (hough  lie  died  in  bis  sis- 
teentfa  year,  have  even  come  down  to  as ;  but 
henceforth  no  crowned  poet,  except,  long  »n»r- 
wards,  some  few  with  cheap  laurel  crowns,  is 
la  be  met  with :  the  Gay  Science  was  visiUf 
declining.  In  such  times  as  now  came,  lh« 
court  and  the  great  could  no  longer  patronizB 
it;  the  polity  of  the  Empire  was.  by  one  con- 
valsion  aOer  another,  all  but  utterly  dismem- 
bered j  ambitious  nubles,  a  sovereign  wiihont 
power;  contention,  violence,  dislress,  evena 
where  prevailing.  Richard  of  Cornwall,  wbB 
could  not  fo  much  as  keep  hold  of  his  sceptre, 
not  to  speak  of  swaying  i(  wisely  ;  or  even  tha 
brave  Rudolf  of  Hapsborg.  who  manfully  ac- 
complished lioth  these  duties,  had  ulher  work 
to  do  than  sweet  singing.  Gay  H'ari  of  Ikt 
Warltrurg  Were  now  changed  to  stem  Baiiln  0/ 
(Ae  Marehfiilil :  in  his  leisure  houi5,»  good  Em-  . 
perur,  instead  of  twanging  harps,  must  hammer  v' 
from  his  helmet  the  dints  it  hud  gut  in  his 
working  and  lighting  hoars.*  Amid  such  rode 
tumults  the  Minoe-Song  could  not  bui  change 
its  scene  and  lone;  if,  indeed,  il  continued  at 
'  all, which, however,!! scarcely  did;  fornow.no 
longer  united  in  courtly  choir,  it  seemed  to  lose 
both  its  sweetness  and  its  force,  gradually  be- 
came mule,  or  in  remote  obscure  corners  lived 
on.  feeble  and  inaudible,  till  afier  severatfcen- 
luries.  when,  under  »  new  title,  and  wFK  fkr 
inferior  claiins,  it  a^ain  solicits  some  notice 

Doubtless,  in  this  po.siure  of  affairs  pnlilic*], 
the  progress  of  Liieralure  could  be  little  for- 
warded from  without;  in  some  directions,  11  in 
that  of  Court-Poelty.  we  may  admit  thai  ii  wu 

•  Il  WH  nb  th)>  IknoKi  pluln  et  tlH  Mirrbflriil  Ikll 
nilornt,  Klnr  nf  BnlirIiit<I.  unHnitrnd  11*11  at  nimiur. 
In  IW);  ■■>'  wtl>  llllllHlf.  in    li»,  (nnqUKM  IBdalBfa 
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oMniSed  or  tUogetber  stopped.  But  why  not 
only  CQari*Poetrj,  but  Poetry  of  all  sorts  should 
have  declined,  and  as  it  were  gone  oot,  is  quite 
another  question ;  to  which,  indeed,  as  men 
most  have  their  theory  on  every  thing,  answer 
has  often  been  attempted,  bat  only  wiih  par- 
tial snecf  ss.  To  most  of  the  Oerman  Literary 
Historians  this  so  nngenial  condiiion  of  the 
Conrt  and  Government  appears  enough :  by  the 
warlike*  altogether  practical  character  of  Ru- 
dolf by  the  imbecile  ambition  of  his  success- 
ors, by  the  general  prevalence  of  feuds  and 
lawless  disoiier,the  death  of  Poetry  seems  fully 
aeeounted  for.  In  which  conclusion  of  theirs, 
allowing  all  force  to  the  grounds  it  rests  on,  we 
cannot  but  perceive  that  there  lurks  some  fkU 
lacy ;  the  fallacy,  namely,  so  -common  in  these 
times,  of  deducing  the  inward  and  spiritual  ez- 
eln^vely  from  the  outward  and  material ;  of 
tacitly,  perhaps  unconsciously,  denying  all 
indep^dent  force,  or  even  life,  to  the  former, 
and  looking  out  for  the  secret  of  its  vieiuitudes 
solely  in  some  circumstance  belonging  to  Uie 
latter.  .Now  it  cannot  be  too  often  repeated, 
where  it  continues  still  unknown  or  forgotten, 
fliat  loan  has  a  soul  as  certainly  as  he  has  a 
body ;  nay,  much  more  certainly ;  that  properly 
it  is  the  course  of  his  unseen,  spiritual  life, 
which  informs  and  rules  his  external  visible 
life,  rather  than  receives  rule  from  it;  in  which 
spiritual  life,  indeed,  and  not  in  any  outward 
action  or  condition  arising  ftom  it,  the  true 
secret  of  his  history  .lies,  and  is  to  be  sought 
after,  and  indefinitely  approached.  Poetry, 
^  above  all,  we  should  have  known  long  ago,  is 
one  of  those  mysterious  things  whose  origin 
and  developments  never  can  be  what  we  call 
^tixplained;  often  it  seems  to  as  like  the  wind, 
blowing  where  it  lists, coming  and  departing 
with  little  or  no  regard  to  any  the  most  cunning 
theory  that  has  yet  been  devised  of  ir.  Least 
of  all  does  it  seem  to  depend  on  coart  patron- 
age, the  form  of  government,  or  any  modifica- 
tion of  politics  or  economics,  catholic  as  these 
influences  have  now  become  in  our  philosophy : 
^,  it  lives  in  a  snow-clad,  sulphureous  Iceland,  and 
not  in  a  sunny,  wine-growing  France ;  flour- 
ishes nnder  an  arbitrary  Elizabeth,  and  dies 
out  under  a  constitational  George;  Philip  II. 
has  his  Cervantes,  and  in  prison  ;  Washington 
and  Jackson  have  only  their  Coopers  and 
Browns.  Why  did  poetry  appear  so  brightly 
after  the  Battles  of  Thermopylae  and  Salamis, 
and  quite  turn  away  her  face  and  wings  from 
thoio  of  Lexington  and  Bunker's  Hill?  We 
ansWer,  the  Greeks  were  a  poetical  people,  the 
Americans  are  not ;  that  is  to  say,  it  appeared 
because  it  did  appear !  On  the  whole,  we  could 
desire  that  one  of  two  things  should  happen  : 
Either  that  our  theories  and  genetic  histories 
of  Poetry  should  henceforth  cease,  and  man- 
kind rest  satisfied,  once  for  all,  with  Dr.  Ca- 
banisN  theory,  which  seems  to  be  the  simplest, 
that  **  Poetry  is  a  product  of  nhe  9maner  intes- 
tines," and  must  be  cultivated  medically  by  the 
exhibition  of  castor-oil :  Or  else  that,  in  future 
speculations  of  this  kind,  we  should  endeavour 
to  start  with  some  recognition  of  the  fact,  once 
well  known,  and  still  in  words  admitted,  that 
Poetrv  is  Inspiration;  has  in  it  a  certain  spi- 
rituality and  divinity  which  no  dissecting-kuife 


will  discover;  arises  in  the  noH  aeMI  nl 
most  sacred  region  of  man's  aoal»M  ilweRia 
our  Holy  of  Holies ;  and  as  for  eztmitf  Aiift 
depends  only  on  such  as  can  operate  in  iInI 
region ;  among  which  it  will  be  finind  that  AeH 
of  ParUament,  and  the  state  of  the  Snithfidd  , 
,msrkets,  nowise  play  the  chief  parts. 

With  regard  to  this  change  in  German  Lit& 
ratnre,  especially,  it  is  to  be  remarked,  that  ths 
phenomenon  was  not  a  German,  bnt  a  Ea»» 
pean  ope ;  whereby  we  easily  infer,  so  neck  tf 
feast,  that  the  roots  of  it  must  have  lain  dee^ 
than  in  any  change  from  Hohenstanfff^nEaifs^; 
rors  to  Hapsburg  ones.  For  now  the  Trunia' . 
dours  and  Trouveres,  as  well  as  the  Winnfri^. 
gen(,weresinkingintp  silence;  tbeworldsteM^] 
to  have  rhymed  itself  out;  those  diivilrW; 
roundelays,  heroic  tales,mythologie8^aDdqpiili  j 
love-sicknesses,  had  grown  nnprofitaJUe  to  tej 
ear.  In  fact.  Chivalry  itself  was  in  the  wamij 
and  with  it  that  gay  melody,  like  its  other[ 
More  earnest  business,  not  s|k>rtAitty,bet 
harsh  endeavour,  was  now. to  bedoBCi 
graceful  minuetndance  of  Tmncf  mnAjAit-^ 
place  to  the  toilsome  thorny  pilgrimage  Qrw|!j 
derstanding.  Life  and  its  appnrtenaiiess  i  ** 
possessions,  which  had  been  ao  admiiedi 
besung,  now  disclosed,  the  mors  thqr  cm 
be  investiga^  the  more  contradietiou. 
Church  no  longer  rose  with  its  pillars  *  U 
venerable  dome  over  the  nniled  flock  ^T 
more  accurately  seen  into,  was  a  strtiflht 
son,  full  of  unclean  creeping  thiqg 
which  thraldom  all  better  spirits  eoiild  aoC  I 
murmur  and  struggle.  Everywhere; 
and  littleness  seemed  so  inexplicably  bl 
Nature,  like  the  Sphinx,  her  emblem,  widi  bir 
fair  woman's  face  and  neck,  showed  also  tke 
claws  of  a  Lioness.  Now  too  her  Riddle  hit 
been  propounded;  and  thousaods  of  ssblki 
disputatious  School-men  were  striving  esmesi' 
ly  to  read  it,  that  they  might  live,  morally  lirti 
that  the  monster  might  not  devour  them.  Tbes^ 
like  strong  swimmers,  in  boundless  bottomless 
vortices  of  Logic,  swam  manfully,  butconMict 
get  to  land. 

On  a  better  course,  yet  with  the  like  aim.Fh^ 
sical  Science  was  also  unfolding  itselC  A 
Roger  Bacon,  an  Albert  the  Great,  are  chee^ 
ing  appearances  in  this  era:  not  blind  to  djs 
greatness  of  Nature,  yet  no  longer  with  poetit 
reverence  of  her,  but  venturing  fearlessly  inli 
her  recesses,  and  extorting  from  her  maojs 
secret;  the  first  victories  of  that  long  series 
which  is  to  make  man  more  and  more  her  Kiof 
Thus  everywhere  we  have  the  image  of  cos* 
lest,  of  effort.  The  spirit  of  man,  which  once, 
in  peaceful,  loving  communion  with  the  Ui»- 
verse,  had  uttered  forth  its  gladness  in  8oB§r 
now  feels  hampered  and  hemmed  in,  and  j-trof 
orles  vehemently  to  make  itself  room.  Pover 
is  the  one  thing  needful,  and  that  Knowled^ 
which  is  Power:  thus  also  Intellect  becomes 
the  errand  faculty,  in  which  all  the  others  ai* 
well  niuh  absorbed. 

Poetry,  which  has  been  defined  as  '*  the  hl^ 
raonions  unison  of  Man  with  Nature,"  wflU 
not  flourish  in  this  temper  of  the  times.  Ths 
number  of  poets,  or  rather  versifiers,  hencfr 
forth  greatly  diminishes;  their  style  also,»si 
topics,  are  different  and  less  poetical   Hc^ 
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4h  to  be  practically  instructed  rather  thao 
eticalljT  amused :  Poetry  itself  must  assume 

preceptorial  character,  and  teach  whole- 
me   saws  and  moral  maxims,  or  it  will  not 

listened  to.    Singing  for  the  8ong*s  sake 

now  nowhere  practised ;  but  in  its  stead 
ere  is  everywhere  the  jar  and  bustle  of  ar- 
unent,  investigation,  contentions  activity. 
icb  throughout  the  fourteenth  century  is  the 
Dcral  aspect  of  mind  over  Europe.  In  Italy 
3ne  is  there  a  splendid  exception  :  the  mys- 
:  song  of  Dante,  with  its  sterne,  indignant 
sral,  is  followed  by  the  light  love-rhymes  of 
itrtrch,  the  Troubadour  of  Italy,  when  this 
us  was  extinct  elsewhere  :  the  master  minds 

that  country,  peculiar  in  its  social  and 
snl  condition,  still  more  in  its  relations  to 
Itsical  Antiquity,  pursue  a  course  of  their 
HL  But  only  the  master  minds  ;  for  Italy  too 
■its Dialecticians, and  projectors, and  reform- 
i;  nay,  aAer  Petrarch,  these  take  the  lead ;  and 
sre,  as  elsewhere,  in  their  discords  and  loud 
ndooas  toil,  the  voice  of  Poetry  dies  away. 
To  search  out  the  causes  of  this  great  revo- 
don,  which  lie  not  in  Politics  nor  Statistics, 
nM  lead  us  far  beyond  our  depth.  Mean- 
Mile  let  us  remark  that  the  change  is  nowise 

te  considered  as  a  relapse,  or  fall  from  a 
l^r  state  of  spiritual  culture  to  a  lower ; 
I  rather,  so  far  as  we  have  objects  to  com- 
■e  it  with,  as  a  quite  natural  progress  and 
|iier  development  of  culture.    In  the  history 

the  universal  mind,  there  is  a  certain  ana- 
gr  to  that  of  the  individual.  Our  first  self- 
ueiousness  is  the  first  revelation  to  us  of  a 
Mile  nni  verse,  wondrous  and  altogether  good : 
J  a  feeling  of  joy  and  new-found  strength, 

Diysterious   infinite  hope  and  capability; 
A  in  all  men,  either  by  word  or  act,  ex 
Mses  itself  poetically.    The  world  without 
tad  within  us,  beshonc  by  the  young  light 
Love,  and  all  instinct  with  a  divinity,  is 
latiful  and  great :  it  seems  for  us  a  bound- 
8  happiness  that  we  are  privileged  to  live. 
is  is   the   season  of  generous   deeds  and 
lings ;  which  also,  on  the  lips  of  the  gifted, 
m  themselves  into  musical  utterance,  and 
e  spoken  poetry  as  well  as  acted.    Nothing 
:alcnlated  and  meaAiured,  but  all  is  loved, 
ieved,  appropriated.    All  action  is  sponta- 
ras ;  high  sentiment,  a  sure,  imperishable 
yd:  and  thus  the  youth  stands,  like  the  First 
iB,  in  his  fair  Garden,  giving  Names  to  the 
ght  Appearances  of  this  Universe  which  he 
«  inherited,  and  rejoicing  in  it  as  glorious 
i  divine.    Ere    lonp,    however,    comes   a 
rsher  time.    Under  the  first  beauty  of  man*s 
!  appears  an  infinite,  earnest  rigour;  high 
itiment  will  not  avail,  unless  it  can  con- 
ue  to  be  translated  into  noble  action  ;  which 
»blem,  in    the   destiny   appointed   for   man 
n  to  toil,  is  difficult,  interminable,  cnpabit* 
only  approximate  solution.    What  flowed 
\\y  in  melodious  coherence  when  seen  and  ; 
ig  from  a  distance,  proves  rug^red  and  un- ' 
nageable  when   practically  handled.     The  j 
rid,  lyrical  gladness  c^f  past  years   gives  i 
ce  to  a  collected  thouphifulness  and  energy;  I 
r  often — so  painful,  so  unexpected  are  the  \ 
iiradictions  everywhere  met  with — to  gloom,  j 
ness,  and  anger;  and  not  till  after  long! 
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struggles  and  hard-contested  yictories  it  the 
youth  changed  into  a  man. 

Without  pushing  the  comparison  too  far, 
we  may  say  that  in  the  culture  of  the  Euro- 
pean mind,  or  in  Literature,  which  is  the  sym- 
bol and  product  of  this,  a  certain  similarity 
of  progress,  is  manifested.  That  tuneful  Chi- 
valry, that  high  cheerful  devotion  to  the  God- 
like in  heaven,  and  to  Women,  its  emblems 
on  earth;  those  Crusades  and  vernal  Love- 
songs  were  the  heroic  doings  of  the  world's 
youth ;  to  which  also  a  corresponding  man- 
hood succeeded.  Poetic  recognition  is  fol- 
lowed by  scientific  examination  :  the  reign  of 
Fancy,  with  its  gay  images,  and  graceful,  ca- 
pricious sports,  has  ended ;  and  now  Under- 
standing, which,  when  reunited  to  Poetry,  will 
one  day  become  Reason  and  a  nobler  Poetry, 
has  to  do  its  part.  Meantime,  while  there  is 
no  such  union,  but  a  more  and  more  widening 
controversy,  prosaic  dLscord  and  the  unmusi- 
cal sounds  of  labour  and  cfiTort  are  alone  au- 
dible. 

The  era  of  the  Troubadours,  who  in  Ger- 
many are  the  Minnesingers,  gave  place  in 
that  country,  as  in  all  others,  to  a  period  which 
we  might  name  the  Didactic ;  for  Literature 
now  ceased  to  be  a  festal  melody,  and  address 
ing  itself  rather  to  the  intellect  than  to  the 
heart,  became  as  it  were  a  school  lesson.  In- 
stead of  that  cheerful,  warbling  Song  of  Love 
and  Devotion,  wherein  nothing  was  taught, 
but  all  was  believed  and  worshipped,  we  have 
henceforth  only  wise  Apologues,  Fables,  Sa- 
tires, Exhortations,  and  all  manner  of  edifying 
Moralities.  Poetry,  indeed,  continued  stiU  to 
be  the  form  of  composition  for  all  that  can  be 
named  Literature,  except  Chroniclers,  and 
others  of  that  genus,  valuable  not  as  doers  of 
the  work,  but  as  witnesses  of  the  work  done, 
these  Teachers  all  wrote  in  verse :  neverthe- 
less, in  general  there  are  few  elements  of 
Poetry  in  their  performances :  the  internal 
structure  has  nothing  poetical,  it  is  a  mere 
business-like  prose:  in  the  rhyme  alone,  at 
most  in  the  occasional  graces  of  expression, 
could  we  discover  that  it  reckoned  itself  po- 
etical. In  fact  we  may  say  that  Poetry,  in  the 
old  sense,  had  now  altogether  gone  out  of 
sight:  instead  of  her  heavenly  vesture  and 
Ariel-harp,  she  had  put  on  earthly  weeds,  and 
walked  abroad  with  ferula  and  horn-book.  It 
was  long  before  this  new  guise  would  sit  well 
on  her ;  only  in  late  centuries  that  she  could 
fashion  it  into  beauty,  and  learn  to  move  with 
it,  and  mount  with  it  gracefully  as  of  old. 

Looking  now  more  specially  to  our  histori- 
cal task,  if  we  inquire  how  far  into  the  subse- 
quent time  this  Didactic  Period  extended,  no 
precise  answer  can  well  be  piven.  On  this 
side  there  seem  no  positive  limits  to  it;  with 
many  superficial  modifications,  the  same  fun- 
damenlal  element  pervades  all  spiritual  eflforts 
of  mankind  through  the  following  centuries. 
We  may  say  that  it  is  fell  even  in  the  Poetry 
of  our  own  time;  nay,  must  be  fell  through 
all  lime;  inasmuch  as  Inquiry  once  awakened 
cannot  fall  asleep,  or  exhaust  itself;  thus 
Literature  must  continue  to  have  a  didactic 
character;  and  the  Poet  of  these  days  is  he 
who,  not  indeed  by  mechanical  but  by  poetical 
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vifeods,  can  imtniet  qs,  can  more  and  more 
evolve  for  as  the  mystery  of  oor  Life.  Hciw- 
erer,  afler  a  certain  ^pace,  this  Didtctic  Spirit 
in  Ljtemture  cannot,  as  an  historical  partition 
and  landmark,  be  available  here.  At  the  era 
of  the  Reformation,  it  reaches  its  acme ;  and, 
in  singular  shapes,  steps  forth  on  the  high 
places  of  Public  Businei^s,  and  amid  storms 
and  thunder.not  without  brighioess  and  true  fire 
from  Heaven,  conclusively  renovates  (he  world. 
This  is,  as  it  were,  the  apotheosis  of  the  Didac- 
tie  Spirit,  where  it  first  attains  a  really  poetical 
eoneentrnion,  and  stimulates  mankind  into  he- 
mam  of  word  and  of  action  also.  Of  the  lat- 
ter, indeed,  still  more  than  of  the  former ;  for 
not  till  a  much  more  recent  time,  almost  till  our 
own  time,  has  Inqaify  in  some  measure  again 
fceoaciled  itself  to  Belief;  and  Poetry,  though 
in  detached  tones^  arisen  on  us,  as  a  true  mo* 
sieal  Wisdom.  Thus  is  the  d^ed,  in  certain 
eiievmatances,  readier  -and  greater  than  the 
word :  Action  strikes  fiery  light  from  the 
rodm  it  has  to  hew  through ;  Poetry  reposes 
in  the  skyey  splendour  which  that  rough  pas- 
sajge  has  led  io.  But  after  Luther's  day,  this 
Didaetie  Tendency  again  sinks  to  a  lower 
laval;  mingles  with  manifold  other  tenden- 
«iet  I  among  which,  admitting  that  it  still 
Ibrma  the  main  stream,  it  is  no  longer  so  pre- 
eaunent,  positive,  and  universal,  as  properly 
to  aharacterize  the  whole.  For  minor  Periods 
aad  anbdivitions  in  Literary  Histofy,  other 
■ore  superficial  ckaracteriatica  mnst,  from 
timt  to  time,  be  fiz6d  on. 

Neither,  examining  the  other  limit  pf  this 
Fertod,  can  we  say  specially  where  it  begins ; 
lor,  as  usual  in  these  things,  it  begins  not  at 
once,  but  by  degrees;  Kings'  reigns  and 
changes  in  the  form  of  Government  have  their 
day  and  date ;  not  so  changes  in  the  spiritual 
condition  of  a  people.  The  Minnesinger  Pe- 
riod and  the  Didactic  may  be  said  to  commin- 
gle, as  it  were,  to  overlap  each  other,  for  above 
a  century:  some  writers  partially  belonging 
to  the  latter  class  occur  even  prior  to  the 
times  of  Friedrich  II.;  and  a  certain  echo  of 
the  Minne-8ong  had  continued  down  to  Ma- 
nesse's  day,  under  Ludwig  the  Bavarian. 

Thus  from  the  Minnesingers  to  the  Church 
Reformers,  we  have  a  wide  space  of  between 
two  and  three  centuries ;  in  which,  of  course, 
it  is  impossible  for  us  to  do  more  than  point 
out  one  or  two  of  the  leading  appearances  ;  a 
minute  survey  and  exposition  being  foreign 
from  our  object 

Among  the  Minnesingers  themselves,  as  al- 
ready hinted,  there  are  not  wanting  some  with 
an  occasionally  didactic  character;  Gottfried 
of  Strasburg,  known  also  as  a  translator  of 
Sir  TVistremy  and  two  other  Singers,  Reinmar 
von  Zweter,  and  Walter  von  der  Vogelweide,  are 
noted  in  this  respect ;  the  la^st  two  especially, 
for  their  oblique  glances  at  the  Pope  and  his 
Monks,  the  unsound  condition  of  which  body 
could  not  escape  even  a  Love-minstrel's  eye.* 

*  Reinmar  Von  Zweter,  for  example,  Rays  once : 

ffar  und  hart  naek  Klostersitten  gt$*itUn 
De»  vind  ieh  gennogi 

Ich  mW<  aber  d*r  nit  vU  diu  rtkte  tragen ; 
Halb  visek  kalb  mnn  i»t  vi»tk  nock  ma», 
Oar  viteh  i*t  vitek,  gar  man  ist  man^ 
Ms  kk  crtoniMi  Kam : 


But  perhaps  the  special  ftepof  tms 
be  still  better  marked  in  the  works  of . 
named  the  S^rirktr,  whose  province 
epic,  or  narrative;  into  which  he 
have  introduced  this  new  character  ii 
measure.  As  the  Sirirktr  still  retai 
shadow  of  a  filace  in  Literary  His 
following  notice  of  him  maybe  liorroi 
Of  his  personal  history,  it  may  be  | 
nothing  whatever  is  known ;  not  evei 
bears  thin  title;  unless  it  be,  as  so 
fancied,  that  Sricker,  which  now 
Knitter,  in  those  days  meant  Sekriber^  ( 
**  In  truth,"  says  Bouterwek,  **tbi 
taking  man  was  more  a  writer  than  a 
not  altogether  without  talent  in  that  la 
Voluminous  enough,  at  least,  is  his  i 
of  an  older  epic  work  on  this  War  o 
magme  foiih  the  Saracem  m  ^patN,  the  old 
original  of  which  is  perfaapa  nodii] 
than  a  translation  from  the  Latin  or 
Of  a  Poet  in  the  Strieker's  day,  whei 
mantic  Epos  had  attained  sack  polisi 
the  Germans,  one  might  have  expee 
this  ancient  Fiction,  since  he  was  pi 
remodel  it,  would  have  served  an  the 
to  a  new  poetic  creation ;  or  at  least 
would  have  breathed  into  it  some  new  i 
poetic  spirit.  But  sacb  a  development 
Charlemagne  Fables  was  reaerved 
ItmUtm  Poets.  The  Strieker  baa  not 
the  matter  of  the  old  Tale  almost  a 
btit  has  even  brought  oat  iu  nnpoetic 
ments  in  stronger  light.  The  Tanatk 
with  which  it  is  overloaded  probably  i 
to  him  its  chief  merit  To  convert  ih 
away  Heathens,  or  failing  this,  to  aj 
them,  Charlemagne  takes  the  field, 
him,  the  hero  Roland  plays  a  main  pi 
Consultations  are  held,  ambassadors  n( 
war  breaks  out  with  all  its  terrors :  tl 
then  fought  stoutly:  at  length  comes 
known  defeat  of  the  Franks  at  Rod< 
Runcevaux;  where,  however,  the  S 
also  lose  so  many  men,  that  their  Ki; 
silies  dies  of  grief.  The  Narrative  is 
into  chapters,  each  chapter  again  into ! 

yon  hofmmnektn  und  v»n  Kleaterriittm 

Kmn  kk  nikt  gnagtm  : 

Bofmunckm,  KUiterritUm,  dUmu  heidtn 

fVolt  kk  rekt  te  rekU  «•/  httektidtrm, 

Ob  sie  skk  woUen  las»«n  vktdtn^ 

Da  gut  te  r«kt€  tHttn  wcm«  ; 

Jn  KiMUr  muneka  gotten  genuen^ 

So  fvtn  dt»  kofg  gkk  titter  wnterteinden. 

Hair  and  l>eard  cut  in  the  clototer  faahtoo 

or  this  find  1  enouf  li, 

nut  of  thoiie  that  wear  it  well  I  find  not  ■ 

Half-fish  half-man  is  neitlier  fiah  nor  man, 

Whole  flsh  Ls  fish,  whole  man  is  man, 

As  I  discover  can : 

Of  cburt-monks  and  of  clolster-knif  hts 

Can  I  not  spealc : 

CViurt-monks,  rloister-kni^hts,  these  both 

Would  I  rightly  put  to  rights. 

Whether  they  would  let  themselves  be  foe 

Where  they  by  riirht  should  be  ; 

In  their  cloister  monks  should  flourish, 

And  knif hts  obey  at  court. 

Aee  also  in  FlSgel,  {Ofeekicktf  der  Rt*mitckt 
fur,  b.  iil.  n.  11.)  immediately  fnllowine  this  '. 
formidable  dinner  course  of  7^c«.— boiled  lie 
lies,  ties  with  saffron,  forced-meat  lies,  and 
rieties,  arranged  by  this  same  ariifit ;— fkrthcr 
9.)  a  rather  gallant  onslaught  from  Walter  vo 
frelweide,  on  the  Bakest  (Pope,  Papat)  Mm 
this  was  beforo  ilie  middle  of  tha  thin««iita  cs 
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I  epitoiiie  of  which  is  always  given  at  the 
llMt.  Miracles  occur  in  the  story,  but  for 
M  part  only  soch  as  tend  to  evince  liow  God 
VB^If  inspirited  the  Christians  against  the 
eathen.  Of  any  thing  like  free,  bold  liights 
> imagination  there  is  little  to  be  met  with: 
B  higher  features  of  the  genuine  romantic 
At  are  altogether  wanting.    In  return,  it  has 

rtain  didactic  temper,  which,  indeed,  an- 
ses  itself  even  in  the  Introduction.  The 
r«  it  should  he  added,  prepos^^es8es  us  in 
■  Poet's  favour;  testifying  with  what  warm 
best  the  noble  and  great  in  man's  life  aflect- 

iPhe  WaUcht  Gast  (Italian  Guest)  of  Zirkler 
|A^rkeler,  who  professes,  truly  or  not,  to  be 
Eli  Friuli,  and,  as  a  benevolent  stranger,  or 
tells  the  Germans  hard  truths  somewhat 
spirit  of  Juvenal ;  even  the  famous 
iVridmik,  (Master  FreethougHt,)  with 
^vise  Book  of  rhjrraed  Maxims,  entitled 
Aacktidenlmtf  (Modesty;)  still  more  the 
ms  Tyro,  Kinf  of  Scoi$,  quite  omitted  in 
J9  hot  who  teaches  Frieitbrand^  hit  &n, 
seme  discriinination,  how  to  choose  a 
priest  s — all  these,  with  others  of  still 
substance,  rise  before  ns  only  as  faint 
and  must  not  linger  in  our  field  of 
Greatly  the  most  important  figure  in 
^r  part  of  this  era  is  Hugo  von  Trim- 
whom  we  must  now  tarn  ;  author  of 
poetico-preceptorial  works,  one  of 
Darned  the  Bttmerf  (Runner,)  has  long 
Jraown  not  only  to  antiquarians,  but,  in 
small  degree,  even  to  the  general  reader, 
logo's  Biography  he  has  himself  inciden- 
eommunicated  somewhat  His  surname 
rJTes  from  Trimberg,  his  birth-place,  a 
on  the  Saale,  not  far  from  Wiirzburg, 
mconia.  By  profession  he  appears  to 
been  a  Schoolmaster :  in  the  conclusion 
JSmiMr,  he  announces  that  "he  kept 
for  forty  years  at  Thurstadt,  near  Bam- 
farther,  that  his  Book  was  finished  in 
which  date  he  confirms  by  other  local 
ices* 

Der  diet  Euei  gediehtet  A«t, 

JDvr  p(fUg  i*r  $eklen  tu  Tklhvtat. 

Viertif  jmr  vt  Buhmtbtrf^ 

Umd  ktus  Huf9  99n  Trjfmbtrg, 

Em  wmrdfM«nkruckt  dms  ut  w«Ar, 

Dm  tmmttnt  und  drt^hundert  jar 

Mkck  Chrittnt  Otbnrt  vergungen  wareuj 

Dritkalkt  jmr  ghieh  mr  den  jmrem 

/>•  di0  Jnden  in  Frcnken  wurden  ertekUgen. 

Bejf  der  zeit  und  in  den  tmgen. 

Dm  bieekef  Leefelt  Ueekof  wme 

Zu  Bmhenkerg, 

8ome  have  supposed  that  the  Schoolmaster 
inity,  claimed  here,  refers  not  to  actual 
ieldiog  of  the  birch,  but  to  a  Mastership  and 
actice  of  instructing  in  the  art  of  Poetry, 
bich  about  this  time  began  to  have  its  scho- 
rl and  even  guild-brethren,  as  the  feeble  rem- 
its of  Minne-Song  gradually  took  the  new 
"  — »  ■  '  ■     - 

Wonterwek,  \x.  945.    Other  Terrified  Narrativee  by 

II  worthy  Stridor  alUI  eziat,  but  for  the  roost  part  only 
■MBuacript.  Of  theae  the  History  of  WUhUm  von 
—sfiif,  a  RoQBd-table  adventurer,  appears  to  be  the 
IwipaJ.  Tin  Poem  on  Charlemagne  stands  printed  in 
Mher'a  Tltsmmme ;  iti  •zact  date  la  matter  only  of 
^•cciire. 


shape,  in  which  we  afterwards  see  it,  of  JlfeiiDiv^ 
gctangf  (Master-song:)  but  for  this  hypothesis, 
so  plain  are  Hugo^s  own  words,  there  seems 
little  foundation.    It  is  uncertain   vhelher  he 
was  a  clerical  personage,  certain  eiiough  that 
he  was  nit  a  monk :  at  all  events,  he  must 
have  been  a  man  of  reading  and  knowledge; 
industrious  in  study,  and  superior  in  literary 
acquirement  to  most  in  that  time.     By  a  col- 
lateral account,  we  find  that  he  had  gathered  a 
library  of  two  hundred  Books;  among  which 
were  a  whole  dozen  by  himself,  five  in  Latin, 
seven  in  German,  hoping  that  by  means  of 
these,  and  the  furtherance  ihey  would  yield  in 
the  pedagogic  craft,  he  might  live  at  ease  in 
his  old  days  ;  in  which  hope,  however,  he  had 
been  disappointed :  seeing,  as  himself  rather 
feelingly  complains,"  no  one  bow  cares  to  study 
knowledge,  {Kunrt,)  which,  nevertheless,  d^ 
serves  honour  and  favour."  What  these  twelve 
Books  of  Hugo's  own  writing  were,  can,  for 
most  part,  only  be  conjectured.     Of  one,  en- 
titled   the   SanimJer,   (Collector,)   he    himself 
makes  mention  in  the  Renncr :  he  had  begun  it 
about  thirty  years  before  this  latter :  but  hav- 
ing by  ill  accident  lost  great  part  of  his  manu- 
script, abandoned  it  in  anger.     Of  another 
work  FlOgel  has  discovered  the  following  notice 
in  Johann  Wolf: 

''About  this  time  (1699)  did  that  virtnoiu 
and  learned  nobleman,  Conrad  von  Liebenstein» 
present  to  me  a  manuscript  of  Hugo  von  Trim- 
berg, who  flourished  about  the  year  1300.  It 
sets  forth  the  short-comings  of  all  ranks,  and 
especially  complains  of  the  clergy.  It  is  en- 
titled JReu  ins  Land,  (Repentance  to  the  Land ;) 
and  now  lies  with  the  Lord  of  Zillhart."* 

The  other  ten  appear  to  have  vanished  even 
to  the  last  vestige. 

Such  is  the  whole  sum-total  of  information 
which  the  assiduity  of  commentators  has  col- 
lected touching  worthy  Hugo's  life  and  for- 
tunes. Pleasant  it  were  to  see  him  face  to 
face ;  gladly  would  we  penetrate  through  that 
long  vista  of  five  hundred  years,  and  peep  into 
his  book-presses,  his  frugal  fireside,  his  noisy 
mansion  with  its  disobedient  urchins,  now  that 
it  has  all  grown  so  silent;  but  the  distance  is 
too  far,  the  intervening  medium  intercepts  our 
light ;  only  in  uncertain,  fluctuating  dusk,  will 
Hugo  and  his  environment  appear  to  us.  Ne- 
vertheless Hugo,  as  he  had  in  Nature,  has  in 
History,  an  immortal  part;  as  to  his  inward 
man,  we  can  still  see  that  he  was  no  mere  book- 
worm, or  simple  Parson  Adams ;  but  of  most 
observant  eye  ;  shrewd,  inquiring,  considerate) 
who  from  his  Thurstadt  school-chair,  as  from 
his  sedes  exploratorxo^  had  looked  abroad  into  the 
world's  business,  and  formed  his  own  theory 
about  many  things.  A  cheerful,  gentle  heart 
had  been  given  him;  a  quiet,  sly  humc-ur; 
light  to  see  beyond  the  garments  and  outer 
hulls  of  Life  into  Life  itself:  the  long-necked 
purse,  the  threadbare  gabardine,  the  languidly- 
simmering  pot  of  his  pedagogic  household 
establishment  were  a  small  matter  to  him  :  he 
was  a  man  to  look  on  these  things  with  a 
meek   smile;  to  nestle   down  quietly,  as  the 


•  FIOrvI,  (ill.  15,)  who  quotea  for  it,  WeUii 
Memerah.  t.  IL  p.  IQOl. 
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lA»  in  tlie  lowest  flirrow;  nay,  to  monnt 
therrftom  singing,  and  soar  above  all  mere 
cartlily  heights.  How  many  potentates,  and 
principalities,  and  proud  belligerents  have 
evaporated  into  utter  oblivion,  while  the  poor 
'  ThQrstadt  Schoolmaster  still  holds  Agether ! 
This  Btimer,  which  seems  to  be  his  final 
work,  probably  comprises  the  essence  of  all 
thMe  lost  YolQmes :  and,  indeed  a  sjrnopsis  of 
Hago's  whole  Philosophy  of  Life,  saeh  as  his 
two  hundred  books  and  long  decades  of  quiet 
observation  and  reflection  had  taught  him. 
Why  it*has  been  named  the  Benmtr,  whether 
bv  Hugo  himself,  or  by  some  witty  editor  and 
Transcriber,  there  are  two  guesses  forthcom- 
ing, and  no  certain  reason.  One  guess  is  that 
ttiiB  Book  was  to  nm  after  the  lost  Tomes,  and 
make  good  to  mankind  the  deficiency  occa- 
sioned by  want  of  them ;  which  happy  fiiought, 
hidebound  though  it  be,  might  have  seemed 
aprichtly  enough  to  Hugo  and  that  age.  These- 
eond  guess  is  tiiat  our  author,  in  the  same  style 
of  easy  wit,  meant  to  say  this  book  must 
kMtm  and  run  out  into  the  world,  and  do  him 
a  food  turn  quickly,  while  it  was  yet  time,  he 
bemg  so  very  old.  But  leaving  this,  we  may 
reiniuic,  with  certainty  enough,  that  what  we 
have  left  of  Hugo  was  first  printed  under  this 
title  of  Rmntr,  at  Frankfort  on  the  Mayn,  in 
1649 ;  and  quite  incorrectly,  being  tnodemized 
to  fh  Icingjihs,  and  often  without  understanding 
of 'the  sense;  the  Edition  iporeover  is  now 
rare,  and  Lessing's  project  of  a  new  one  did 
not  take  effect;  so  that,  except  in  Manuscripts, 
of  which  there  are  many,  and  in  printed  Ex- 
tracts, which  also  are  numerous,  the  Rmner 
is  to  most  readers  a  sealed  book. 

In  regard  to  its  literary  merit  opinions  seem 
to  be  nearly  unanimous.  The  highest  merit, 
that  of  poetical  unity,  or  even  the  lower  merit 
of  logical  unity,  is  not  ascribed  to  it  by  the 
warmest  panegyrist.  Apparently  this  work 
had  been  a  kind  of  store-chest,  wherein  the 
good  Hugo  had,  from  time  to  time,  deposited 
the  fruits  of  his  meditation  as  they  chanced 
to  ripen  for  him ;  here  a  little,  and  there  a  little, 
in  all  varieties  of  kind;  till  the  chest  being 
filled,  or  the  fruits  nearly  exhausted,  it  was 
sent  forth  and  published  to  the  world,  by  the 
easy  process  of  turning  up  the  bottom. 

**  No  theme,"  says  Bouterwek,  "  leads  with 
certainty  to  the  other;  satirical  descriptions, 
proverbs,  fables,  jests,  and  other  narratives  all 
huddled  together  at  random,  to  teach  us  in  a 
poetical  way  a  series  of  moral  lessons.  A 
strained  and  frosty  Allegory  opens  the  work : 
then  follows  the  chapter  of  ^eydcn,  (Maids  ;) 
of  Wicked  Masters;  of  Pages;  of  Priests, 
Monks,  and  Friars,  wiih  great  minuteness : 
then  of  a  young  Minx  with  an  Old  Man;  then 
of  Bad  Landlords,  and  of  Robbers.  Next  come 
divers  Virtues  and  Vices,  all  painted  out,  and 
judged  of.  Towards  the  end,  there  follows  a 
sort  of  Moral  Natural  History  ;  Considerations 
on  the  dispositions  of  various  Animals ;  a  little 
Botany  and  Physiology  ;  then  again  all  manner 
of  didactic  Narratives;  and  finally  a  Medita- 
tion on  the  Last  Day." 

Whereby  it  would  appear  clearly,  as  hinted, 
that  Hugo's  Runner  pursues  no  straight  course ; 
and  onJv  through  the  most  labyrinthic  mazes. 


here  wandering  in  de^  flisekets»  si 
sinking  in  moist  bogs,  tlwn  paatiB| 
imountain-tops  by  narrow  sheep  track 
for  most  part  jigging  lightly  on  sunny  ( 
accomplishes  his  wonderful  journey. 

Nevertheless^  as  we  ourselves  can 
there  is  a  certain  charm  in  the  worth] 
his  work,  saeh  as  it  is,  seems  to  floe 
from  the  heart,  in  natural,  spontaneous 
dance;  is  at  once  cheerful  and  eame 
own  simple,  honest,  mildly-decided  chi 
is  everywhere  visible.  Besides,  HogOb 
said,  is  a  person  of  understaAding;  bss 
over  many  provinces  of  Life,  not  wiih 
sight ;  in  his  qulet^sly  way, can  spctk 
shrewd  word  on  occasion.  There uag 
though  slender  vein  of  Hamoar  in  ha 
in  his  satire  does  he  ever  lose  teouier,  1 
bukes  sportfully;  not  indeed  lai^iif 
scarcely  even  saidonieally  smiling^  yel 
certain  subdued  roguery,  and  patriaithil 
ingness.  His  fancy  too^  if  not  briB 
copious  almost  be^nd  meaanre ;  no  eii 
crotchets,  suppositions,  mimutt  speeifi 
Withal  he  is  original;  his  maxims, evii 
professedly  borrowed,  have  passed  tkrai 
test  of  his  own  experience ;  all  cams 
some  stamp  of  his  personality.  Hi 
/Zeimcr,  though  ill  its  wnole  extent  pechi 
boundless  and  planless  for  ordinaiy  i 
makes,  in  the  fragmentary  state,  ito  upi 
reading :  that  old  do^[;gerel  is  not  wiihi 
niJicance ;  often  in  its  straggling,  bnU 
tangled  strokes  some  vivid  antique  pis 
strangely  brought  out  for  us. 

As  a  specimen  of  Hugo's  general  ■ 
we  select  a  small  portion  of  his  Cha^ 
Tht  Maidens;  that  passage  where  he  tre 
the  highest  enterprise  a  maiden  can  eQ|; 
the  choosing  of  a  husband.  It  will  be  % 
once  that  Hugo  is  no  Minnesinger,  glon 
fair  audience  with  madrigals  and  hypoc 
gallantry;  but  a  quiet  Natural  Histori 
porting  such  facts  as  he  finds,  in  perfec 
nature,  it  is  true,  yet  not  without  an  aod« 
rent  of  satirical  humour.  His  quaint  st 
thought,  his  garrulous  minuteness  of  deu 
partly  apparent  here.  The  first  few  Uii 
may  give  in  the  original  also;  not  t! 
stand  in  the  Frankfort  edition,  but  as  prof 
to  derive  themselves  from  a  genuine  a 
source : 

Kortzyn  «n(  uni  l^ngt   ha»r 

kan  die  meyde  »Mudtrh»r 

djf  xu  frenjartn  k^mwten  »fnt 

dy  wal  nuuken  f »  dax  kerttt  klfnt 

dff  anckfn  itfreu  ya  dem  wrjf 

von  den  nuckgn  gtt  efn  sttg 

tin  dem  kertten  nit  gnr  Imng 

vff  deme  ttegt  ist  ry{  Mmtii^  JF^dmng 

icen  $y  leoln  memtn  0der  nit* 

Short  of  8en«e  and  long  of  hair. 
Strange  enough  the  oiaid«ns  are ; 
Once  they  lo  their  teens  have  got. 
Such  a  choncinft,  this  or  that : 
Eye«  they  have  ihat  ever  apy,. 
From  the  Eyea  a  Path  ftuf  h  lie 
To  the  Heart,  and  ia  not  long, 
Hereon  travel  thoughts  a  throng, 
Whomao  they  wUl  have  or  noL 


*  Horn,  Chtekkktt,  mnd  MTritik  der 
§.44. 
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ooe,"  continues  Hugo,  ''how  oAen 
s  repeated ;  till  they  grow  all  con- 
to  choose,  from  so  many,  whom 
brooght  in  without  number.  First 
k  them  so :  This  one  is  short,  that 
;;  he  is  courtly  aud  old,  the  other 

ill-favoured:  this  is  lean,  that  is 
is  one  fal,  there  one  thin ;  this  is 

is  weak ;  he  never  yet  broke  a 
is  vhite^anolher  black ;  that  other  is 
«ter  Hack,  (hnrtz  .)  this  is  pale,  that 
1 ;  he  seldom  eateth  cheerful  bread;" 

through  endless  other  varieties,  in 
ms  of  soft-murmuring  doggerel, 
s  on  the  Path  it  would  represent,  do 
ights  a  throng,  whomso  these  fair 

will  have  or  not 
.>r  Hugo,  the  age  of  Minstrelsy  is 

soft  Love-ditties,  and  Hymns  of 
hip,  but  a  skeptical  criticiNm,  im- 
inimadversion,  not  without  a  shade 
',  will  he  indite.  The  age  of  Chivalry 
o.    To  a  Schoolmaster,  with  empty 

pomp  of  tournaments  could  never 
specially  interesting;  but  now  such 
farms,  how  free  and  gallant  soever, 
lim  no  other  than  the  probable  pro- 
'lirium.  **God  might  well  laugh, 
>,"  says  he,  **  to  see  his  mannikins 
ondrously  on   this  Earth:  two  of 

take  to  fighting,  and  nowise  let  it 
ling  serves  but  with  two  long  spears 
ride  and  stick  at  one  another 
:heir  hurt ;  when  one  is  by  the  other 
through  the  bowels  or  through  the 
he  hath  small  profit  thereby.  But 
i  them  to  such  straits  1"  The  an- 
o  plain:  some  modification  of  In- 
ay,  so  contemptuous  is  Hugo  of  all 
things,  that  he  openly  grudges 
pent  in  reading  of  them.  In  Don 
Library  he  would  have  made  short 


fifltpr  Dietrirh  fonrbt  whh  Ecken, 
•w  of  old  tb**  8tiilw«rt  Reelien 
iH  by  women't  craft  betrayed : 
liingK  yon  oA  bear  •uii|r  and  mid, 
(■pC  Nt,  like  a  CJisn  of  wirrnw  ; — 
own  sins  we'll  tbink  tivmorrow. 

5t  is  one  of  Hugo's  darker  strokes; 
only,  though  moral  perfection  is 
one  thing  needful  with  him,  he 
n  a  quite  cheerful  tone :  nay,  ever 
enlivens  us  with  some  timely  joke, 
jle  part,  and  apparently  much  the 
if  his  work  is  occupied  with  >atiricai 
d  S'/itr^tfke  (jests,  comic  tales ;)  of 
er  classes  we  have  seen  some  pos- 
e  humour,  and  the  simplicity  which 
Kt  merit.  These,  however,  we  must 
it;  and  indeed,  without  farther  par- 
-e  part  comp:iny  with  Hugo.  We 
not  without  esti>em,  and  a  touch  of 
lie  to  one  so  irge-hearted,  and,  under 
mbje  guise,  so  gifted  with  intrlleciual 
fely  enough  may  be  conceded  him 
r  of  chief  moral  Poet  of  his  time; 
aps,  for  his  solid  character,  and 
inly  ways,  a  much  higher  dip'niiy. 
s  Book  can  do  longer  be  considered, 


what  the  Frankfort  Editor  deseribeft  it  in  hit 
interminable  title-page,  as  a  universal  wu/t- 
vierum  for  mankind,  it  is  still  so  adorned  with 
many  fine  sayings,  and  in  itself  of  so  curious 
a  texture,  that  it  seems  well  worth  preserving. 
A  proper  Edition  of  the  Renner  will  one  day 
doubtless  make  its  appearance  among  the 
Germans.  Hugo  is  further  remarkable  as  the 
precursor  and  prototype  of  Sebastian  Brandt, 
whose  Nunevschiff  (Ship  of  Fools)  has,  with 
perhaps  less  merit,  had  infinitely  better  fortune 
than  the  Renner, 

Some  half  century  later  in  date,  and  no  less 
didactic  in  character  than  Hugo's  Renner^ 
another  work,  still  rising  visible  above  the 
level  of  those  times,  demands  some  notice 
from  us.  This  is  the  EdcUtein  (Gem)  of  Bone- 
rius,  or  Boner,  which  at  one  time,  to  judge 
by  the  number  of  Manuscripts,  whereof  four- 
teen are  still  in  existence,  must  have  enjoyed 
great  popularity ;  and  indeed,  aAer  long  years 
of  oblivion,  it  has,  by  recent  critics  and  redac- 
tors, been  again  brought  into  some  circulation. 
Boner's  Gttn  is  a  collection  of  a  Hundred 
Fables  done  into  German  rhyme;  and  derives 
its  proud  designation  not  more  perhaps  from 
the  supposed  excellence  of  the  work,  than 
from  a  witty  allusion  to  the  title  of  Fable  First, 
which,  in  the  chief  Manuscript,  chances  to  be 
that  well-kno!|irn  one  of  the  Cook  scraping  for 
Barleycorns,  and  finding  instead  there  a  pre- 
cious stone  (EHelstein)  or  Gem:  Von  einem 
Hantn  und  dcm  Edelen  steine;  whereupon  the 
author,  or  some  kind  friend,  remarks  in  a  sort 
of  Prologue : 

Dies  BikkMn  wMg  d*r  EJelstein 

fVol  keisien  vand  e$  in  trtU  {in  fUk  trigt) 

Biactfft  (Beispiel)  m^ngtr  klnogkdt. 

''This  Bookling  may  well  be  called  the 
Gem,  sith  it  includes  examplesof  many  a  pru- 
dence:"— which  name,  accordingly,  as  we  see, 
it  bears  even  to  this  day. 

Boner  and  his  Fables  have  given  rise  to 
much  discussion  among  the  Germans:  scat- 
tered at  short  distances  throughout  the  last 
hundred  years  there  is  a  series  of  Selections, 
Editions,  Translations,  Critical  Disquisitions, 
some  of  them  in  the  shape  of  Academic  Pro- 
gram ;  among  the  labourers  in  which  enter- 
prise we  find  such  men  as  Gellert  and  Les- 
sing.  A  Tonerii  Gemma,  or  Latin  version  of  the 
work,  was  published  by  Oberlin,  in  1782 ;  Es- 
chenburg  sent  forth  an  Edition  in  modern 
German,  in  1810;  Benecke  a  reprint  of  the 
antique  original,  in  1816.  So  that  now  a 
faithful  duty  has  been  done  to  Boner;  and 
what  with  Bibliographical  Inquiries,  what 
with  vocabularies  and  learned  collations  of 
Texts,  he  that  runs  may  read  whatever  stands 
written  in  the  Gem. 

Of  these  diligent  lucubrations,  with  which 
we  strangers  are  only  in  a  remote  degree  con- 
cerned, it  will  be  sufficient  here  to  report  in 
few  words  the  main  results, — not  indeed  very 
difficult  to  report.  First  then,  with  reeard  to 
Boner  himself,  we  have  to  say  that  nothing 
whatever  has  been  discovered :  who,  when,  or 
what  that  worthy  moralist  was,  remains,  and 
may  always  remain,  entirely  uncertain.    It  is 
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rrom  tbe  dia.lc«i,and  oifaer 

,ilnuie  indicaiioni,  ihal   his   plac«   of 

wns  ihe  north-vesl  qasrif  r  of  Switzer- 

,    wilh   atill   higher   prohabiUry   ihai   he 

J  ftboul  Ihe  middle  of  the  Tourlf  each  cen- 

;   (torn  his  leaniini;  aad  dovoul   pseiGc 

pel,  lonie   have  inferred   Ibal   be   was  a 

ninnk  ur  pnesl;  hnweTer,  in  one  Manuscript 
of  hii  Con,  he  is  drci^oaied,  apparetitJy  bj 
loine  ignorani  Transcriber,  a  knighl,  tin  RUItr 
gt'avlmi:  from  all  wbich>  a»  above  said,  »or 
onlf  cuncluston  is,  that  nothing  cad  be  coa- 
elnilpd. 

Johann  Scberz.  about  the  rear  tTlO,  in 
whnl  he  called  PMoiophir  nuralil  Gtltnan- 
•run  molii  mi  Spftimm,  sell  forth  certain  uf 
IfarKe  Fables,  with  espanitiont,  but  apfiO' 
renily  viiboDi  naming  the  Aulhori  to  whioh 
j^nnidt  GFllerl  tn  his  DuMrralio  ilt  piuti  apalo- 

Sr»fn  had  airain.  some  forly  yean  afterward-.. 
viied  attention.  Nevenhelesn,  no  total  was 
the  obscurilv  vhicb  Boner  had  fallen  inlo.  ihal 
Sodmer.  already  known  ai  ihe  r«su«cilalar  of 
the  KiMtmgfn  Utd,  in  prinling  the  KMilnn 
from  an  old  Manascripc  in  1T53.  mistook  il) 
probable  date  by  about  a  ccDlnry,  and  gave 
hi»  work  Ihe  lille  of  Fadla  from  iht  Mmxt- 
mHgrr  Prriad.*  without  naming  the  Fabnlisl,  or 
fUCSKing  whether  there  were  one  or  many. 
In  ihjg  condiiinn  shiod  Ihe  mailer,  when  se- 
Teral  yean  af>erward-i,  Lesjtng,  purnning  an- 
olber  inquiry,  came  across  [he  track  of  this 
Boner;  was  allnred  into  il ;  proceeded  to  clear 
ill  and  moTing  bri>hl/  forward  with  a  snre 
^e,  and  sharp  c(itiesl  axe,  hewed  away  innu- 
merabtc  en  [angle  men  is ;  and  so  opened  onl  a 
free  avenue  and  vi.sta,  where  strangely,  in  re- 
mote depih  of  aniiqnBrian  woods,  the  whole 
ancien'  Fable- manufactory,  with  Boner  and 
many  oihen;  working  in  it,  becomes  visihie. 
in  all  the  light  which  probably  will  ever  be 
■dmilled  to  it.  He  who  has  perpleied  him- 
aelf  wilfa  Ilamului  and  Rimvnii.  aiid  Nevelet's 
Jnmi/ima,  and  ^ianif.  and  ali'l  more,  with 
tbe  false  guidance  of  iheir  many  commentH- 
lors.  will  find  help  and  deliverance  in  thii; 
light,  Ihoroagh-gnice  Inquiry  of  Iie.ising'K.f 

Now,  thererore,  il  hecame  apparent;  lirsi, 
thai  those  sappo^ed  Fabia  fnn  Iht  Umotntitrr 
Ptriml,  of  Dodmer,  were  in  irulh  written  by 
one  Boner,  in  quite  another  Period  ;  aecnndly. 
thai  Boner  was  not  properly  Ihe  guthor  of 
Ihem,  bin  [he  borrower  and  free  versifier  from 
certain  Latin  originals;  farther,  thai  the  real 
tide  was  EiliUfein:  and  strangest  of  nil.  that 
the  work  had  been  printed  Ihree  ceniuries  be- 
Ibre  Bodmer's  time,  namely,  at  Bamberg,  in 
1461  ;  ()f  which  Edition,  indeed,  a  faltered 
e^PX'  typographically  cnrious,  lay,  and  pro- 
bably lies,  in  the  Woifenbilllel  Library,  where 
Leasing  iben  wailed  and  wrote.  Tbe  other 
discoveries,  louehing  Boner's  personalily,  and 
local iiy,  are  but  cnnjeciures.  due  also  lo  Les- 
Mog,  and  have  been  staled  already. 

Aslolhef.'emilself,aboal  which  there  has 
been  such  scr«mblinp,  we  may  say,  now  when 


To  u 


t  hi 


nihl*>|. 


cv>»»4i>n.  p.  IS,  Mil  ^  an,  T( 


aniiquiiy.  as  ilie  speaking  wiineis 
long-pjsi  thinga ;  to  his  coatemporai 
he  must,have  been  still  more  iniei 
Ihe  reporter  of  so  many  aew  ihinj 
Fables  of  hit.  rben  liir  ihe  first  limi 
ual  of  inaccessible  Latin*  into  Gem 
contain  no  little  edifying  mailer,  h 
known  il  brtore:  onr  old  friends, 
with  the  musical  Haven ;  Uie  Mas 
tatting  their  Ass  in  market,  and  >o  il 
to  please  tbe  public  in  their  method 
porting  him:  Ibe  Bishop  thai  gan 
phew  a  Cure  of  BouU,  bal  dur>l  not 
with  a  Bjskel  uf  Pears;  all  theu  ( 
more  figure  here.  Bui  apart  from 
rial  of  his  Fables.  Boner's  style  ant 
has  an  abiding  merii.  He  is  nots 
Translator  as  a  fi*™  Imitaior:  he 
story  in  his  own  wayi  appends  his  01 
and  except  ihat  in  ihe  laiiec  deparin 
api  to  be  a  little  prolix,  acquits  bimic 
sali'factinn.  His  narrative,  in  Ihott 
ing  rhymes,  is  cunningly  enough  bro 
arllesa,  lively,  graphic,  with  a  stueiD) 
cent  humour,  a  certain  childlike 
which  is  the  chief  merii  of  a  Fable. 
■he  German  .Ssop;  a  ebaracier  whi 
Norlh-wesl  dislrict  of  Switxerland 
lime  of  day,  we  should  hardly  bii 
for. 

Could  we  hope  thai  lo  many  of  ofl 
the  old  rousb  dialect  of  Bonvr  wopli 
ligible,  it  were  easy  tu  vtodicate  the* 

translated  specimen,  which  in  A 
claims  mnch  allowance;  the   Fabk 

nowise  [be  besi,  or  perhaps  ihe  1 
simply  one  of  ihe  shortesi-  For  ih 
have  rendered  the  old  doggerel  into 
all  po&sibte  fidelity  ; 


He  aid:  "l»riG~d,> 


thU   by,-  *f ,  As.    Wllb  n 
■  nin:  -Dndn  Ibbi  4w1m><lnR  1- umh^. 
■mrlnmns  Lullli   PnH.  irhlMC  alllT   INM> 
m-amira.  >«>nil  Id  ttacinlHKIMi,  wkbk  N 

llw  lilla  Mftliiltrl'  -CH^iai.  puMiFlml  ■< 
IGin.anilKlili'hdirmalvftillmt  itmaafjti 
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!li«r  creatorM  fir  and  near, 

mUnM,  thia  tame  frazing  Steer.** 

Frtm  would  Mn  with  Buttock  cope, 

1  briali  omMow  hinraetfin  hope. 

I  apake  bi«  Froirtliig :    **  Father  o*  me, 

iHji  not,  let  ttiy  tilowl"ir  bo  ; 

nature  hath  forbiil  this  hnule, 

I  eaiitt  not  vie  with  the  hiack-cattle.** 

lc»B  !»•»  be  the  Froj(  would  not, 

prid'TuI  nor  if  m  Irul  he  p)i ; 

1  tn  blow  riirht  iinre  *faii  he, 

naid :    **  Like  Ox  could  I  but  be 

vff  within  thia  world  thttre  were 

rog  an  Klad,  tn  thf e  I  swear." 

Son  spake :    **  Father,  rue  is  wo 

shouldVt  t  rineni  thy  body  so, 

thou  art  to  ln<e  thy  tif**, 
>  follow  me  and  le:tve  thia  strife  ; 

fat hfr,  take  advice  of  ine 

et  thy  boastful  blowing  be.** 

said  :    **  Thou  need*st  not  beck  and  nod, 

not  do  *t,  so  lielp  me  Ood ; 
t  this  Ox  is,  I  must  turn, 
honour  now  it  doth  roncern.'* 
ew  himself,  and  buri<t  in  twain, 
of  that  blowing  was  his  gain. 

ike  hath  oft  been  seen  of  such 
grasp  at  honour  overmuch ; 

must  with  none  at  alt  be  doing, 
Ink  Oill  soon  and  come  to  ruin, 
at,  with  wind  of  Pride  accursed, 

puffs  himself,  will  surely  burst; 
en  miswishes  and  misjudfes, 
ore  scorns,  superiors  grudges, 

bis  rquals  is  a  hater, 

grieved  he  ia  at  any  better ; 
-efore  it  were  a  sentence  wise 

bis  whole  body  set  wiih  eyea, 
envy  hnth,  to  nee  so  well 
,  loeky  hup  each  man  hefr*!, 
BO  be  filled  were  with  fury, 
Mirst  asnndfr  in  a  hurry ; 
«i  full  soon  betid  him  this 
h  to  the  Frog  betided  is. 

i  to  whom  such  stinted  twanging  of 
'oetic  Lyre,  such  cheerful  fingering, 
ily  of  one  and  its  lowest  string,  has 
ly,may  find  enough  of  it  in  Benecke's 
vproduction,  a.s  above  stated,  of  the 
Efitlilrin;  which  Edition  wc  are  au- 
;o  recomroeml  as  furni!>hed  with  all 
such  a  study:  Jess  adventurous 
may  still,  from  Eschenbu/g's  half- 
*d  Edition,  derive  some  contentment 

on  Trimberg  and  Boner,  who  stand 
IS  oar  chief  Literary  representatives 
irteenth  Century, C4»uld  play  no  such 
leir  own  day,  when  the  great  men, 
•  in  the  world's  eye,  were  Theologians 
IS,  Politicians  at  the  Imperial  Diet; 
rofessors  in  the  new  Universities;  of 

memory  has  long  since  perished, 
rii  is  universal  from  temporary  im- 
and  worth  belonging  to  oar  manhood 
I  merely  of  our  station  or  calling, 
ess,  as  every  writer,  of  any  true  giAs, 
1  bothof  his  time  and  of  his  country," 
lore  completely  the  greater  his  gifts ; 
f  works  of  these   two  secluded  in- 

ihe   characteristic  tendencies   and 
fieir  age  may  best  be  di.«*ccrned. 
ingly,iii  studying  their  commentators, 
hat  cannot  but  strike  us,  is  the  great 
.e  and  currency  which  this  species 


!  of  Literature,  cultivated  by  them,  had  obtained 
'■  in  that  era.    Of  Fable  Literature,  especially, 
j  this  was  the  summer  tide  and  highest  efflores- 
I  cence.  The  Latin  originals  which  Boner  partly 
!  drew  from,  descending,  with  manifold  trans- 
formations and  additions,  out  of  classical  times, 
I  were  in  the  hands  of  the  learned;  in  the  living 
.  memories  of  the  people,  were  numerous  frag- 
ments of  primeval   Oriental   Fable,   derived 
perhaps  through  Palestine;  from  which  two 
sources,  curiously  intermingled, a  whole  stream 
of  Fables  evolved  itself;  whereat  the  morally 
athirst,  such  was  the  genius  of  that  time,  were 
not  slow  to  drink.    Boner,  as  wc  have  seen, 
worked  in  a  field  then,  zealously  cultivated;, 
nay  was  not  jEsop  himself,  what  wc  have  for 
iEsop,  a  contemporary  of  his ;  the  Greek  Monk 
Planudes  and  the  Swiss  Monk  Boner  might  be 
chanting  their  Psalter  at  one  and  the  same 
hour! 

Fable,  indeed,  may  be  regarded  as  the  earli- 
est and  simplest  product  of  Didactic  Poetry, 
the  first  attempt  of  Instruction  clothing  itself 
in  Fancy:  hence  the  antiquity  of  Fables,  their 
universal  diflTusion  in  the  childhood  of  nations, 
so  that  ihey  have  become  a  common  property 
of  all :  hence  also  their  acceptance  and  diligent 
culture  among  the  Germans,  among  the  Eu- 
ropeans, in  this  the  first  stage  of  an  era  wbea 
the  whole  bent  of  Literature  was  Didactic.  Bat 
the  Fourteenth  Century  was  the  age  of  Fable 
in  a  still  wider  sense :  it  was  the  age  when 
whatever  Poetry  there  remained  took  the  shape 
of  Apoloeue  and  moral  Fiction :  the  higher 
spirit  of  Imagination  had  died  away,  or  with- 
drawn itself  into  Religion;  the  lower  and 
feebler  not  only  took  continual  counsel  of  Un- 
der^tanding,  but  was  content  to  walk  in  its 
leading-strings.  Now  was  the  time  when  hu- 
man life  and  its  relations  were  looked  at  with 
an  earnest  practical  eye ;  and  the  moral  per- 
plexities that  occur  there,  when  man,  hemmed 
in  between  the  Would  and  the  Should,  or  the 
Must,  painfully  hesitates,  or  altogether  sinks 
in  that  collision,  were  not  only  ^et  forth  in  the 
way  of  precept,  but  imbodied,  for  still  clearer 
instruction,  in  Examples  and  edifying  Fictions. 
The  Monks  themselves,  such  of  them  as  had 
any  talent,  meditated  and  taught  in  this  fashion: 
witness  that  strange  Gesta  Romnuivtim,  still 
extant,  and  once  familiar  over  all  Europe ; — a 
Collection  of  Moral  Tales,  expressly  devised 
for  the  use  of  Preachers,  though  only  the 
Shakspeares,  and  in  subsequent  times,  turned 
it  to  right  purpose.*  These  and  the  like  old 
Gfttr,  with  most  of  which  the  Romans  had  so 
little  to  do,  were  the  staple  Literature  of  that 
period :  cultivated  With  great  assiduity,  and  so 
far  as  mere  invention,  or  compilation,  of  in- 
cident goes,  with  no  little  merit;  for  already 
almost  all  the  grand  destinies,  and  funda- 
mental, ever-recurring  entanglements  of  hu- 
man life,  are  laid  hold  of  and  depicted  here; 
so  that,  from  the  first,  our  modern  Novelists 
and  Dramatists  could  find  nothing  new  under 
the  sun,  but  everywhere,  in  contrivance  of  their 
Story,  saw  themselves  forestalled.  The  bound- 
less abundance  of  Narratives  then  current, 
the  singular  derivations  and  transmigrations 

*  Hee  an  nrcoiint  of  this  curious  Rook   in  Douce*» 
learned  and  ingenious  IUiutTati§iit  ^f  Shaktptart, 
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iksarpriw  aatiquBrian  cnmniFntalors : 
ifetd,  il  «BE  ia  ihi*  sBine  criiiiiry  ihai 
^ocio.  refining  ihe  gold  (torn  thai  so  copi- 
b_  drois,  prodneed  Kif  {■'(rumfrmr,  which  sliil 
iadicaKa  ilif  same  Tad  in  more  pleasani  fash- 
ion, 10  all  readcri.  Thai  in  ihesp  univer^-al 
leodeDCiM  ofitir  lime  ihe  Germans  participni^il 
and  co-nperiied.  Boner's  Fables,  and  Hugo' 
many  Narratinas,  nerioui  aod  comic,  raaj 
like  tsro  specimens  trom  a  greal  muUilude, 
point  oat  lo  tis.  The  Madrigal  had  passed  intc 
the  Apologue;  the  Heroic  PoeTn,wiib  iia&npcr 
natural  maihineryand  senlimenl,  into  the  Ftc- 
tion  of  practical  Life:  in  whicb  latter  speciet 
a  pmphctic  ey«  mighl  hav«  discerned  the 
coming  Tnm  Jonnri  and  Wilhilm  Mritlrrt 
irith  sliil  moreasIonishmenMhe  JUinrrcaPrnni 
oral]  nation!),  and  this  iherr  hn^  Irannit-irad 
in  RagA,  all  liHed  from  ihe  diin^hill,  printed  p\ 
BSd  returned  thither,  lo  the  comfart  of  parlit 
JDleresied. 

The  Drama,  as  is  well  known,  had  an  equally 
Didactic   origin ;    namely,   in   those   JVyitt 
conihved   by  the   clergy   for  bringing  ho 
Rligious  truth,  with  new  force,  to  ihe  ui;iu 
Ml  cOni prehension.    That  Ibis  cunning  device 
sad  already  found  in  way  into  Germany, 
htvt  proof  in  a  document  too  curious  to  be 
dtniited  here : 

"In  the  year  1332,  there  was  a  play  shown 
al  Eisenach,  which  had  a  Iragical  enough 
effect.  Msriigraf  Friedrich  of  Misnia,  Land- 
graf  also  nf  Thuringia,  having  brought  bis 
tedious  warfares  to  a  conclusion,  and  the 
coanlry  beginning  now  to  revive  under  peace, 
his  subjects  were  busy  repaying  thetoaelves 
for  the  past  didiresses  by  ail  manner  of  diver- 
sions i  to  which  end,  apparently  by  the  8ove- 
reiKn'B  order,  a  dramatic  representation  of  the 
av«  VirgmM  was  schemed,  and  at  Bisenrich.  in 
hii  presence,  duly  executed.  This  happened 
fifteen  days  afler  Easter,  by  indulgence  of  the 
_  Preaching  Fnars.  In  Ihe  CArVHicon  Samptlrimim, 
'  stands  recorded  ihat  the  play  was  enacted  in 
the  Bear-garden,  {inhnrloftronan.)  by  the  Clergy 
and  their  Scholars.  But  now,  when  it  eatue  lo 
pass  that  tbc  Wise  Virgins  would  gite  the 
Footi&h  no  oil,  and  these  laltfr  were  shut  out 
trout  the  Bridegroom,  they  began  to  weep  bit- 
terly, and  called  on  the  Saints  lo  intercede  for 
tbea ;  who,  however,  even  with  Mary  at  Iheir 
head,  could  effecl  nothing  from  God ;  but  iht 
Foolish  Virgins  were  all  sentenced  to  damna- 
tion. Which  ihing!!  the  Lnndgraf  seeing  and 
hearing,  he  fell  inin  a  doubt,  and  was  very 
angry;  and  said. '  What  then  is  the  Christian 
Faith,  if  God  will  not  lahe  pity  on  us,  for  in- 
leTcessioD  of  Mary  and  all  the  Sainw !'  In 
this  anger  he  continued  five  days;  and  the 
learned  men  could  hardly  enlighten  '  ' 
dersiand  the  Gospel.  Thereupon  he  was  struck 
with  apnplexy,  and  became  speechli 
powerless;  in  which  sad  stale  he  continued, 
bedrid,  two  years  and  seven  months,  and  so 
-died,  being  then  flfiy-five."* 

Surely  a  serioos  warning,  would  they  but 
lake  il,  lo  Dramatic  Criticx.  not  to  venture  he- 
yond  their  depth!    Had  Ihi.i  lirry  old  Land- 

'«hn  ttiunili  on  ihnl  olrl  Ckrwiicn  Stmf, 
Utn,  [MtaioHl  Id  Mcaae'i  OoUec^isa. 


graf  given  up  the  rfi 
hin  author's  hahdi, he  misni  nave  DeeapHU 
he  knew  nol  why;  whereas  [he  inestes< 
Theology,  in  which  he  kicks  and  iifojuli 
here  strangle  ihe  hfe  oui  of  him;  andilwl 
Virgin<^  at  Eisenach  are  more  fatal  to  mil 
laeo.lhan  ^schylui.'  Furies  al  Athens  ■»!< 

Neither  were  the  unlearned  People  iitt* 
their  Literature,  iheir  Narralive  Poelrj;  ibMj 
how,  in  an  age  without  printing  and  bo^uta 
il  was  circulated  amoug  ihemt  vheAcrf 
strolling  Fu-frlirj,  (Minflrels.)  who  mi|M 
ciie  as  well  as  fiddle,  or  by  other  idciIm^ 
have  not  learned.  However,  its  ejisteaot 
abundance  in  this  eia  is  sufficieutlre^ 
by  tbe  multitude  of  VolkMbudirr  (P«qf 
Bookt)  which  issued  from  the  Prc»,i 
cenlury,  almost  as  soon  as  there  teas  ■  Hi 
Several  of  these,  which  still  langmdlj  nnj 
among  the  people,  or  at  lea.^l  the  chiUrt^ 
all  countries,  were  of  German  composiligli 
most,  so  strangely  had  they  been  ijtiit 
winnowed  lo  and  fro,  il  was  imposiiUe  ■ 
the  origin.  But  borrowed  or  domesli«,< 
nowhere  wanted  admirers  in,  Oermuy-i 
Palitnt  HtUna,  the  Fair  ifigdtw,  OUJl 
Forlimalui^  these,  and  afterwards  tk(  i 
H'iK  flfui'mr,  with  other  more  directly  Mt 
ware,  lo  whicb  the  intnidiicCion  of  the  oil 
dian  Slock,  or  Paak  of  Ifurfnm.  Irajislltril 
John  of  Capua's  Latin,*  one  d»j  for* 
rich  accession,  were  in  all  meolnrin,  tal' 
all  loDgues. 

Beautiful  traits  of  Imagination  aitdiH 
genuine  tteling,  though  uadertherudcstr'^ 
shine  forth  in  some  of  these  old  Tali 
stance,  in  Magilo.ii  and  Far.'unatiu.  whidi 
indeed,  with  others  of  a  different  siamp.' 
wig  Tieck  has,  with 
not  unsuECPSs fully,  to  reprodoce  iaotf 
time  and  dialect.     A  second  class  diii~~ 
themselves  by  a  homely,  hoi 
dom.  full  of  character  and  quaint  dertMst 
which  class  ihe  Snem  W^it  Ha 
chiefly  from  thai  Guta  Samaxonim  tbon 
tioned.  and  containing  "] 
anecdoie.*.  fables,  and  jests.  Ihe  seeds  of  < 
on  the  fertile  German  soil,  spread  ' 
ihrousrh  several  generations,"  is  | 
best  example.     Lastly,  in  a  third  class,  ill 
in  full  play  that  spirit  of  broad  droll 
rough,  saturnine  Humour,  which  the  Get 
claim  as  a  special  characteristic :  ani<»jH 

lorrespandent  to  our 
still  le.-w.  the  far-famed  7\ll  EtJr--ptpi.n 
Owlglass.)   whose   rogtieries    and  ••Hgr 
belong,  in  the  fullest  sense,  to  this  en. 
'lis  lasi  is  a  true  German  work; 
nan   Tyll  Eolenspiegei,  and   ' 
which   is  his  hiMory.  were   prwioci 
eriheless,  Tyll's   fame   has  gnnc  >l 
all  lands:   ihis,  the  nam  '       "" 
ploils,   has    been    published   i 
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^a,  as  in  his  own,  an  EidtnMpitgtltrtij  an 
i^/mc,  or  dog's  trick,  so  named  af\er  him, 
,  by  consent  of  lexicographers,  keeps  his 
nory  alive.    We  may  say,  that  to  few  mor- 

has  it  been  granted  to  earn  such  a  place 
Iniversal  History  as  Tyll :  for  now  after 

centuries,  when  Wallace's  birth-place  is 
nown  even  to  the  Scots ;  and  the  admirable 
:hion  still  more  rapidly  is  grown  a  shadow; 

Edward  I«ongshanks  sleeps  unregarded. 
»  by  a  few  Antiquarian  English. — TylTs 
ve  village  is  pointed  out  with  pride  to  the 
eller,  and  his  tombstone,  with  a  sculptured 
on  his  name,  an  Owl,  namely,  and  a  Glass, 

stands,  or  pretends  to  stand,  *<  at  Mullen, 
r  Lubeck,"  where,  since  1350,  his  once 
ble  bones  have  been  at  rest  Tyll,  in  the 
tog  he  had  chosen,  naturally  led  a  wan- 
Qg  life,  as  place  after  place  t)ecame  too 
for  him;  by  which  means  he  saw  into 
7  things  with  his  own  eyes :  having  been 
9Dly  over  all  Westphalia  and  Saxony,  but 
I  ID  Poland,  and  as  far  as  Rome.  That  in 
>ld  days,  like  other  great  men,  he  became 
Autobiographer,  and  in  trustful  winter 
ling,  not  on  paper,  but  on  air,  and  to  the 
hter-Iovers  of  Mollen,  composed  this  work 
teif,  is  purely  an  hypothesis ;  certain  only 

it  came  forth  originally  in  the  dialect  of 
region,  namely,  the  PlatuDnUteh ;  and  was 
^from  translated,  probably  about  a  century 
wards,  into  its  present  High  German,  as 
ing  conjectures,  by  one  Thomas  Murner, 
on  other  grounds  is  not  unknown  to  ami- 
ians.  For  the  rest,  write  it  who  might. 
Book  is  here,  "abounding,"  as  a  wise 
c  remarks,  "  in  inventive  humour,  in 
h  merriment  and  broad  drollery,  not  with- 
a  keen  mgged  shrewdness  of  insight; 
h  properties  must  have  made  it  irresistibly 
vating  to  the  popular  sense;  and,  with 
ts  fantastic  extravagancies  and  roguish 
hets,  in  many  points  insfructive." 
om  Tyll*s  so  captivating  achievements, 
nail  here  select  one  to  insert  some  account 
he  rather  as  the  tale  is  soon  told,  and  by 
IS  of  it,  we  catch  a  little  trait  of  manners, 
through  TylPs  spectacles,  may  peep  into 
ntcrior  of  a  Household,  even  of  a  Parson- 
in  those  old  days. 

t  chanced  after  so  many  adventures,  that 
nspiegel  came  to  a  Parson,  who  promoted 
to  be  his  Sacristan,  or  as  we  now  say, 
on.     Of  this  Parson  it  is  recorded  that  he 

a  Concubine,  who  had  but  one  eye ;  she 
had  a  spite  at  Tyll,  and  was  wont  to  speak 

of  him  to  his  master,  and  report  his 
cries.  Now  while  Eulenspiegel  held  this 
oncy,  the  Easter-season  came,  and  there 

to  be  a  play  set  forth  of  the  Resurrection 
)iir  Lord.  And  as  the  people  were  not 
led,  and  could  not  read,  the  Parson  took 
Jnncabine  and  stationed  her  in  the  holy 
ilchre  by  way  of  Angel.  Which  thing 
•nspiegel  seeing,  he  took  to  him  three  of 
•imple.st  persons  that  could  be  found  there, 
nact  the  Three  Marys;  and  the  Parson 
self,  with  a  flag  in  his  hand,  represented 
St.  Thereupon  spake  Eulenspiegel  to  the 
>le  pt-rsons:  'When  the  An^el  asks  you, 
m  ye  seek,  ye  must  answer,  The  Parson's 
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one-eyed  Concubine.*  Now  it  came  to  paas 
that  the  time  arrived  when  they  were  to  act, 
and  the  Angel  asked  them  :  *  Whom  seek  ye 
hereV  and  they  an!<wered,  as  Eulenspiegel 
had  taught  and  bidden  them,  and  said :  *  We 
seek  the  Parson's  one-eyed  Concubine.' 
Whereby  did  the  Parson  observe  that  he  was 
made  a  mock  of.  And  when  the  Parson's 
Concubine  heard  the  same,  she  started  out  of 
the  Grave,  and  aimed  a  box  at  Eulenspiegel's 
face,  but  missed  him,  and  hit  one  of  the  simple 
persons,  who  were  representing  the  Three 
Marys.  This  latter  then  returned  her  a  slap 
on  the  mouth,  whereupon  she  caught  him  by 
the  hair.  But  his  wife  seeing  this,  came  run- 
ning (hither,  and  fell  upon  the  Parson's  Harlot 
Which  thing  the  Parson  discerning,  he  threw 
down  his  flag,  and  sprang  forward  lo  his  Har- 
lot's assistance.  Thus  gave  they  one  another 
hearty  thwacking  and  basting,  and  there  was 
great  uproar  in  the  Church.  But  when  Eulen- 
spiegel perceived  that  they  all  had  ohe  another 
by  the  ears  in  the  Church,  he  went  his  ways, 
and  came  no  more  back."* 

These  and  the  like  pleasant  narratives  were 
the  People's  Comedy  in  those  days.  Neither 
was  their  Tragedy  wanting;  as  indeed  both 
spring  up  spontaneously  in  all  regions  of  ba- 
man  Life ;  however,  their  chief  work  of  ibis 
latter  class,  the  wild,  deep,  and  now  world-re- 
nowned. Legend  of  Faust,  belongs  to  a  somewhat 
later  date.f 

Thus,  though  the  Poetry  which  spoke  in 
rhyme  was  feeble  enough,  the  spirit  of  Poetry 
could  nowise  be  rega'rded  as  extinct;  while 
Fancy,  Imagination,  and  aU  the  intellectaal 
faculties  necessary  for  that  art,  were  in  active 
exercise.     Neither  had  the  Enthusiasm  of 


*  FlSirel,  iv.  890.     For   more  of  Eulentplnfel, 
GOrren'ii  Uther  die  VollubCektr. 

f  To  the  flftf nnth  century,  i^y  imme  who  fix  it  on 
Joliann  Fmiiki,  the  Qoldrnnifh  and  ponlHl  Invntitor  of 
Printlnr:tniliefffxie<>nthcentHry,iiaynthprii,rflf<>rrinKhto 
Jnhann  FAiiHt,  DiHTior  in  Phil  sophy;  wtikli  individiial 
did  actiiully,  as  tlie  Tradition  aliin  liearfl.  •iiidy  firnt  at 
Wittanberv  (wtierc  he  niiirlit  tie  nn«^  of  l.iither*<t  pupUa,) 
tlien  at  InffnlHtadt  wh^re  alio  he  tniiirlit,  and  liad  a  Fmrnw- 
Ins  named  Wagner,  von  of  a  cler.'ynian  at  Wfliiiiert)erg. 
Melancilion.  Tritlieiro.  and  «>tli«r  credibte  witnewea, 
•OHM  nf  whom  hnd  seen  the  man.  vonch  nnflllrienily  for 
these  f.icta.  The  real  of  the  Doctor*K  history  ia  much  mors 
ohacure.  He  iieemsfo  have  heen  of  a  VRhem«*nr,  nnqu>et 
temper ;  skilled  in  Niitural  Philojiophy,  and  perhaps  in 
thtt  occult  science  of  Conjurlne.  by  aid  nf  whirh  two 
irlAa,  a  much  shallower  man,  wanderinc  in  Need  and 
Pride  over  the  world  in  those  diiy*,  mivhi.  without  any 
Mephlstopbeti-8,  h^ive  worked  wonder*  enough.  Never- 
Iheleiis,  rhtit  he  rode  off  through  the  air  on  a  wine-cask, 
from  Auerbi(ch*s  Keller  at  Leipzig,  in  133.1,  seenin  ques- 
tionable ;  thou-.h  an  old  rarving.  in  that  venerable  Ta- 
vern, still  mutely  asserts  it  tu  the  toper  of  thin  day. 
Almut  1560,  his  term  of  Thaumitiiriry  iieingover,  he 
disappeared  :  whetlier,  under  feigned  nnine,  by  the  rope 
of  S4inie  hangman  ;  or  "(\ri'.  hifnily  torn  in  pieces  by  tlie 
Devil,  near  the  village  of  Rinilirh,  between  Twelve 
and  One  in  the  morning,"  let  each  re:id«r  Judge  for 
himiielf.  The  latter  was  rienrly  Genrre  Kudolf 
Weidninn*s  opinion,  whose  Veritabh  Uwiory  of  tlU 
ahowinable  Sinn  of  Dr.  Jokann  Fauft  cam*-  out  at  Ham- 
burg in  IMl-V;  and  is  nolt^sH  cirrumvtantially  announced 
in  the  old  '*People*«-K<Mik,  That  evtn  rkere-tnfowout 
Jl rck- Block- Jlr; tut  and  t'onjhrer.  Dr.  FavnCs  Compmet 
.  with  the  Devil.,  iVomderfml' *y»lk  a^d  Conrerealiom,  and 
terrible  Kndt  print*'d,  seemingly  without  date,  at  KCin 
(CdloLnie)  and  Nurnbt-rsr ;  read  by  eviiry  onf  ;  written 
liy  we  know  not  whom.*'  Bee  again,  fur  farther  inni  IK, 
Ourre8*8  Ueber  die  deutM.ktn  Vulkttb  cher.  Another 
Work,  (l.iepxiff,  InSI.)  expresfily  '*0n  (nunt  and  the 
Wandering  Jew,*'  whiqh  l.itter,  in  those  limes,  wander- 
ed much  in  -Germany,  ia  also  referred  to.— Ceiiv.  Ltxi 
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kean,  oa  whick  it  mil  meire  wuhmuJ 
•ea^dirdoM-,  bal  e*)/  uha>  umIwt 
nlnvn-drgnnilrtprntH  i»rtf  as  anknlcBl 
■eri  fur  Koo«lnl;r,«»d  ImproTrmPDii  f 
tall  rirrtlcacc  (ocb  u  ihr  time  b^lil 
pmcribciL  lliii  wu  rrn  luignid.  lov-mindrd 
»ge,  bnl  or  tMmrtt  bii>)>  e&rl;  in  all  pnv 
riikcra  of  colinrr,  ri!«>lui«[y  viruftgling  li>r- 
ward.  ClastiCkl  I^li^rvlare,  atlrr  Iobk  hiit- 
rirancpK.  had  do*  fiiund  it»  wa?  inV'  Gvnganf 
al«u:  old  Rume  wai  op«a,  wiih  all  ir«  vcilih. 
to  Ike  inlrlh^eDt  *yr ;  ncllolan  of  Cliryiiiliim 
wrre  I'm!  unfold'nit  ihr  ir^^arn  of  GrcNt 
School  Pbilo*i>phjr.  which  bad  never  nbuinc 
Ana  tbolinp  amanf!  ilie  Germans,  vaa  in  ■! 
eonmriff  dnwini:  tu  a  doie;  bai  ihe  mbiil' . 
piercing  Ti>iou,  which  it  hud  rmrrrnl  and 
calird  inloaciivfif.  vas  hrnv«ri>nb  lu  rmploy 
lurlf  wiih  new  pmKf  en  inor«  subsiamial  io 
ler«KU>  In  tuch  maoiAild  pniarvorthy  eii' 
deavonn  the   mosi   ardrnt   mind  bad  ampl* 

A  higher,  fartr  enihmiasm,  aeain.  which  nc 
longer  found  iis  placp  in  chivalrvus  Minsirel- 
■y,  miBhl  »iill  reiire  lo  meditate  and  worshir 
If  retiKioas  ClniiitFrs,  where,  amtd  aF!  the  cur 
nptlotl  of  monkish  manticrx,  there  were  not 

ed,  the  hieheal  prohlero  of  rnarhiHxi,  a  life  of 
■piiilual  Truth.  Among  Ihe  Germans,  es 
eially,  that  deep-feel  in?,  deep-lhinking,  dev 
lemper,  now  drEeneraling  into abilruxe  theoso- 
phy,  BOW  purifying  itself  iniu  holy  eloqui 
and  clear  apostolic  lifhl.  was  awake  in 
era  ;  a  lemper  which  had  long  dwelt,  and  still 
dwells  there;  which  ere  loDg  was  Io  render 
thai  people  worthy  the  honour  of  Riving  En- 
rope  a  new  Reformation,  a  new  Heligion.  As 
an  example  of  monkish  diligence  nnd  zeal,  if 
of  nothing  more,  we  here  mention  the  GermBn 
Bible  of  Malhias  von  Behaim,  which,  in  his 
IIormiiaKe  at  Halle,  he  rendered  from  the  Vul- 
gate, in  1343;  Ihe  Manuscript  of  which  ia  siill 
tobeaeen  in  Leipxlg.  Much  more  conspicu- 
OUH  Stand  two  other  German  Priests  of  thi> 
Period  i  in  whom,  na  connected  with  Literature 
itso,  a  few  words  most  now  be  devoted. 

Juhinn  Tauler  is  a  name  whioh  fails  in  no 
J-liernry  History  of  Germany:  he  was  a  man 
famou(  in  liis  own  day  as  the  moNt  eloquent  of 
I>r«achers:  is  siill  noted  by  critics  for  his  in- 
Wllpciual  deserts:  by  pi'ius  penons,  especially 
(if  the  class  called  Mystics,  i^  still  i.[udiedasa 
praolical  instructor ;  end  by  all  true  inquirers 
priced  as  a  person  of  high  tolent  and  moral 
\n)nh.  Tauler  was  a  Dominican  Monk; 
aecms  10  have  lived  and  preached  al  Slras- 
liarpri  *  he  re,  as  his  grave-stone  still  lefiifies, 
lie  died  in  136).  His  devuiioaal  worlts  have 
lieen  often  edited  :  one  of  his  modern  admirers 
has  wriilen  his  biography ;  wherein  perhaps 
this  is  the  itraaprest  facu  if  it  be  one.  that  once 
In  the  pulpit  ~  he  grew  suddenly  dumb,  and 


howerrr,  he  again  lifrd  up  bis  voice,  with 
new  energy  and  new  potency.  We  le.im  far- 
Iher,  (hat  he  "rrnouDcrd  ihe  dialect  of  Pbilo- 
■(iphy,  and  ^p-'ke  direct  toihr  heart  in  Uu: usee 
of  lb*  heart."  His  SennoDs.  eomnosed  in 
1-aiia  uti  delivered  in  Genaaa,  in  waicb  laa- 


I  gaagc,  ttCu  tepiaKd.iutovaUatkn^  . 

I  (if  dolret.  they  ate  iiill  read.  )i.. . 
hii  atlKT  wnticgs.  been  cfaar»r<r' 
a  native  criiic  worthy  of  eonfidcnr.^, 

'They  coatain  a   treasure  of  m" 
btni>.  indicaliuns  full  of  branfelt  pi*-! 
tiill  speak  lu  the  iDmuit  tungings  um 
want.1  of  man's  Mind.     Hn  style  i' 
compressed,  significant  in  its  foncuei 
namele.u  depth  of  leeltngs  slroggles 
phra«eologj'.    He  was  Ihe   lirs.i  ihal  Btslri 
ttom  oar  G,.-nnBn  speech  the  Aveipreuii«&c| 
idca>  of  mural  Reason  and  Ein'il4<  n,  Uii  If^ 
lefi  ua  riches  in  that  hind,  sucJi  as  tl 
purity  and  fulnes.>  of  language  in  «crdL 
day*  cannot  leave  unheeded." — Taalttiltl 
added, "was  a  mao  who,  imbim)   wnh  f 
<ne  Uevoiediiess,  as  it  spring>  from  il 
of  a  soul  slrenglbened  in  ^elf-couiii 
and.  free  and  ali-powerful,  rules  ovet 
Effort.— ati em ptrd  lo  train   and  win  U 
fur  a  duly  which  itad  hitherto  been  count 
as  thatuf  the  learned  class  a 
Lay-irorld  inlu  moral  study   of  Relipoa  li 
themselves,  that    fo,   enfranchised  fntt  t 
bonds  of  unreflecting  cnslom. they  mightl^ 
laie  Creed  and  Conduct  by  strength  a " 
quired.    He  langbt  men   lo   k-olc  wii'~ 
spiritual  contemplation  to  feeJ    the  • 
tbeir  higher  Uestiny;   lo  seek    ia   ititV  m 
souls  what  from  without  is  never, 
lily  afforded  I  self-believing,  tu  ere 
Ihe  dead  letter  of  foreign  Traditio 
be  brought  forth,"' 
KnowD  to  all  Europe,  as  Tauler  in 


ndof  a 
Cbri; 


bi'itbh 


walk,  of  warm.de  vouUy-ferling.pa 
id  insight  and  experience  in  the  deffctf: 
ins  of  man's  bean  and  life,  followi,  it  *i' 
generation,  Thomas  Hamerketi.  or  H 
merlein,  (Muffiv^iu  )  usually  naiDed  Tfaa 
htmpir,  that  is,  TkoHiii  of  Ktmvta,  a  tibg 
near  Cologne,  where  he  was  born  ia  (Mb 
Others  contend ihal  Kampeu  in  OveryudW: 
lis  birthplace;  however, in  either  case, at •* 
ra,  more  especially,  coDsidcnng  *ha<  faefifc 
re  cat)  here  regard  him  as  a  i^nvwtn.aCtir 
nan.  Fur  his  spiritual  and  intellrrtnal  et 
acier  we  may  refer  to  his  works,  wiinea  ^ 
the  Latin  tongue, aiid  slill  known;  aba*i  A 
lo  his  fxr-famed  work  De  hniuitatu  C^ri^ 
which  has  been  praised  by  such  mea 
Luther.  Leibnitz,  Haller;  and.  what  ta  AM 
has  been  read,  and  continues  to  be  read,  w. 
profit,  in  all  Christian  lanRuagea  at 
iniuns,  having  passed  through  upvH* 
ihouaaod  editions,  which  Dumber  H  JM 
daily  increasing.  A  new  Eoslisb  Tlumatt 
AVinpii  was  pubdsbed  only  the  other  fflpi 
But  the  venervble  man  deserves  a  word  Iw 
UB,  not  only  as  a  high,  spotless  Priest,  «•< 
biher  of  the  Church,  at  a  lime  K^ea 
were  rare,  but  as  a  xealuus  promuUir  uf  li 
iug,  whicb.in  hit  owncountry,  he  accompli 
much  lu  T'rward.  Ha  id  merle  a,  the  «oa  if 
poor  parents,  had  been  rducaled  at  I 
■     if   Devenier;  lie    himsrlf  i 


n>Ulairl  a 


a  Kaiif-**l  iatcrWk/Kj  b. 
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lilir  oDe  at  ZwoU,  which  long  continned  the 
LBd  classical  seminarj  of  the  North.   Among 

own  pupils  we  find  enumerated  Moritz  von 
Legelberg,  Rudolf  von  Lange,  Rudolf  Agri- 
a,  Antonius  Liber,  Ludwig  Dringenberg, 
•xander  Hegius;  of  whom  Agricola,  with 
cr  two,  by  advice  of  their  teacher,  visited 
I J  U)  study  Greek;  the  whole  six,  united 
ough  manhood  and  life,  as  they  had  been  in 
a  th  and  at  school,  are  regarded  as  the  found- 
of  true  classical  literature  among  the 
rmans.  Their  scholastico-monasiic  estab- 
iments  at  Dervemer,  with  ZwoU  and  its 
er  numerous  oflspring.  which  rapidly  exr 
ded  themselves  over  the  Northwest  of 
rope  from  Artois  to  Silesia,  end  operated 
verfuily  both  in  a  moral  and  intellectual 
"w,  are  among  the  characteristic  redeeming 
Eures  of  that  time;  but  the  details  of  them 

not  within  our  present  limits.* 
r  now,  quitting  the  Cloister  and  Library,  wc 
Ic  abroad  over  active  Life,  and  the  general 
Le  of  culture  and  spiritual  endeavour  as 
nifested  there,  we  have  on  all  hands  the 
^«nng  prospect  of  a  society  in  full  progress, 
i^  Practical  Spirit,  which  had  pressed  for- 
rd  into  Poetry  itself,  could  not  but  be  busy 
I  -successful  in  those  prov ;!!.'•''«'  where  its 
tie  specially  lies.  Among  tie  *  .:ns,  it 
rue,  so  far  as  political  condition  was  con- 
vied,  the  aspect  of  affairs  had  not  changed 
the  better.  The  Imperial  Constitution  was 
ikened  and  loosened  into  the  mere  sem- 
nce  of  a  Government ;  the  head  of  w'.itoIi 
1  still  the  title,  but  no  longer  the  reriity  of 
«reign  power ;  so  that  Germany,  ever  since 

times  of  Rudolf,  had,  as  it  were,  ceased  to 
one  great  nation,  and  become  a  disunited, 
Ml  conflicting  aggregate  of  small  nations. 
y,  we  may  almost  say,  of  petty  districts,  or 
n  of  households :  fur  now,  when  evcr>' 
fut  Baron  claimed  to  be  an  independent  po- 
t  ate,  and  exe^ci^ed  his  divine  right  of  peace 
I  war,  too  often  in  plundering  the  industrious 
rjcher.  public  Law  could  no  longer  vindicate 

weak  against  the  strong:  except  the  vene- 
leunwrilten  rode  oi  Fuusirich!,  (Club-Law,) 
re  was  no  other  valid.  On  every  steep  rock, 
difficult  fastness,  these  dread  sovereigns 
ched  themselves ;  studding  the  country  with 
timerabie  Havbsrhidtfcrf  (Robber-Towers,) 
tcb  now  in  the  «ye  of  the  picturesque 
rist  look  interesting  enough,  but  in  those 
's  were  interesting  on  far  other  grounds, 
rein  dwelt  a  race  of  persons,  proud,  i^no- 
it,  hungry;  who,  boasting  of  an  endless 
tigree,  talked  familiarly  of  living  on  the 
kIucc  of  their  "Saddles,"  (van  Sutfrl  zu 
*»,)  that  is  to  say,  by  the  profession  of  high- 
ymen,  for  which,  unluckily,  as  mentioned, 
re  was  then  no  effectual  gallows.  Some, 
eed.  might  plunder  as  the  eagle,  others  as 

vulture  and  crow ;  but,  in  general,  from 
n  cultivating  that  walk  of  life,  no  profit  in 
f  other  was  to  be  looked  for.  Vain  was  it, 
Brever,  for  the  Kaiser  to  publish  edict  on 
ct  againit  them;  nay,  if  he  destroyed  their 
tb^r-Tovierx,  new  ones  were  built;  was  the 

wiilf  hunted  down,  the  cub  had  escaped. 


flee  EkUliorii*!  <7«cAkAM  4tr  LUtfmtur,  b.  U.  1. 134. , 


who  re-appeared  when  his  teeth  were  growA 
Not  till  industry  and  social  cultivation  had 
everywhere  spread,  and  risen  supreme,  could 
that  brood,  in  detail,  be  extirpated  or  tamed.  ^ 

Neither  was  this  miserable  defect  of  police 
the  only  misery  ia  such  a  state  of  things.  For 
the  Saddlc-caling  Baron,  even  in  pacific  cir- 
cumstances, naturally  looked  down  on  the 
fni it-producing  Burgher;  who,  again,  feeling 
himself  a  wiser,  wealihier,  better,  and,  in  time^ 
a  stronger  man, ill  brooked  this  procedure,  and 
retaliated,  or,  by  quite  declining  such  commu- 
nications, avoided  it.  Thus,  throughout  long 
centuries,  and  after  that  old  code  of  Club-Law 
had  been  well-nigh  abolished,  the  eff()rt  of  the 
nation  was  still  divided  into  two  courses;  the 
Noble  and  the  Citizen  would  not  work  together, 
freely  imparting  and  receiving  their  several 
gifts ;  but  the  culture  of  the  polite  arts,  and 
that  of  the  useful  arts,  had  to  proceed  with 
mutual  disadvantage,  each  on  its  separate 
footing.  Indeed  that  supercilious  and  too 
marked  distinction  of  ranks,  which  so  ridicu- 
lously characterized  the  Germans,  has  only  in 
very  recent  times  disappeared. 

Nevertheless  here,  as  it  ever  does,  the 
strength  of  the  country  lay  in  the  middle 
classes;  which  were  sound  and  active,  and,  in', 
spite  of  all  these  hindrances,  dally  advancing.- 
The  Free  towns,  which,  in  Germany  as  else-^ 
where,  the  sovereign  favoured,  held  within  their 
walls  a  race  of  men  as  brave  as  they  of  the 
Robber-Tower,  but  exercising  their  bravery  on 
fitter  objects ;  who,  by  degrees,  too,  ventured 
into  the  field  against  even  the  greatest  of  these 
kinglets,  and  in  many  a  stout  fight  taught  them 
a  juristic  doctrine,  which  no  head,  with  all  its 
helmets,  was  loo  thick  for  taking  in.  The  Four 
Forest  Cantons  had  already  testified  in  this 
way  ;  their  Tells  and  Stauffachcrs  preaching, 
with  apostolic  blows  and  knocks,  like  so  many 
Lulhers ;  whereby,  from  their  remote  Alpine 
glens,  all  lands  and  all  times  have  heaid  them, 
and  believed  them.  By  dint  of  such  logic  it 
began  to  be  understood  everywhere,  that  a 
Man,  whether  clothed  in  purple  cloaus  or  in 
tanned  sheep-skins,  wielding  the  sceptre  or  the 
ox-goad,  is  neither  Deity  nor  Beast,  but  simply 
a  Man,  and  must  comport  himself  accordingly. 

But  commerce  of  itself  was  pouring  new 
strength  into  every  peaceable  community;  the 
Ilanse  League,  now  in  Aill  vigour,  secured  the 
fruits  of  industry  over  all  the  North.  The 
havens  of  the  Netherlands,  thronged  with' 
ships  from  every  sea,  transmitted  or  collected 
their  wide-borne  freight  over  Germany;  where, 
far  inland,  flourished  market-cities,  with  their 
cunning  workmen,  their  spacious  warehouses, 
and  merchants  who  in  opulence  vied  with  the 
richest.  Except  perhaps  in  the  close  vicinity 
of  Robber-Towers,  and  even  there  not  always 
nor  alU)gether,  Diligence,  good  Order,  peaceful 
abundance  were  everywhere  conspicuous  in 
Germany.  Petrarch  has  celebrated,  in  warm 
terms,  the  beauties  of  the  Rhine,  as  he  wit- 
nessed them;  the  rich, embellished, cultivated 
aspect  of  land  and  people:  iEneas  Sylvius, 
afterwards  Pope  Pius  the  Second,  exproscs 
himself,  in  the  next  centnr}',  with  still  greater 
emphasis;  he  says, and  he  could  judge,  having 
seen  both,  **  that  the  King  of  Scotland  did  not 


OABLTUH  MIBOBIiIiAllBOIIB  WJITflMUflL 


Jhrt  ao  bftBdaovrly  at  a  moderate  Oitixeii  of   Germana,  that  theae  Frae  TDi«M»aii#fl| 
Naniberg:"  iodeed   Conrad  Celiea,  another  nomerons  petty  Cooru  of  Prmeaa,  amii|{ 


eoatemporarjr  witaeaa,  informs  as,  touching  a  soTereign  power,  required 

these  same  citizens,  that  their  wiTes  went  some  culture  to  condact  their  DipksMcytii  I 

«hroad  loaded  with  the  richest  jewels,  that  man  able  at  least  to  write  a  haodssae  lib 

^most  of  their  household  nteosils  were  of  style  was  an  indispensable  rrqaisit&  Ari 

silver  and  gold."    For,  as  ^neas  Sylvius  adds,  long  while  even  this  small  aeeompHdMMj 

''their  mercantile  Activity  is. astonishing;  the  was  not  to  be  acquired  in  Qennaif; 

greater  part  of  the  German  nation  consists  of  such  had  been  the  troublous, 

merehanrs."    Thus,  too,  in  Aog&burg,  the  Fug-  Governments,  there  were  yet,  in  the 

ST  family,  which  sprang,  like  that  of  the  of  the  fourteenth  century,  no  Usii 

edici,  from  smallest  beginnings,  were  fast  however,  a  better  temper  and  better 

rising  into  that  height  of  commercial  great-  began  at  length  to  prevail  among  tlie<^ 

Bess,  such  that  Charles  Y^  in  viewing  the  Sovereigns;  the  demands  of  thetiaei 

Boyal  Treasury  at  Paris,  could  say,  *^I  have  a  on  fulfilment.    The  University  of] 

weaver  is  Augsburg  able  to  buy  it  all  with  his  founded  in  1348,  that  of  Vienna  in  IMfi 

•wn  mm."*     With  leas  satisfaction,  the  same  now,  as  if  to  make  up  for  the  deliy,]  ' 

haughty  Monarch  had  to  see  his  own  Nephew  and  communities  on  all  hands  ma^l 

wedded  tdthe  fair  Philippine  Welser, daughter  establisl^  similar  Institutions;  ao  All 

of  another  merchant  in  that  city,  and  for  the  end  of  the  century  we  find  ttm 

wisdom  and  beauty  the  paragon  of  her  time.f  Heidelberg,  Cologne,  Erftirf)  in  the  i 

In  this  stale  of  economical  prosperity.  Liters-  the  next  no  fewer  than  eight  man,d 

tare  and  Art,  such  kinds  of  them  at  least  as  Leipzig  (in'  1404)  is  the  most 

had  a  practical  application,  could  not  want  Neither  did  this  honouraMenal  grsti 

encouragement    It  is  mentioned  as  one  of  the  the  sixteenth  centiiry,  or  even  dsviftj 

fintherances  to  Classical  Learning  among  the  own,  when  (Germany,  boasting  of  s 

■         great  Schools  and   twenty4wo  Ui 

-!£!"^^^?i  ^T^J^  i^K^JSn^  %  fo"  of  ^i«l»  ^«  ''i^Wn  the  last  tfaiilf] 

SXJiSny^'S'^^r.^:^^^  n,ay  fainy  m^kon  itself  the  best^ 

Mwn  ftiierwitj  worthy  of  the  proaign  prtocM.   Dv-  vided.  country  in  Europe;  as,  indetl 

Kloo  ww»  nwB  10  warm  tito  Emperor  -»t  s  flro  of  eta-  ^  ^^*0  indisputably  the  best  edncaicd. 

'>»*'Ni  woo4,''  tad  10  bam  therein  "the  bonds  for  larfe        Still  ukore  decisive  are  the  proofil oT' 

owlof  him  hy  bis  Bnjeety."    Fbr  ell  which,  Anton  aetivirv    nf  nm^mMSvA   ^^nUntw  mm 

Mi  kindred   hed  Muntihlpe  and   princeehipe  In  ?f "^V.   Ol    progressive    culture  Sfl 


ler  and  old  Teutonic  sense;  whereby,  «• 
and  anon,  from  under  the  bonnet  of  mM 
rueged  German  artisan  or  staid  BurrbeTiM 
and   the  either  World's  Invention  has  M 


«Bd  hii  kindred  had  eountihipfl  and  princeehipe  ■•!  ^                 -^  -      -  .                                   _^ 

ahandMKei  nleo  the  risht  tb  enhi  noaey.  but  noeolld  Germans,  if  we  glance  at  what  coooerM 

-hullkm  to  emrciee  eech  rif ht  on ;  whkh,  hAwcTcr.  they  practical  Arts.     Apart  from  Universitiet 

^peatedlf  did  on  bullion  of  their  owe.    This  Auton  left  ipornpH  sKnor   tti»r«  ha*  ^wit  in  tk.ivi 

ell  million*  or  fold-crownii  In  ca.h :  -besldcn  precioui  l^?'^"^             '  !     *      ""    dwelt,  in  »««« 

tftielea,  jevrelf,  properties  in  all  rountries  of  Europe,  IVurubergS    and    Augsburj^S.  a   solid,  qsM^ 

and  both  the  indies.*'    The  l-iiwers  had  ships  on  every  persevcrant  spirit,  full  of  old  TeuloDic chil» 

aea,  wef cms  on  every  hisliwny ;  they  worked  the  l^i-  '^                          «- 
«inthian  Mines ;  even  Albreclit  DQrer's  Pirtures  must 
-[Mee  thrnuirh  their  warebouves  to  the  Italian  market. 
However,  this  family  had  other  merits  than  their  moun- 
tains of  metal,  their  kindness  to  needy  sovereiiins,  and 

even  their  alUemhracinff  spirit  of  cnmmercial  enter-  —    — -  ■ 

INTise.    They  were  famed  for  acts  of  reneralbeneflcencc,  starting  forth,  where    such    was    least  Of  ■ 

K1^'?^T^?*'W^'*'Jf^7'"^l7'^"^'J^""^''*'*"K*'  'ooked  for.    Indeed  with  regard  to  pneriii 

De  looked  rnr.    To  found  ilosfiitals  and  Schools,  on  the  v         i   j       •     r^            •    -^                 -j     .i^.^ 

Biost  liberal  scale,  was  a  common  thing  wlih  them.    In  t^nowledge  m  General,  if  WC  consider  W  f» 

.^  sixt-enth  century,  three  benevolent  brothers  of  the  sent  history  and  daily  life  of  mankind,  it 

House  purchased  a  suburb  of  Auitsburs ;  rebuilt  it  with  be  owned   that  u-hilp  Mrii  nation  has  C 

rsmuU  commodious  houses,  to  be  let  to  indigent  hidus-  ?   .  T         J         *»"««««"  nai»«'n        ,I-rf 

^triooe  burthers  for  a  trifling  rent:  this  is  the  well-  buted  a  share, — the  largest  share, at  lesjw 

iknnwn  Fk^^srst,  which,  still  existing,  with  its  own  walls  soch  shares  as  can  be  appropriated  asi  "• 

And  gate,  roitintains  their  name  in  daily  currency  there,  ^n    nnw   snA/tial  ^rkntnk.VtV...    kAiMt>«<  m  Cl# 

-The  founder  of  this  remarkable  family  did  actually  ^^    any   special  contnbillor.   hcIong<  to  WW 

drive  the  shuttle  in  the  village  of  GOvfrincen,  near  Aogs-  many.  Copcroic,  Hevel,  Kepler,  OttouoencM 

J^^i'.^^*" '***"'**'**'***''**>« '''>"rt**"'**""*"»^yi  "•*"'  are  of  other  limes;  but  in  this  era  aboil 

in  lOlO,"  says  the  Spitff$l  dfr  Ekren,  (Mirror  of  Honour,)  -nJrii  ^f  rnn»ir»   ^P  1^^^^*i^^   ..^  MwdA 

"the  noble  stem  haTio  branched  out  that  there  were  fP'"'  of  Inquiry,  of  Invention,  was  espeow 

Ibrty-seven  Counts  and  Countesses  bulong inv  to  It,  and  busy.     Gunpowder,  (of  the  thirteenth  CfOWH 

of  young  deecendants  as  many  as  there  are  days  in  the  though  Milton   ffives  the  credit  of  it  t«  SltH 

yesr.*»    Four  stout  boughs  of  the  same  noble  stem,  in  Ua.  h^\„^A   «»;Jk»:i„  .«  1-1™.^  kArmntf 

the  rank  of  Princes, still  subsist  and  flourish.    "Thuiin  "*"  helped  mightily  to  lessen  the  horron* 

war:  thus  ranch  at  least  must  be  adonnn  ■■ 
its   favour,  that  it  secures  the  domiDi<«" 


the  generous  Fugrers.**  says  that  above-named  Mirror, 
**waa  (hlfllled  our  8aviour*s  promise:  *Give,  and  it 
•ball  be  rlv«n  you.*  ••—Cano.  Lexicon,  ^  Fturrtr-Ot- 

♦The  Welsers  were  of  patrician  descent,  and  had  for 
many  centuries  followed  commerce  at  Augsburg,  where, 
next  only  to  the  Fuggers,  they  ployed  a  high  part,     it 


•There  seems  to  be  some  controversy  abnei  '^2 

cedence  here  :  Bouterwek  givee  Vienna,  wiih  •  •■ 

—  -  .w^     *.  i    .w  .      .    ..  •  L    ■  1333.  as  the  earliest;  Koch  avain  p^ls  lleidcikm  ji* 

WHS  they,  tor  example  that,  at  their  own  charges,  first    in  front ;  the  dnt*^  in  the  Text  profess  |..  beisk^** 


colonised  Veneauela  i  that  equipped  the  first  German 
ahipto  India,  "the  Journal  ofwhiih  siill  exists  ;*'  they 
unltfd  Vhh  the  Fugvers  to  lend  Charles  V.  twelve 
TVaasm  OvU,  1.100,000 Florins.  The  fair  Thilippine.by 
h**r  pnre  charms  and  honest  wiles,  worked  out  a  recon- 
ciliation with  K:iiser  Ferdinand  the  First,  her  Fuiber-m 
law ;  lived  thirty  happy  years  with  her  hnnhand ;  and 
had  medals  struck  by  him,  /Wi>«  PkiUpptM,  in  honour  of 
her,  when  (at  Innsprnck  in  1560)  he  became  a  widower. 
->Cen«.  Luitvn,  ^  WtUtr. 


Meiner's    €hfchirku  iar  KwfUkmmti  und  iUrt****^ 
der   Hohen  SekMlem  umMrg    Kr^tkeHs.   (Histsr?  "  "J 
Oririn  and  Development  of  llieh  Srhooln  is  TmM^ 
i  Gutllngen.  1802     The  last  eslnhliiihed  liriverrity*** 
I  of   Munchen,   (Munlrh.)   In   I8»     Pnne<ia  ■»«»  * 
21  000  Public  Srhoolmasiers,  spvrlallv  ualM  wi** 
proftfssion.  sometimes  even  sent  to  iravH  ftw  •■**•* 
'  mcnl  ai   the  cost  of  Rnvernment.     What  ssy*  "Jjj 
most  enlichtened  nation  in  the  wnrM**  lo  this^-** 
its  pudding,  and  says  liule  or  noihiag. 
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«(I  oTer  smvBge  man:  nar,  hereby,  in 
lal  contests,  not  brute  Strength,  but 
ge  and  Ingenaity,  can  avail;  for  the 

and  the  Giant  are  alike  strong  with 

between   them.     Neither  can  Valour 

iod  its   best  arena  in  War,  in  Battle, 

is  henceforth  a  matter  of  calculation 
rategy,  and  the  soldier  a  chess-pawn  to 
and  be  shot  at:  whereby  that  noble 
'-  may  at  length  come  to  reserve  itself 
er  more  legitimate  occasions,  of  which, 

our  Life-Battle  with  Destiny,  there  are 
I.     And  thus  Gunpowder,  if  it  spread  the 

of  War.  mitigates  it  in  a  still  higher 
;  like  some  Inoculation, — to  which  may 
irpating  Vaccination  one  day  succeed  ! 
lit  to  be  stated,  however,  that  the  claim 
wartz  to  the  original  invention  is  du- 

to  the  sole  invention  altogether  un- 
fd :  the  recipe  stands  under  disguise  in 
itings  of  Roger  Bacon ;  the  article  itself 
reviously  known  in  the  East. 

more  indisputable  are  the  advantages 
inting :  and  if  the  story  of  Brother 
irtz^s  mortar  giving  fire  and  driving  his 
through  the  ceiling,  in  the  city  of  Mentz, 

painful  Monk  and  Alchymist  was  acci- 
ly  pounding  the  ingredients  of  our  first 
)wder.  is  but  a  fable,— that  of  our  first 
being  printed  there  is  much  better  ascer- 
.  Johann  Gutenberg  was  a  native  of 
;  and  there,  in  company  with  Faust  and 
er,  appears  to  have  completed  his  inven- 
>etween  the  years  1440  and  1449:  the 
s  "Forty-two  line  Bible"  was  printed 
in  1455.«  Of  this  noble  art,  which  is 
Q  infinitely  intensated  organ  of  Speech, 
by  the  Voice  of  a  small  transitory  man 
each  not  only  through  all  earthly  Space, 
rough  all  earthly  Time,  it  were  needless 
•at  the  often-repeated  praises  ;  or  specu- 
I  the  practical  effects,  the  most  moment- 

which  are,  perhaps,  but  now  becoming 
?.  On  this  subject  of  the  Press,  and  its 
in  origin,  a  far  humbler  remark  may  be 
ce  here  ;  namely,  that  Rag-paper,  the 
al  on  which  Printing  works  and  lives, 
Iso  invented  in  Germany  some  hundred 
"ky  years  before.  "  The  oldest  specimens 
i  article  yet  known  to  exist,"  says  Eich- 
"are  some  Documents,  of  the  year  1318, 
Archives  of  the  Hospital  at  Kaufbeuem. 
opf  (  Vom  Ur$prtmg  der  Spielkarttn,  On  the 

of  Cards)  has  demonstrated  our  claim 

invention  ;  and  that  France  and  Eng- 
)orrowed  it  from  Germany,  and  Spain 

taly."t 

the  invention  of  Printing  there  followed 
lly  a  multiplication  of  Books,  and  a  new 
y,  which  has  ever  since  proceeded  at  an 
rating  rate,  in  the  business  of  Literature; 
*  the  present,  no  change  in  its  character 
ecfs.  Those  Universities,  and  other 
ishments  and  Improvements,  were  so 
tools  which  the  spirit  of  the  lime  had 

lo  ih**  DuTch  rUiin,  it  restM  only  on  vafruf>  local 
%*.  which  were  n«^ver  heard  of  puhlirly  till  their 
MrwXfiT  had  Iteen  dead  aliiioFt  a  linndred  and  fiAy 
o  that,  ont  of  Holland,  it  Kndfl  few  partisans. 
f.  91.— '*Tlie  fimt  German  Paper-mill  we  have 
:<Ttint  of/*  ■«)■  Kocli,  "worked  at  Ntlmberg  in 
Vol.  I.  p.  3ft. 


devised,  not  for  working  out  new  paths,  which 
was  their  ulterior  issue,  bat,  in  the  mean  while, 
for  proceeding  more  commodiously  on  the  old 
path.  In  the  Prague  University,  it  is  true, 
whither  Wicklifi!e*s  writings  had  found  their 
,  way,  a  teacher  of  more  earnest  tone  had  risen, 
in  the  person  of  John  Huss,  Rector  there; 
whose  Books,  Of  the  Six  Errors  and  0/  the 
Chtircht  still  more  his  energetic,  zealously 
polemical  Discourses  to  the  people,  were  yet 
unexampled  on  the  Continent.  The  shameful 
murder  of  this  man,  who  lived  and  died  as  be- 
seemed a  Martyr;  and  the  stern  vengeance 
which  his  coiintryrnen  took  for  it,  unhappily 
not  on  the  Constance  Cardinals,  but  on  less 
ofi!ensive  Bohemian  Catholics,  kept  up  during 
twenty  years,  on  the  Eastern  Border  of  Ger- 
many, an  agitating  tumult,  not  only  of  opinion, 
but  of  action :  however,  the  fierce,  indomitable 
Zisca  being  called  away,  and  the  pusillanimous 
Emperor  offering  terms,  which,  indeed,  he  did 
not  keep,  this  uproar  subsided,  and  the  national 
activity  proceeded  in  its  former  course. 

In  Uerman  Literature,  during  those  years, 
nothing  presents  itself  as  worthy  of  notice 
here.  Chronicles  were  written;  Class-books 
for  the  studious,  edifying  Homilies,  in  varied 
guise,  for  the  busy,  were  compiled:  a  few 
Books  of  Travels  made  their  appearaocer 
among  which  Translations  from  our  too  faba-^ 
lous  countryman,  Mandeville,  are  perhaps  the 
most  remarkable.  For  the  rest.  Life  continued 
to  be  looked  at  less  with  poetic  admiration, 
than  in  a  spirit  of  observation  and  comparison  v 
not  without  many  a  protest  against  clerical 
and  secular  error  t  such,  however,  seldom 
rising  into  the  style  of  grave  hate  and  hostility^ 
but  playfully  expressing  themselves  in  satire. 
The  old  effort  towards  the  Useful ;  in  Literal 
ture,  the  old  prevalence  of  the  Didactic,  espe- 
cially of  the  .^sopic,  is  everywhere  manifest. 
Of  this  ^sopic  spirit,  what  phases  it  succes- 
sively assumed,  and  its  significance  in  these, 
there  were  much  to  be  said.  However,  in 
place  of  multiplying  smaller  instances  and 
aspects,  let  us  now  take  up  the  highest ;  and 
with  the  best  of  all  Apologues,  Reynard  the  Fox, 
terminates  our  survey  of  that  Fa^le-loving 
time. 

The  story  of  Reinecke  Fuchi^  or,  to  give  it  the 
original  Low-German  name,  Rrineke  de  Fos,  is, 
more  than  any  other,  a  truly  European  per- 
fonnance  :  for  some  centuries,,  a  universal 
household  possession  and  secular  Bible,  read 
everywhere,  in  the  palace  and  the  hut ;  it  still 
interests  us,  moreover,  by  its  intrinsic  wonh, 
being  on  the  whole  the  most  poetical  and  me- 
ritorious production  of  our  Western  World  in 
that  kind;  or  perhaps  of  the  whole  World, 
though  in  such  matters,  ihe  West  has  gene- 
rally yielded  to,  and  learned  from,  the  East. 

Touching  the  origin  of  this  Book,  as  oflen 
happens  in  like  cases,  there  is  a  controversy, 
perplexed  not  only  by  ineriiable  ignorance, 
but  also  by  anger  and  false  patriotism.  Into 
this  vexed  sea  we  have  happily  no  call  to  ven- 
ture; and  shall  merely  glance  for  a  moment, 
from  the  firm  land,  where  all  that  can  specially 
concern  us  in  the  matter  stands  secured  and 
safe.    The  oldest  printed  Edition  of  our  aclaai 
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■kynbrdttlhatof  LGbeck.  ID  149S;  ^rnliirii 
-there  is  a  copy,  iin'lersinod  lo  bf  ihe  Only  ""e, 
siilt  BHsni  ill  (he  WoWenbttifl  Library,  Tlilv 
oMeM  Eclirion  is  in  ihe  Low-Gcrioaii  iir  Sain" 
tonpae.nnd  apprirs  lo  have  been  prmliipeJ  by 
Binrek  ran  Alkmer.  who  in  the  Prpfnce  cBil>. 
himself  "  8i!h"otinasier  and  Tninr  nf  ihai  ii'.bfe 
«rinann.'<  Prince  and  Lnrd.  the  Duke  nt  Lnr- 
-miae  i"  and  say^  fariher,  Ilial  by  i-rder  of  thi' 
same  worihy  soverpign,  be  "  sou  eh  I  out  anJ 
rtinlcredihe'preseniBoobfronilheWalliM.nanil 
French  lorpue  ioio  German,  lo  the  praise  anil 
honour  of  Cnif,  and  wbalesnme  edificaiion  of 
whoso  readeih  therein."  Which  candid  and 
hminexs-Uke  xtuicuenl  vould  doiibiles*  have 
«onltoiMd_lo  rie!d  eniire  saiisraciion ;  had  ii 
not  hoS'That,  in  modem  days,  and  while  ihis 
flrsilfiibfck  Edition  was  slill  lying  in  I'la  dusiy 
recess  tHilcnawn  lo  Bibliomftsiacs,  anolher 
;KCconnt.  daled  Kome  hundred  years  later,  and 
-npporled  by  a  liiile  subsequent  hearsay,  had 
'been  raked  up:  how  the  real  Author  was 
Nicholas  Baumann,  Professor  at  Rostock; 
how  he  had  been  Secretary  to  the  Duke  o( 


.Juliei 


Bby 


icked  cabals;  and  ho  in  revenge  composed 
this  salirical  adumbration  of  the  Jnliers  Court; 
putting  on  the  title-page,  to  avoid  conse- 
quences, the  fcijned  tale  of  its  being  rendered 

r. —  .1.-  » ,.  ._j  Walloon  tongtte,  and  the 

who,  for 


n  the  French 
./eigned  name  of  Hinrek 
(he  rest,  was  never  Schoolmaster  am 
■Xorraine,  or  anywhere  else,  bnt  a  i 
of  straw,  created  for  the  nonce,  out  o 

J>eUers  of  the  Alphabet.    Merenpou 

debate,  and  a  learned  sharp4h«oling.  with  vie* 
Jorj-shouia  on  both  sides ;  islo  which  we 
nowise  enter.  Some  tou«li  of  haman  svni- 
paihy  does  draw  us  toward*  Hinrek.  whom,  if 
ne  was  once  a  real  man,  with  bones  and 
sinews,  slomach  and  provender-scrip,  it  is 
tnonrnlul  lo  see  evaporated  away  irito  mere 
vowels  and  consonants:  however,  beyond  a 
kind  wish,  we  can  give  him  no  help.  In  Lite- 
rary History,  eicept  on  this  one  occasion,  as 
■eems  indisputable  enough,  he  is  nowhere  men- 
tioned or  hinied  at. 

Leaving  Hinrek  and  Nicolaus,  ihen,  to  fijht 
out  their  quarrel  as  they  may,  we  remark  that 
the  clearest  issue  of  it  would  throw  little  light 
an  the  origin  oSRiintrtc.  The  victor  could  at 
voat  claim  to  be  the  first  German  redactor  of 
Ail  Fable,  and  the  happiest;  whose  work  had 
Buperseded  and  obliterated  all  preceding  ones 
whilsoever;  but  nowise  to  be  the  inventor 
ibereof,  who  must  be  snnghl  for  in  a  much  re- 
noler  period.  There  are  even  two  printed 
versions  of  the  Tale,  prior  in  date  to  this  of 
Lubeclc:  a  Dutch  oue.  ai  Delft  in  1484;  and 
coe  by  Canon  in  English,  in  1481,  which 
seems  to  be  the  earliest  of  all.*     These  two 


•  Cuiod'*  EdltJan,  ■  copy  at  which  li  In  Itic  Oritlili 
»lii»gili,  bMiiime^  Hj4Urtt  if  Ht^wwrni,  FIJI!  (nil 

wnyiinBij-di  tlisl  lb*  wodci  umralr  t«  Itnti'  nnd 
tialfinmi,  and  (Ih  Inn  clul  wllh  terri  ynd  blouaini, 
nnit  iht  rwiunil"  iiUh  turtrt  and  flownn  nwpMe  •mpH- 

Csiiini  mil  Alkmei  bad  Ih*  unw  nrlilnal  liKftorB  IBcm 
Allowed  a(  nyehe  n  1  hd  mv  cofrt  whj'cli  nu  In 


differ  essentially  rroin  Ilianl^iti 
ilues   Ihe   French  Jleman  Jm  nan 
compoped  "by   Jnequeman  Gtel^  4 
iboot   the   year   1200,"   which  jei  e. 
mannscripl:  howerw,  Ihejr  suffidmi!; 
that  statement,  by  some  supposed  inbrftitC, 
iif  the  German  redAcior")  having  ^'soufihiM 
rendered"  bis  work   from   the   W;''       "' 
French ;  in  which  la'ier  longue.  a 
soon  see,  some  ihadnw  (>f  It  had  beta  kl 
Hnd  popular,  lonR  centuries  b'fnre  ihat  111 
For  be>^ide!  Gielre's  work,  we  have  •  " 

Covnmne'of  still  earlier,  a  R/nard  Cmitd 
soipewhal  later  dale:  and  Chruoielan  U 
ns  that,  at  the  noted  Festival  given  ty  H 
the  Fair,  in  the  beginning  of  the  fouite 
century,  among  Ihe  dramatic  eDteriaiaa 
was  a  whole  Life  of  Reynard ;  wherein  it 
not  surprise  os  that  he  "  ended  by  b  ~ 
Pope,  and  still,  under  the  Tiara,  coDtiaw 
eat  poultry."  Nay,  curious  inquireri  h 
discovered  on  the  French  and  German  boi ' 
some  vesligeof  the  Story  even  in  Carlovii, 
times,  which,  indeed,  again  makes  il  aGerM  | 
ortgiaali  they  will  have  it  that  a  cer 
hard,  or  Reinecke.  Duke  of  Lorraiue,  whibK  | 
the  ninth  century,  by  his  craO  aad  eihawtl 
stratagems  worked  strange  mischief  in  I 
region,  many  limes  overreaching  KiogZai. 
bald  himself,  and  at  last,  in  bis  ilronghoUM  I 
Da rfos,  proving  impregnable  to  bim.-^ldil  I 
satirical  songs  of  that  period  been  celebnlfi  I 
as  a  fot,  as  Rtinhard  Ihf  For,  and  so  given  ON  I 
afar  olf  to  tbisApologiiQ,at  lea.si  to  (he  titled  I 
iL  The  name  lufrim,  as  applied  lo  the  WA  | 
these  same  speculators  deduce  fruin  aa  I 
Irian  Count  Isengrin,  who,  in  those  old  d  , 
had  revolted  against  Kaiser  .\niiilph,  M  I 
otherwise  exhibited  loo  wolfish  b  ill  ipiiillllll  I 
Certain  it  is,  at  least,  that  both  dcsignukM  I 
were  in  universal  nse  during  the  iwellib  ee»  I 
tury;  they  occur,  for  example,  in  one  irf'IlM  I 
two  nrvtntn  which  our  Cii;iir-de-Lioa  faaa  M  I 
us:  "  ye  have  promised  me  fidelity,"  sajal^  I 
"but  ye  have  kept  il  as  the  Wulf  did  to  DM  I 
Fox,"  as  ZioHgrin  did  to  Rtinhnrt.'  Nay.pM-  I 
haps  the  ancient  circulatiou  of  some  tnek  1 
Song,  or  Tale,  among  the  French,  i»  bntoTlR  I 
evinced  by  the  fact  that  this  same  Rrini^K  I 
Biaard,  is  still  the  only  word  in  their  ianfat(i  I 
for  Fai;  and  thus,  strangely  enough,  the  Pr» 

E;r  may  have  become  an  Appellative ;  and  ilf 
uke  Reinhan,  at  an  era  when  the  FrMcJi 
tongue  was  first  evolving  itself  from  Ihe  nV 
bish  of  Latin  uid  Genaan,  have  insinnattd 
his  name  into  Natural  as  well  as  PoUtical 
History. 

From  all  which,  so  much  at  least  wotild  ap- 
peaf :  That  the  Fable  of  Jlfynnni  At  Fox,  which 
in  tbe  German  version  we  behold  completel 
nowise  derived  its  complrleness  from  the  indi- 
vidual there  named  Hinrek  van  Alkmet,  or 
from  any  other  individoal,  or  people; 
rather,  thai  being  in  old  times  universally  eD^ 
rent,  it  was  taken  up  by  poets  and  si  '  ' 
from  each  received  so. 


niilc  and  iimiplc  enrlTKli  *d  Ibaliha)'  of  WufblM, 
ind  frnnyilHHl  thv  vl  iast  of  Ju)  n  ihe  j»t.  nf  <nir  M 
I1HI,  ^ihe  S|  ran  et  ibt  iifnr  of  K)o(c  Bilwart  IM 

'  •ndfal,  liU.n.)  who  qiioioi  ttit  ffiiMfn  Uauam 


EARLY  GERMAN  LITERATURE. 


«f 


improTement ;  and  properly  has  no 
uthor.  We  most  observe,  however, 
^et  it  had  attained  no  fixHiion  or  con- 
;  no  version  was  decidedly  preferred 
'  oilier.  Caxton's  and  the  Dutch  ap- 
be^t,  but  as  the  skeleton  of  what  afi<*r- 
.oc;«me  a  body;   of  ihe  old   Walloon 

said  to  have  been  discovered  lately, 
iaiij?hi  to  entertain  a  sion'ar  opinion  :• 
ii.^tinj;  French  versions,  which  are  all 
ihf  r  in  GieJ^c's,  or  in  the  others,  there 
less  analogy.  Loosely  conjoined,  ihere- 
i  only  in  the  state  of  dry  bones,  was  it 
rek,  or  Nicola  us,  or  some  Lower-Saxon 
r  he  might  be,  found  the  story;   and 

on  it  with  the  breath  of  genius,  raised 

0  a  consistent  Fable.  Many  additions 
e  exclusions  he  must  have  made ;  was 
r  enough  assisted  by  personal  experi- 

a  Court,  whether  that  of  Juliers  or 
ler;  perhaps  also  he  admitted  personal 
S  and  doubtless  .many  an  oblique 
It  existing  things :  and  thus  was  pro- 
le  Low-German  Remeke  dt  Fot,  which 

shortly  after  its  appearance,  had  ex- 
ed  all  the  rest,  and  come  to  be,  what  it 

the  sole  veritable   representative  of 

inasmuch  as  all  subsequent  transla- 
id  editions  have  derived  themselves 

arther  history  of  Rei$ucke. is  easily 
In  this  new  guise,  it  spread  abroad 
the  world,  with  a  scarcely  exampled 
;  fixing  itself  also  as  a  firm  possession 
countries,  where,  indeed,  in  this  cha- 
re still  find  it.  It  was  printed  and 
,  innumerable  times:  in  the  original 
lone,  the  last  Editor  bas  reckoned  up 
n  twenty  Editions;  on  one  of  which, 
pie,  we  find  such  a  name  as  that  of 
.  Voss.  It  was  first  translated  into 
rman  in  1545;  into  Latin  in  1567,  by 
n  Schopper,  whose  smooth  style  and 
irtune  keep  him  in  memory  with 
;f  a  new  version  into  short  German 
)peared  next  century;  in  our  own 
>ethe  has  not  di&daiued  to  re-produce 
ans  of  his  own,  in  a  third  shape:  Of 
version,  into  literal  doggerel,  we  have 
estificd.  Long  generations  before,  it 
manufactured  into  Prose,  for  the  use 
?ople,  and  was  sold  on  stalls ;  where 

1  the  needful  changes  in  spelling,  and 
»n  grayest  paper,  it  tempts  the  specu- 
e. 

Jieller ;  (Reintke  ie  Fot,  r«  BrmuiP^k,  1825 ;) 

eagBffrd  in  this  Tranxlntlnn,  nt  Froilmrir  in 
wa«  impreMied  ax  a  yolclirr,  and  rarried,  ap- 
1  fett«r«,  to  Vienna,  havin;r  xiven  his*  work  to 

tinii«h.  At  Vienna  he  mood  not  long  in  the 
vinr  fkllen  violenilv  Kirk,  and  hoing  throvt'n 
e  litre et9  to  recover  there  lie  iinyii.  '*  he  wat 
«*d,  and  had  to  aeek  quarters  on  the  muddy 
.  in  a  Barrel."  Here  too,  in  Ihe  ni^ht,  some 
y  straitened  individual  mole  from  him  hi* 
*ahre.  However,  men  were  not  all  hyenan ; 
.  IIufna;;el.  unknown  to  him.  hut  to  whom  by 
p<  he  was  known,  took  him  under  roof,  pro- 
iral  nsAiiitanre,  equipped  him  anew  ;  so  that 
tirvest  Mason,  beinsr  h:ilf-rnred,  he  could  re- 
ither  re-crawl  to  Frankfort  on  ihe  M»yn." 
**a  Mat ister  Johann  Cuipiun.  Christian  Kg^n- 
•in-law,  kindly  received  him,"  and  encouraied 
iwb  hb  Traiwlation;  as  accordingly  he  did. 


Thus  has  our  old  Fable,  rising  like  some 
River  in  the  remote  distance,  from  obscure 
rivulets, gathered  slren^  out  of  every  valley, 
out  of  every  country,  as  it  rolled  on.  It  is  Eu- 
ropean in  two  senses;  for  as  all  £uro])e  con- 
tributed to  it,  so  all  Europe  has  enjoyed  it 
Among  the  Germans,  Ueineckr  Furhs  was  long 
a  Hou.se-bookand  universal  Best-companion: 
It  lias  bren  lectured  on  in  Universities,  quoted 
in  Imperial  Council-halls;  it  lay  on  the  toilette 
of  Princesses,  and  was  thumbed  to  pieces  on 
the  bench  of  the  Artisan ;  we  hear  of  grave 
men  ranking  it  only  next  to  the  Bible.  Neither, 
as  we  said,  was  its  popularity  confined  to 
home;  Translations  ere  long  appeared  in 
French,  Italian,  Danish,  Swedi.sb,  Dutch,  Eng- 
lish :*  nor  was  that  same  stall-honoar,  which 
has  been  reckoned  the  truest  literary  celebrity, 
refused  it  here;  perhaps  many  a  reader  of 
these  pages  may,  like  the  writer  of  them,  re- 
collect the  hours,  when,  bidden  from  unfeeling 
gaze  of  pedagogue,  he  swallowed  The  mott 
pieatant  and  deHgkt/ul  HUtory  of  Rmard  the  FoXf 
like  stolen  waters,  with  a  timorous  joy. 

So  much  for  the  outward  fortunes  of  this 
remarkable  Book.  It  comes  before  as  with 
a  character  such  as  can  belong  only  to  a  venr 
few ;  that  of  being  a  true  world's-Book,  which 
through  centuries  was  everywhere  at  home, 
the  spirit  of  which  diffused  itself  into  all  lan- 
guages and  all  minds.  These  quaint  JBsopic 
figures  have  painted  themselves  in  innamera- 
ble  heads ;  that  rou|;h,  deep-lying  humour  has 
been  the  laughter  of  many  generations.  So 
that,  at  worst,  we  must  regard  this  Reinecke  as 
an  ancient  Idol,  OBoe  worshipped,  and  still  in- 
teresting for  that  circumstance,  were  the  sculp- 
ture never  so  rude.  We  can  love  it,  moreover, 
as  being  indigenous,  wholly  of  our  own  crea- 
tion :  it  sprang  up  from  European  sense  and 
character,  and  was  a  faithful  type  and  organ 
of  these. 

But  independently  of  all  extrinsic  considera- 
tions, this  Fable  of  Reinerke  may  challenge  a 
judgment  on  its  own  merits.  Cunningly  con- 
structed, and  not  without  a  true  poetic  life,  we 
must  admit  it  to  be :  great  power  of  concep- 
tion and  invention,  great  pictorial  fidelity,  a 
warm,  sunny  tone  of  colouring,  are  manifest 
enough.  It  is  full  of  broad,  rustic  mirth;  in- 
exhaustible in  comic  devices  ;  a  World-Satur- 
nalia, where  Wolves  tonsured  into  Monks,  and 


dedicaiinr  it  to  the  Emperor,  with  doleftil  complalnta, 
fruiilesfl  or  not  is  unknown.  For  now  poor  Ifartmann, 
n4>  lonzer  an  Autohiorrapher.  quite  vanishes,  and  we 
can  nnderstand  only  that  he  laid  hit  wearied  back  on* 
day  in  a  most  still  bed,  where  the  blanket  of  the  NIflit 

«oAly  enwrapped  him  and  all  his  woes. Ilia  Book  la 

entitled  Opn*  poelieum  de  odmirakUi  Fallnria  et  ^gttOiA 
ymlpenilr  Reiveket.  Ac.  Sec. ;  and  in  the  Dedication  and 
Prefire  contains  all  these  dftnils 

'  Itesides  Caxton's  ori:rinnl.  of  which  little  U  knowB 
amonr  us  but  the  name,  we  have  two  versions  ;  one  ta 
1067,  "with  excellent  Mor.iU  and  Exiiosilions,"  wtakh 
wiiH  reprinted  in  IC^'jI.  niid  fullowed  in  1681  by  a  con- 
tinuation, called  the  Skiffs  of  Rrumtrdin*  fht  Son  of  A«y- 
nnnl.  of  Kneli-h  rrowth  ;  annihcr  in  I70d,  slightly  alter- 
ed from  the  former,  explaiiiinr  what  appenrit  doubtful  or 
allf'sorirr'l ;  "it  ht-inu  orijinally  written."  says  the 
brave  editor  eNewhrre,  "by  an  eminent  Siate(>manof 
Ihe  German  Fmpire,  to  slmw  sunie  Men  their  Foliiee, 
and  correct  ihe  Vices  of  the  Times  he  lived  In."  Not 
only  HffjnardtHv  hut  a  second  .ApjN'ndix,  Cavoodtht  Rock, 
appearji  here  ;  niKo  there  are  ''curious  Devices,  or  Pic- 
tures."—Of  editions  *' printed  for  the  I'lyinf-Statkm- 
era,*'  we  say  nothing. 


CARLYLE'S  MISCELLANEOUS  WSTTDiGS. 


i,  Toies  pilgrim- 
iiion,  Coi^ks  pIpadiDg 
.1  the  judgmcDi-bar,  make  strange  mummrry. 
Im  is  ihis  wiJd  Parody  at  Human  Life  with- 


gram   from    Fancy's  Dream-gro 


s   poelic   aod  propheli 


ibe  V 


:  Iroi 


muft  have  dwell  to  ihe  Po«t'&  beart  and  head ; 
hsR,  nnder  grotesque  shadows,  he  gives  m 
lt>e  laddesi  piciare  ef  RealUy ;  yet  for  us  wilb- 
onl  sadness  t  his  figures  masic  themselves  iti 
sDCoath,  bestial  vizanls,  and  enacl,  gambol- 
iogi    iheir  Tragedy  dissolves  into    sardonie 
grins.      He   bai   a    deep,  beanfelt   HumoL 
sponlng  with  Iha  world  and  its  evils  in  kii 
mockery:  this  is  the  poelic  tout,  round  «hii 
the  oDiward  nuittrial  has  fashioiiGd  itself  in 
liviag  coherence.    And  so,  in   ihal  rude  old 
Apologue,  we  have  still  a  mirror,  Ihough  non 
tarnished  and  tinw-worn,  of  true  magic  reality 
and  can  discern  there,  in  cunnmg  re&ei,  some 
image  both  of  our  destiny  and  of  our  duty 
"  Pmdence  is  the  only  virtui 


tare  of  ii 
vhere  Honesty  is 
il  is  the  wise  a 
cheerfully  lookfi 


rard," 


rsled ;  and  now,  as  the 
I  part  Id  konw  this,  ai 
:,  and  cheerfully  defy  i 


If  Rtintckr  is  nowise  a  perfect  Comic  Epos,  i 
has  various  features  of  such,  and,  above  ail,  i 
genurne  Epic  npint,  which  is  Ihe  rarest  fL-a 

Of  the  Fable,  and  its  incidents  and  siruc 
tare,  il  is  perhaps  superflaoilE  to  offer  an; 
tkeichi  to  most  readers  ihe  whole  may  be  al 
ready  familiar.  How  Noble,  King  of  tbi 
Beasts,  holding  a  solemn  Court,  one  Whitsun 
tide,  is  deafened  on  all  hands  with  complaints 
against  Reinecke  i  Hinze  the  Cat,  Lampe  tbi 
Hare,  Isegrim  the  Wolf,  with  innuraerabli 
oilier?,  having  suffered  from  hiE  villany,  If^e 
grim  CKpeciatly,  in  a  point  which  most  keenly 
touches  honour;  nay,  Chanticleer  Ihe  Cock. 
(^HnHinfdr  //dnc,)  amid  bitterest  wail,  appear- 
ing even  with  the  rorjiui  rfe(ir;i.  the  body  of  one 
of  his  children,  whom  that  arch-knave  has  fe- 
loniously murdered  with  intent  lu  eat.  How 
his  indignant  Majesty  thereupon  deipatches 
Bmin  the  Bear  to  cite  the  delinquent  in  the 
Kln^s  name ;  how  Bruin,  inveigled  into  a  Ho- 
ney-Biped itioii,  returns  withonl  his  errand, 
without  his  ears,  Blmus[wilhonthislife;Hin£e 
Ihe  Cat,  in  a  lubj^equenl  eipedition,  faring  no 
better.  How  at  last  Keinecke,  that  he  may 
DOl  hare  lo  stanil  actual  siege  in  his  fortress 
of  Malaperins.  does  appear  for  trial,  at 
about  to  be  banged,  bni  on  the  gallows-ladder 
makes  a  speech  unrivalled  in  forensic  elo- 
quence, and  saves  his  life;  nay.  having  inci- 
denlnlly  hinted  at  some  Treasures,  the  hiding- 
place  of  which  is  well  known  to- him,  rises 
into  hifih  favouri  is  permitted  to  depart  on 
that  pioos  pilgrimage  lo  Rome  he  hasso  much 


heart,  and  furnished  pvcb  with  i)uMa,«H 
from  the  living  bidet  of  tsegrim  and  IsegriWt 
much-injured  spoiise,his  Wont  enemies-  H««i 
iha  Treasures  not  making  their  appearate^ 
bat  only  new  nHsdeeds.  he  is  a^in  baM  • 
judgment ;  again  glozes  the  general  ear  vtfe 
sweetest  .speeches;  al  length,  being  cfaalltDpl 
10  it,  lights  Isegrim  in  kuigbtly  tourney,  taihf 
the  cunningest,  though  the  most  nnchiVBlnm 
method,  not  to  be  farther  specified  in  polM 
writing,  carries  off  a  complete  victory:  ttl 
having  thus,  by  wagerof  battle,  manifested  kit 
innocence,  is  overloaded  with  royal  Ikvoar;'* 
created  Chancellor,  and  Pilot  lo  wealllH  wf 
Siorm :  and  so.  in  nniversal  honour  and  ^ 
thority,  reaps  the  fair  fruit  of  hia  gids  aBdlt, 


It  has  been  objected  thai  the  aoinials  ia  Kh 
nrcti  are  not  Animals,  but  Men  disgolMdi  • 
whic'h  objeclion,  except  in  so  far  as  grcwM 
on  the  necessary  indubitable  fact  that  tbitkl' 
an  Apologue  or  emblematic  Fable,  and  M 
Chapter  of  Natural  History,  we  caonol  is  i^ 
considerable  degree  aoceJe,  Nay.  thai  »«f 
contrast  between  Object  and  Effort,  when  tW 
Passions  of  men  develope  themselvei  o 
Interests  of  animals,  and  the  whole  is 
died  together  in  chaotic  mockery,  ia  a 
charm  of  the  picture.  For  the  rest,  we  s 
rather  say,  these  bestial  characters  wer 
deralely  well  sustained :  the  veheraeot. 
vociferation  of  Chanticleer ;  Ihe  hystMttll 
promptitude,  and  earnest  profession  aod  pfo- 
testation  of  poor  Lampe  Ihe  Hare;  Ihe  f^-'-- 
headed  ferocity  of  tsegrim  ;  the  sluggish,  _ 
tonous  opacity  of  Bruin;  above  all,  die  snA 
Ihe  lact,  and  inexhaustible  knavish  atlnniMS 
of  Reinecke  himself,  are  in  strict  aceanCT  rf 
costume.  Ollen  also  their  situations  Mdoa- 
cupations  are  bestial  enough,  Wbat 
lilies  of  bacon  and  other  provanl  do  I^  _ 
and  Reinecke  forage;  Reinecke  cootnbUiil 
the  scheme, — for  Ihe  two  were  then  in  panac^ 
ship, — and  Isegrim  paying  Ihe  shot  in  brokM 
bones '.  What  more*  characteristic  than  At 
fate  of  Brain,  when,  ill-counaelled,  lie  itAr*- 
duces  his  stupid  head  into  Rnsie6ll*i  h*lf«ptit 
log,  has  the  wedges  whisked  awajt.and  malt 
clutched  there,  as  in  a  vice,  &HQ  uaetetiir 
roaring,  disappointed  of  honev,  Gureonl^af  a 
beating  without  parallel  1  N'ot  to  forget  0* 
Mare,  whom,  addressing  her  by  the  tiile«f 
Good-wife,  with  all  politeness.  Ise^m,  «0«- 
pinched  with  hnnger,  asks  whether  she  «iB 
sell  her  foal :  she  answers,  that  Ihe  pnc*  * 
written  on  her  hinder  hoof;  which  doeniMil 
the  intending  purchaser,  being  "an  ErfU 
grndimte,"  declares  his  full  ability  lo  Kl4i 
but  Ends  there  no  wriling.  or  print,  saraoalf 
the  print  a(  six  hor^enails  on  hi>.  own  n 
visage.    And  abaB4>a«a<lf. 


our  olit  Epos  on  Ihis  head,  or  altoge- 
jusiir^r  i(.  Anoiner  □bjeciion.  ihal.  namely, 
di  points  1(1  Ihe  Rreal,  and  eicessive  coarse. 
or  tbe  vorli,  here  and  ihere.  ii  cannot  so 
]y  tarn  aside;  being  indeed  rude,  old- 
Micd.  and  homp^un,  apt  even  to  draggle 

«dinl]jinrss  10  be  denied ;  but  oaly  lo  be 
jaioKl  its  frequent  terseness  and  strenglh, 
pAnloned  is  the  product  of  pnor  huma- 
from  whose  hands  noihing,  not  even  a 
In  lU  Fat,  comes  perfect, 
who  would  read,  and  still  understand 
gid  Apolo^e.  mnsi  apply  to  Goethe, 
e  version,  for  poetical  use,  we  have 
[  inlinilelj  Ihe  betl;  tike  some  copy  of 
leient,  bedimmed.  half-obl iterated  vood- 
bnl  new'idone  on  steel,  on  India-pnper, 
with  all  manner  of  graceful,  yet  appro- 
appindages.  Nevertheless,  the  old 
frman  original  bas  also  a  cerlitin 
ftod,  simply  as  the  original,  would 
ome  notice.  It  is  recltDuetl  greatly  the 
performance  tb«l  was  ever  broufhl  out 
.1  dialect ;  interesting,  moreover,  in  a 
igical  poini  of  view,  especially  Id  us 
iih ;  being  properly  Ihe  lan^uagt  of  our 
ttxon  Fatherland  ;  and  siill  curiously  like 
iwn,  though  the  Iwo,  for  some  twelve  cen- 
I,  hare  had  no  brotherly  communioalion. 
•hort  specimen,  wilh  the  most  verbal 
blion,  we  shall  here  insert,  and  then 
done  wilh  Reimckt . 


EARLY  GERMAN  LITERATURE. 


■<y*>ifc>iiiii«i  <MiT>-.  I 

«aJI»kl>irR>lnli«n,ml 

(niMHwnlahiiJIh't 


■ft  Mm  jHfta*  fttmfm 
t*aUu«ttUI>el>yrl« 
mUrtUMiii  *rr>/.ri 

IMa]lalu1*run. 

^^HtfBMnllHIIMli^, 

WoUh  win*  w  titr. 


BoliL 

il^Hlig 

\tulfi 

Am  in  lie  rrmc  n«.l. 

.CM.^ 

■IHl<f«</lH[(lUlW) 

rrHKJ 

rlut».  limn  for  <I<M 

FtrWUnkivn 

».(.(;(,)«(/■«■  d«J 

B-n 

lln  11  and  Ivanlur. 

««w 

•  Um 

Mnrlie 

>makihn>l»i4ri 

Jfcr*. 

>tttl.j(.»<.(»»')te 

-*»v« 

Ilnj'n 

ncnilrtd 

(fm  ftmuln-) 

'.^ktU^i^,^€ 

»• 

utrWJtiiUUrin/*  CUfriiB*!!! 
fiirdan  lwinind«  to  Ittrrn, 
ll  frnli-n  tifn  W/an, 


!>./■>«  tf  lUMI-o 


Dihis 


;,  but  also  Ihe 
s  straight 


heaiee ;  however,  he  makes  n 
gain  in  thai  other  noted  lish  ei 
iegtim  minded  not  lo  steal  bi 
nd  having  no  fishing-tnckle.  by  Reinecke's 
dvice,  inserts  his  toil  into  the  lake,  in  winter* 
?ason  I  but  before  the  promised  siring  of 
'outs,  all  hooked  to  one  another,  and  to  him, 
'ill  bile,  if  frozeri  in.  and  tetl  ihere  lo  his  own 
itier  medilatiuns. 


e  here  take  leax'e  of  Rcin'ke  de  Pos,  and 
of  the  whole  jEsopic  genus,  of  which  il  i%  al- 
ihe  Un,  and  by  far  the  wosi  remarkable 

iple.  The  Age  of  Apologue,  like  (hat  of 
Chivalry  and  I->ve-singing,  is  gone;  for  aa 
ihiue  ID  this  Eanh  h&s  cimViiiikutsft.  U  ^* 


CAHLYLE'S  MI8CEI,LANEOirS  WRTTrNCa. 


asli,  where  are  now 
answer  ml^hi  give  rr 
Kk  van   AlkinFr   ha. 

Birlibsckha.  ri.'^cn  i 

leB|  Hid  duy  i: 


ur  People's  Droks*  ih 
im  fur  rrllcciions.  Hii: 
[iax>ed  sway,  sail  Di 
his  rixtm.  Wh.ii  g..,. 
esenlenct!— lliinl.'iih' 


■I'ill  be  i.i[inlieili  wh^n  n-  ^l.-'  T.t>;!i,-jl, 
lo  likewise  Iht  Puelical  GUhC('|>til>il>iv  'u,i  I'.i. 
CDlty  of  ihr  pcii-k.— ihrir  Fiincy,  llumtxn, 
Imafni"!'""-  «'hrr<;in  lie  Ihp  mairi  rlemeiiin 
of  spiriiual  lif-. — will  no  lunger  br  left  uncol- 
tivaied,  barren,  or  bearing  only  spontaueous 
tbibOesi  bill  in  nrw  aiid  finer  hirmony,  wilh 
an  impruved  Under;' undinii,  vill  Qouriiih  in 
WW  vigoari  and  in  our  imrard  wurld  there 


will  agnin  be  a  nunoy  Firtnamem  and  ntdiK 
Earih,  at  ire^l  as  a  Faulty  atiil  colmuT  Tin; 

I;  I..  l:.ii^;lJrr,  h..l<l  mysllca) 'ol  wH!  a>  bftf 
c.;nnn.„uj.  ..  nh  il>e  b.gli  andlbvloxtflil 

» r„„.  lU.ne.yf,  and  ru.d.  a.-<  ihe; (hidl 

li.f.  uiil.  ili.ir  i*'li..tebr,tie.  0(  whtrh  (llvfta 
Ciiii'ummuiiiiii    ilierf    is    ai    alP    litneii.  «edit 
indr-.trueiible,  aa|;» 


lially  >upiemc 

lamiy,  bin,  tvr  the  presenl 


RfmeM  alin 


my,  bui,  iiir  lue  presenr,  anljr  (kinl  |i 
and  Itar-ofT  indicatiiina.     Time  M 


TAYLOR'S  HISTORIC  SURVEY  OF  GERMAN 
POETRY.- 


OaaiiAs  Literature  baa  now  hr  upward) 
of  haJf  a  century  been  toaking  same  way  ir 
EnglaDd;  yet  by  no  means  at  a  constant  rale 
Tkther  in  capricioos  flui  and  rellui,— delugi 
■lieroBiiDg  with  desiccation:  never  would  i 
■uume  such  moderate,  reasonable  currency, 
u  promised  to  be  useful  and  lasline.  The 
hialory  of  its  progTe»s  here  would  illustrate 
tbe  profresis  of  more  initportani  things ;  would 
agUD  exemplify  what  iibMacles  a  new  spiritual 
cAjtcl,  with  its  mixture  of  truth  and  of  false- 
bood.  has  to  eoeounler  from  nnwise  enemies, 
■lill  more  IVom  unwise  friends ;  how  dross  is 
mistaken  for  metal,  and  common  ashes  are  so- 
lemnly labelled  as  fell  poison;  how  lonp,  iti 
such  c3!<es.  blind  Passion  mnst  vociferate  be- 
fore she  can  awaken  Judgment ;  in  short,  with 
what  lumull,  Tici3siiudi>,  and  protracted  dim- 
culty,  a  foreign  docmne  adjusis  and  locales 
itself  among  ihe  homeborn.  Perfect  ignorance 
is  qniei,  perfect  knowledge  is  quiei  i  i  ~ 
transition  from  the  farmer  lo  the  lai 
Tlgue,  all-exaggerating  twilight  of  wonder, 
the  new  has  to  fight  its  battle  with  the  old; 
Hope  has  lo  settle  accounts  with  Fear '  thns 
the  scales  strangely  waver;  public  opli 
which  IS  as  yet  baseless,  fluetaates  wiihoui 
limit;  periods  of  foolish  admiration  and  fool' 
isb  execration  mnsi  elapse,  before  that  of  iro< 
inquiry  and  zeal  according  to  knowledge  car 

Thirty  years  ego,  for  example,  a  person  of 
inHuence  and  understanding  thought  good  to 
emit  such  a  proclamation  as  the  following: 
"Those  ladies,  who  take  the  lead  in  society, 
are  loudly  called  upon  in  act  as  guardians  of- 
the  public  laste  as  well  m  of  the  public  virtue. 
They  are  caJled  upon,  iherefore,  lo  oppose, 
with  the  whole  weight  of  their  influence,  Ihe 


I   of  ifaose    swarms   of 

y  daily  issuing  from  the  banks  of 

—  which,  ■-'■--'—- ; -•- 

fatal  a:       ,  ^  . 

cieiy.    Those  readers,  whose  purer  taste  tn 

n  fonned  on  Ihe  correct  models  of  ilwflll 

tsic  school,  see  witli  indignation  iBdMo 

timeni   ihe  Huns  and  Vandals  once  MB 

rpowering  ihe  Greeks  and  RnToans.    Tta 

behold  our  minds,  wiih  a  retrograde  bainfl 

□tion,  hurried  back  lo  the   reigTi  of  Cm 

id  old  Nighty  by  distorted  and  unpriBel|hf 

Compositions,  which,  in  spite  of  strong  lrf~^ 

of  genius,  unite  the  tasie  of  the  Gouia  « 

the  morals  of  BagshoL" — "The   newawMB 

announce  thai  Schiller's  Ttapdytf  tki  KMm, 

which   inSaffled   the   young   nubility  of  ff 

many  to  enlist  themselves  iaio  a  baiidafhl|l> 

waymen,  lo  rob  in  the  foresis  of  BobeaMil 

now  acting  in  England  by  persuos  oT  fW 

liiyl"' 

Whether  our  fair  Amaions,  at  soood  of  1 
alsrm-lrumpet,drew  up  m  arrajrof  war  Mi 
comfit  tho<ie  invading  Cooi positions,  and  n 
out  Ihe  lights  of  that  quesiianable  pih 
ihenlre.  we  have  not  learned ;  anil  Mt  a 
thai,  if  so,  their  campaiEn  was  fmitlMi  i 
needless.  Like  ibe  old  Nonhem  ImmigfU 
those  new  Paper  Goths  marched  on  raM 
whilher  ihey  were  bound;  some  lo  hOM 
some  lo  dishonour,  the  most  to  obliTiD*  < 
the  impalpable  inane;  and  no  weapoa  i 
arlillery,  nol  even  Ihe  glances  of  bright  ej* 
but  only  the  omnipoietice  of  Time.conldl — ' 
and  assort  them.  Thus.  Koizebae*s  mm 
armamcnis.  once  so  ihreaienin;.  all  ti 
out  to  be  mere  Pantasins  and  Nigbl  afj 
tions;  and  so  ruihcd  onwards,  like  I 
Spectre   Hunt,  wiih   loud    howls 


nnUi  MotB.    TUf  EicbAeMj 


hovlV^l^ 
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hi;  Bothing  into  chans  hut  ihemielves. 

«  »gttm,  Schillri's  TVnguJy  e/  tU  Rttbbt-i, 
h  did  not  inAame  ciLber  ihr  young  ur  lUe 
jl'ilily  of  Germany  la  rob  tii  Ihe'foi'fslS  of 
)r  indetd  t.i  do  WJ  rbiiip,  except  per- 
B  yiwn  ■  liitle  Ir";,  proved  vqualiy  innocii- 
'nEnglBnd.andmighlsiillbe      ■   ■      -     - 


indi» 


I.  idle 


■I  end,  be  met  with  here.    Nay,  Ibis  sa 
er,  nni  indeed  by  Rolibrn,  yet  by  1\'ul 
t,  by  .Vmift  0/  (frfcHu,  sod    IVil/ulm   TtlU. 
lUllly  conquered   for   himself  a  Gied 
in  amoitg  us,  which  is  yearty  widening; 
»hieb  other  Oernan  liings,  of  leas  in- 
proweis,  and  of  greater,  are  likeirise 
I  ihmnes.     And  yet,  rk  we  perceive. 
d  society  still  standit  in  its  place;  and 
If  pablie  lasie,  as  well  as  the  public  virtue. 
*-  on,  Ihoueh  langnidly,  as  before.    For,  in 
it  has  become  manifest  thai  the  old  Cim. 
in   forest  is  now  qatle  felled  and  tilled; 
le  Children  of  Night,  whom  we  hnvc 
ead,  dwell  nolon  the  banks  of  the  Danabe, 

we  take  our  progress  in  knowledge 

in  Literalnte  since  ibai  diatribe  was 

.3  any  measure  of  our  progress  in  the 

nee  of  Criticism,  above  all  in  the  grand 

HIM  afoalional  Tolerance,  there  were  some 

Q  for  satisfaction.    With  regard  to  Ger- 

J  itself,  whether  we  yel  stand  on  the  right 

linf:,  and  know  at  last  how  we  are  to  Lve 

— filable  neighbourhood   and  intercourse 

tall  country;  or  whether  the  present  in 

e  of  those  capricious  tides,  which  also 

'    hife   its    reflux,   may   seem    doubtful: 

uxvhite,  clearly  enoagh,  a  rapidly  growing 

~  tr  for  German  Literature  comes  to  light; 

I  the  more  hopeful,  as  ii 

r  grounds   itself  on  belter  knowledge,  on 

'Mlludj  and  judgment.    Our  knowledge  is 

r,  if  only  because  more  general.     Within 

t  len  year5,  independent  readers  of  Qer- 

are  multiplied  perhaps  a  hundred  fold; 

I  now  this  acquirement  is   almost  ». 

IS  a  natural  item  in  liberal  education. 

I  in  a  ^reat  number  of  minds,  some  im- 

:e  persolal   insight  into  the  deeper  sig- 

ic*  of   German    Intellect    and   Art ; — 

Trher*,  at  least  a  feeling  that  it  has  some 

nificnnce.    With  independent  readers, 

•r,  the  wriler  ceases  to  be  independent, 

ta  of  Itself  is  a  considerable  step.    Our 

\  Translators,  for  instance,  have  long 

■  nnparalleled  in  modern  literature,  and. 

"'   ir  Bouotry,  "  the  envy  of  surrounding 

:"  but  DOW  there  are  symptoms  that, 

I   ibe  remote  German   province,  they 

a  longer  range  qnile  at  will;  that  the 

[ng  of   a    Fanil   will   henceforth   be 

ad  tiWrary  homicide,  and  practitioners 

II  quality  must  operate  on  die  dead  sub- 

Dly.    While  there  are  Klingemanns  and 

oa  in  such  abundance,  let  no  merely 

ins,  or  merely  hungry  Interpreter,  fasten- 

ihes  and  Schillers.     Remark,  too,  with 

Hahcrion,  how  Ibe  o'd  established  Drilish 

.1  Critic  now  feels  that  it  has   become  unsafe 

to  ipeak  delirium  on  this  subject;  wherefore 

iw  prudently  reslrinls  himself  10  one  of  two 

"  W  Ki  Boqnire  lome  oodecsiaodine 


of  it,  or,  which  fa  4he<lill  sorer  courw,  allo- 
gelher  10  hold  his  peace.  Hence  freedom  from 
much  babble  thai  was  worn  lo  be  oppressive: 
probably  no  watchhora  with  luch  a  noiekt 
that  of  Mrs.  More's  can  again  be>oundeiL^' 
male  or  frmale  Dogberry,  in  Ihese  Islaadb 
A^ain,  there  is  no  one  of  our  younger,  tnor* 
vigorous  Periodicals,  but  has  its  GerniBii 
cransmao,  gleaning  what  be  can:  wc  bave 
seen  Jean  Paul  quoiad  in  Englinh  Newspapers. 
Nor,  among  the  signs  of  improvemenl,  at  least 
uf  extended  curiosity,  lei  us  omit  our  Brilialt 
Foreign  Reviews,  a  sort  of  tnerchanimen  ihu 
regularly  visit  the  Continental,  especially  the 
German  ports,  and  bring  back  sucb  wars  ai 
luck  yields  them,  with  the  hope  of  better- 
Last,  not  least  among  our  evidences  of  Philp- 
Germanism,  here  is  a  whole  Hiiiurk  Survtji  0/ 
Girtiuin  Pot:ry,  in  three  suDicient  octavos;  and 
this  not  merely  in  the  euktgistic  and  recora- 
mendalory  vein,  but  proceeding  in  the  way  of 
crilioiam,  and  indilTerrni,  impartial  narrative: 
a  man  of  Itudwd  character,  of  talent,  experience, 
penetration,  judges  that  the  English  public  is 
prepared  for  such  a  nervier,  and  likely  10  re- 

These  are  appearances,  which,  as  advocate! 
for  the  friendly  approiiinalion  of  all  men  and 
all  peoples,  and   the  readiest   possible  inier- 
cbange  of  whatever  each  produces  i>f  advan- 
tage lo  the  others,  we  must  witncs.',  gladly. 
Free  Literary  intercourse  with  other  nations, 
is  it  but  an  extended  Freedom  of  die 
1;  a  libeny  to  read  (in  spile  o(  Ignorance, 
of  Prejudice,  which  is  the  worst  of  Censors) 
what  our  foreign  teachers  also  have  printed  for 
>T — ultimately,  therefore,  a  Uberty  lo  speak 
id  lo  hear,  were  it  with  men  of  all  connlries 
id  of  all  limes ;  to  use,  in  utmost  compasi, 
ose  precious  natural  organs,  by  which  nol 
Knowledge  only  but  mutual  .^Section  is  chiefly 
generated  among  mankind!     It  is  a  natunu 
wiAh  in  man  to  know  his  fellow-passengers  in 
ihis  Sirange  8bip,.ur  Planet,  on  this  slratig« 
Life-voyage:  neither   need   his   cariosity  re- 
itself  lo  the  cabin  where   be   himself 
;es  to  lodge ;  but  may  extend  to  all  accea- 
sible  departments  of  the  vessel,     lo   all  he 
will   find  mystenoas   beings,  of  Wants  and 
Endeavunra  like  his. own;  in  all  he  will  find 
Men  ;  with  these  let  him  comfort  and  mani- 
fotdly  instruct  himself.    As  loGermaa  Litera- 
re.  in  particular,  which  professes  to  be  nol 
ily  new,  but  original,  and  rich  in  curious  in- 
rmation   for   us;   which   claims,  moreover, 
ilhtng  that  we  have  not  granted  to  the  Frendb, 
Iialian.  Spanish,  and  in  a  less  degree  Ut  far 
er  literatures,  we  are  gratified  to  see  that 
claims  can  no  longer  be  resisted,    la  the 
nt  fallow  Slate  of  our  English  Liieralnre, 
when  DO  Foet  cultivates  bis  own  poetic  Held, 
but  all  ere  harnessed  into  Editorial  teams,  and 
ploughing  in  concert,  for  Usefat  Knowledge, 
Bibliopolic  Profit,  we  regard  this  renewal 
aur  intercourse  with  poetic  Germany,  after 
twenty  years  of  languor   or  suspension,  as 
among  the  mosi  remarkable  and  even  promii- 
ing  features  of  our  recenl  intellectual  history. 
Id  Ihe  absence  of  better  tendencies,  let  thit, 
which  is  no  idle,  but,  in  some  points  of  viev, 
deep  and  earnest  one,  be  ctiCA%t«|jA,   Yw 
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onrMlres,  in  tht  midst  at  go  many  louder  and 
Btore  ezciling  inleresis,  ve  feel  it  a  kind  of 


s  liUle 


lillfr  il 


eihe 


c  for  all  lo  be  iuqaired 
on  il  shuaM  be  furthered,  unsoana  ones  can- 
not be  Ino  speedily  eorrecled.     It  is  on  such 
{iroDnds  Ibal  we  have  Ulcea  up  ihis  BiUonc 

Mr.  Taylor  is  so  considerable  a  person,  thai 
no  Botrk  deliberawly  pnUtshed  by  fiim,  on  any 
■nbject,  can  be  wiihoul  weight.  On  Gprtnan 
Poetry,  such  is  the  actual  stale  of  public  in- 
fonnatioD  and  curiosilTi  his  guldani^e  will  be 
Eure  10  lead  or  misleBii  a  nara^rous  class  of 
e  iherpfore  called  on  lo  ex- 


t  him 


irith  r 


:  than 


The  Press,  in  Diese  times, 
haa  become  so  active-,  Liieraiure — what  is  slill 
called  Literature — has  so  dilated  in  volume, 
and  dimmishcd  in  density,  that  the  very  Re- 
riewer  feels  at  a  Donplus,  and  has  ceased  to 
review.  Why  thou ghtfiilly  examine  what  wax 
written  wiihont  Ihoa^t;  or  note  faults  and 
merits,  where  there  is  neither  fault  nor  merit ! 
From  a  Nonentity,  imbodied,  with  innocent 
deception,  into  fbolacap  and  printer's  ink,  and 
named  Book;  from  the  common  wind  of  Talk, 
even  when  it  is  conserved  by  such  mechanism, 
for  days,  in  the  shape  of  Froth, — how  shall 
the  hapless  Reviewer  Oiler  aught  in  that  once 
M  profitable  colander  of  his  T  He  has  ceased, 
ma  WB  Slid,  to  aliempt  the  impoaaible,— cannot 
review,  but  only  discourse;  he  dismisses  his 
loo  ooproduclive  Author,  generally  with  civil 
words,  not  to  quarrel  needlessly  with  a.  fellow- 
ereatare;  and  must  try,  is  he  best  may.  to  °rind 
ftvm  his  own  poor  gamer.  Authors  long 
looked  with  an  evil,  envious  eye  on  the  Re- 
viewer, strove  often  to  blow  out  his  light, 
which  only  burnt  the  clearer  for  such  blasts; 
bwt  now,  eoDninfrlf  altering  their  taoiies,  they 
have  eilingui.ihed  it  by  want  of  oil.  Unless 
for  some  unforeseen  r^hadge  of  affairs,  or  some 
aew-conirived  machinery,  of  which  there  is 
yet  no  trace,  the  trade  of  Reviewer  is  well  nigh 

The  happier  are  we  that  Mr.  Taylor's  Book 
is  of  the  old  stamp,  and  has  substance  in  ii  for 
onr  nses.  IT  no  honoar,  there  will  be  no  dis- 
grace, in  having  carefully  examined  it;  which 
•errice,  indeed,  is  due  to  our  readers,  not  with- 
001  curiosity  in  this  matter,  as  well  as  tu  the 
Aoihor.  In  so  far  as  he  seems  a  safe  guide, 
and  brings  true  tidings  from  (he  promised  land. 
leln*  proclaim  thai  fact,  and  recommend  him 
to  all  pilgrims:  if.  on  the  other  haud,  his  tidings 
are  false,  let  us  hapten  lo  make  this  also  known; 
that  the  German  Canaan  snlTer  not,  in  the  eye.i 
of  the  fainthearted,  by  spuriDUn  samples  of  its 
produce  and  reports  of  bloodthirsty  sons  of 
Analt  dwelling  there,  which  this  harbingerand 
spy  brings  out  of  it.  In  either  caiie,  we  may 
hope,  our  Author,  who  loves  the  Germa'ns  in 
bla  way,  and  would  have  his  countrymen 
brooghi  into  closer  acquaintance  with  them. 
will  feel  that,  in  purpose  at  least,  we  are  co- 
operatinj;  with  him. 

Fiist,  then,  be  it  admitted  without  hesitation, 
thai  Mr.  Taylor,  in  respect  of  general  talent 
Md  acqniremeDl,  takes  his  f  lace  above  all  our 


expositors  of  German  thing* ;  that  his  bookii 
greatly  the  must  important  we  y«i  haveoalbii 
subject.  Here  are  upwards  of  founeeo  h»»- 
dred  solid  pages  of  commentary,  narraiive.  ai4 
translation,  submitted  to  the  Euglish  readfrj 
numerous  statements  and  per>onages,  bilfaetu 
unheard  of,  or  vaguely  heard  of,  stand  ben  ia 
fixed  shape;  there  is,  if  no  map  of  iniellecmi 
Germany,  some  first  attempt  at  Each.  TixAk, 
we  are  to  stale  that  our  auihor  is  a  zealon 
earnest  mani  no  hollow  dilellaote  hnnlug 
after  shadows,  and  prating  he  knuws  doi  whM| 
but  a  substantial,  dibtinci,  remarkably  decitm 
man;  has  his  own  opinion  oD  many  »iitv«d% 
andean  express  it  adequately.  We  shonldHfl 
precision  of  idea  was  a  striking  qoalily  oTklK 
no  vague  tran<icendenta1isin.  or  mystieiHltf 
any  kind  ;  nothing  but  what  is  measunbUuti 
tangible,  and  has  a  meaning  which  be  Ih* 
runs  may  read,  is  to  tie  apprehended  ben.  Be 
is  a  man  of  much  cUssica.1  and  other  readiag; 
of  much  singular  redeciion  ;  stands  on  bia  on 
basis,  quiescent  yet  immovable :  s  ecraia 
rugged  vigour  of  natural  power,  intemlilf 
even  in  its  distortions,  is  everywhere  ipanifca. 
Lastly,  we  venture  to  assign  him  iheranHOB 
of  honesty:  he  speaks  out  in  plain  EnghA 
what  is  in  him;  seems  beartily  convinoedaf 
his  own  doctrines,  aod  preaches  Ihem  becawt 
they  are  his  own;  not  for  the  sake  of  sale.  M 
of  truth;  at  worst,  for  the  sake  of-  makat 
proselytes, 

On  the  strength  of  which  properties,  •• 
reckon  that  this  Hixtoric  Sumy  may,  ondfr 
certain  conditions,  be  useful  and  acceptablew 
two  classes.  First,  to  incipient  sladcntt  li 
German  Liieratnre  in  the  original ;  whoiany 
History  of  their  subject,  even  in  »  bare  MM- 
logue.will  fiud  help;  though  for  that  cUk 
UQ fortunately,  Mr.  Taylor's  help  is  moch  4k 
minished  in  value  by  several  circamilaiwet; 
by  this  one,  were  there  no  other,  that  he  •»- 
where  cites  any  authority:  the  path  he  ks 
opened  may  be  the  true  or  the  false  one  ;  ftr 
farther  researches  and  lateral  surveys  thcMii 
no  direction  or  indication.  But,  secondly. >• 
reckon  that  this  Book  may  be  welcome  to  BM^f 
of  the  much  larger  miscellaneous  class,  vti 
read  less  for  any  specific  object  tban/brAl 
sake  of  reading  i  to  whom  any  book,  tbal  wii 
either  In  the  way  of  contradiction  qi  of  M* 

flrmalion,  by  new  wisdom,  or  new  pet '" 

of  wisdom,  stir  up  the  stagnant  inner 
3  windfall ;  the  rather  if  il  bring  some  hisMB 
tidings  also,  fit  for  remembering,  and  repM*- 
ing;  above  all,  if.  as  in  this  case,  the  tiflfc 
with  many  singularities,  have  some  stritolC 
merits,  and  so  the  book  be  a  light  exercM 
even  an  entertainment. 

To  Koch  praise  and  ntility  the  work  is  ja* 
1y  entitled  ;  bnt  this  i;  not  all  it  pretends  lo;Mf 
more  cannot  without  many  limitations  bett^ 
ceded  it.  Viilnchily  the  Hi^orir  Survfs  is  W' 
what  il  should  be,  but  only  what  it  larDirfd  tfr 
Our  Author  hastens  to  correct  in  bi«  PnttB 
any  false  hopes  his  Tiitepsge  mny  limtV- 
cited:  "  A  complete  History  of  OemaB  ft* 
try,"  il  seems,  "  is  hardly  within  reach  of  *• 
local  command  of  library:  so  cnmprctiran" 
an  undertaking  would  require  aaoiber  Mli- 
denceinicoaniryfrom  whicb  be  baanovbia 
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larated  more  thau  forty  years  ;**  and  which 
*ioQS  considerations  render  it  unadvisa')Je 
revisit  Nevertheless.  **  having  long  been 
the  practice  of  importing  the  productions 
its  fine  literature/'  and  of  working  in  that 
.terial,  as  critic,  biographer,  and  translator, 

more  thau  one  *' periodic  publication  of  this 
iDiry,*'  he  has  now  composed  '*  introductory 
J  connective  sections,"  filled  up  deflbiencies, 
renched  superfluities;  and  so,  collecting  and 
Dodelling  those  **  successive  contributions,*' 
Dents  them  together  into  the  **  new  and  entire 
rk"  here  offered  to  the  public.  "  With  frag- 
nis,"  he  concludes,  **  long  since  hewn,  as  it 
re,  and  sculptured,  I  attempt  to  construct  an 
glish  Temple  of  Fame  to  the  memory  of 
Hce  German  Poets." 

rhere  is  no  doubt  bat  a  Complete  History 
German  Poetry  exceeds  any  local  or  uni- 
wal  command  of  books  which  a  British 
m  can  at  this  day  enjoy;  and,  farther,  pre- 
118  obstacles  of  an  infinitely  more  serious 
iracter  than  this.  A  History  of  German,  of 
any  national  Poetry,  would  form,  taken  in 

complete  sense,  one  of  the  roost  arduous 
lerprises  any  writer  could  engage  in.  Poetry, 
're  it  the  rudest,  so  it  be  sincere,  is  the  at- 
npt  which  man  makes  to  render  his  exist- 
ee  harmonious,  the  utmost  he  can  do  for  that 
d :  it  springs  therefore  from  his  whole  feel- 
^ opinions,  activity,  and  takes  its  character 
>m  these.  It  may  be  called  the  music  of  his 
lole  manner  of  being;  and,  historically  con- 
iered,  is  the  test  how  far  Music,  or  Freedom, 
iated  therein;  how  far  the  feeling  of  Love, 
fieaoty,  and  Dignity,  could  be  elicited  from 
Lt  peculiar  situation  of  his,  and  from  the 
frws  he  there  had  of  Life  and  Nature,  of  the 
diverse,  internal  and  external.  Hence,  in 
y  measure  to  understand  the  Poetry,  to  esti- 
feJe  its  worth,  and  historical  meaning,  we 
^  as  a  quite  fundamental  inquiry:  What 
!.<  situation  was  ?  Thus  the  History  of  a 
t;ion*s  Poetry  is  the  essence  of  its  History, 
I  itical,  economic,  scientific,  religious.    With 

tbese  the  complete  Historian  of  a  national 
■vtry  will  be  familiar;  the  national  physiog- 
Kny,  in  its  finest  traits,  and  through  its  suc- 
Mive  stages  of  growth,  will  be  clear  to  him: 

will  di.scern  the  grand  spiritual  Tendency 
vach  period,  what  was  the  highest  Aim  and 
kthosiasm  of  mankind  in  each,  and  how  one 
Qcb  naturally  evolved  itself  from  the  other, 
i^  has  to  record  this  highest  Aim  of  a  nation, 
its  successive  directions  and  developments  ; 
"  by  this  the  Poetry  of  the  nation  modulates 
m]f.  thi!»  it  the  Poetry  of  the  nation. 
Such  were  the  primary  essence  of  a  true 
Mlory  of  Poetry;  the  living  principle  round 
feich  all  detached  facts  and  phenomena,  all 
pirate  characters  of  Poems  and  Poets, 
^o!d  fashion  themselves  into  a  cdherent 
*ole,  if  they  are  by  any  means  to  cohere. 
»  acc«)mplish  such  a  work  for  any  Literature 
ftold  require  not  only  all  outwardnids.  butan 
vellent  inwani  faculty :  all  telescopes  and 
s«ervaiories  were  of  no  avail,  without  the 
ring  eye  and  the  understanding  heart. 
Doubtless,  as  matters  stand,  such  models  re- 
lin  in  ereat  part  ideal;  the  stinted  result  of 
toal  practice  maitt  not  be  too  rigidly  tried  by 


them.  In  our  language,  we  hare  yet  no  ex- 
ample of  such  a  performance.  Neither  else- 
where, except  perhaps  in  the  well-meant,  but 
altogether  ineffectual,  attempt  of  Denina, 
among  the  Italians,  and  in  some  detached, 
though  far  more  succesbful,  sketches  by  Ger- 
man writers,  is  there  any  that  we  know  od 
To  expect  an  English  History  of  German  Li- 
terature in  this  style  were  especially  unrea- 
sonable ;  where  not  only  the  man  to  write 
it,  but  the  people  to  read  and  enjoy  it,  are 
wanting.  Some  Hittonc  Survty^  wherein  such 
an  ideal  standard,  if  not  attained,  if  not  ap- 
proached, might  be  faithfully  kept  in  view,  and 
endeavoured  after,  would  suffice  us.  Neither 
need  such  a  Survey*  even  as  a  British  Survey- 
or might  execute  ii,  be  deficient  in  striking  ob- 
jects, and  views  of  a  general  interest.  There 
is  the  spectacle  of  a  great  people,  closely  re- 
lated to  us  in  blood,  language,  character,  ad- 
vancing through  fifteen  centuries  of  culture ; 
with  the  eras  and  changes  that  have  distin- 
guished the  like  career  in  other  nations.  Nay, 
perhaps,  the  intellectual  history  of  the  Ger- 
mans is  not  without  peculiar  attraction,  on  two 
grounds :  first,  that  they  are  a  separate  unmix- 
ed people ;  that  in  them  one  of  the  two  grand 
stem-tribes,  from  which  all  modern  European 
Countries  derive  their  population  and  speech, 
is  seen  growing  up  distinct,  and  in  several 
particulars  following  its  own  course;  second- 
ly, that  by  accident  and  by  desert,  the  Oer^ 
mans  have  more  than  once  been  found  playing 
the  highest  part  in  European  culture  ;  at  more 
than  one  era  the  grand  Tendencies  of  Europe 
have  first  imbodied  themselves  into  action  in 
Germany,  the  main  battle  between  the  New 
and  the  Old  has  been  fought  and  gained  there. 
We  mention  only  the  Swiss  Revolt,  and  Lu- 
ther's Relbrmaiion.  The  Germans  have  not 
indeed  so  many  classical  works  to  exhibit  as 
some  other  nations ;  a  Shakspeare,  a  Dante, 
has  not  yet  been  recognised  among  them; 
nevertheless,  they  too  have  had  their  Teachers 
and  inspired  Singers  ;  and  in  regard  to  popu- 
lar Mythology,  traditionary  possessions  and 
spirit,  what  we  may  call  the  ituirnrui.te  Poetry 
of  a  nation,  and  what  is  the  element  of  its 
spoken  or  written  Poetry,  they  will  be  found 
superior  to  any  other  modern  people. 

The  Historic  Surveyor  of  German  Poetry 
will  observe  a  remarkable  nation  struggling 
out  of  Paganism ;  fragments  of  that  stem 
Superstition,  saved  from  the  general  wreck, 
and  still,  amid  the  new  order  of  things,  carry- 
ing back  our  view,  in  faint  reflexes,  into  the 
dim  primeval  time.  By  slow  degrees  the  chaos 
of  the  Northern  Immigrations  settles  into  a 
new  and  fairer  world;  arts  advance;  little  by 
little,  a  fund  of  Knowledge,  of  Power  over  Na- 
ture, is  accumulated  for  man  ;  feeble  glimmer- 
ings, even  of  a  higher  knowledge,  of  a  poetic, 
break  forth;  till  at  length  in  the  SiO'bian  Em, 
as  it  is  named,  a  blaze  of  true  though  simple 
Poetry  bursts  over  Germany,  more  splendid, 
we  might  say,  than  the  Troubadour  Period  of 
any  other  nation;  for  that  famous  Nihelutis^en 
Srmg,  pr(»duced,  at  least  ultimately  fashioned  in 
those  times,  and  still  so  significant  in  these,  is 
altogether  without  parallel  elsewhere. 

To  this  period,  the  essence  of  which  WM 
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Smnt  Wondtr,  and  an  «nihuiiia4m  for  which 
hfrRlrjr  van  mill  th»  flt  oxponvDl,  Ihere  suc- 
Mfil*>  on  Wii>  tinliinil,  a  perbd  of  Inquiry,  a 
Oldknllu  prriiid  ;  vlicrrin,  aiunnx  the  Oermans, 
U  ■Ufwbm,  many  a  Hugo  von  Trimbergde- 
Uftn  Wlir*iiwir,  and  moral  apnthefcms,  h>  Ihe 

KD*ral  raineatiiin:  latrr,  a  Tiivn-clrrk  oT 
n»hiir(*cr>  hi*  UMpnf  ftolt  iranslaied  iiiio 
til  livins  lanitUHRi^i,  lirice  intn  Lnlia,  and  reaiV 
by  KlHRnl  ihF  A|>ol<i)ti|D  or  Rtyniinf  ikt  f'n 
nlbrrlntl  llkflf  lOKrihir.  tram  ^nurcex  remoi 
and  aptr,  tMuinri  iti  Low-Ocrman  T«mrf 
snd  bvooini 


il  Iiv4 


with   I. 


■    nfvrlj 


inlof  In- 


M*  nf  ihe 

itMtli>ni>  iif  ih. 
yMlryoT  ihii.  1 
qairy  I  rail  ^1  air 

poeliea),  at  WbL>   n>  mui  Hum--  ;   ■irriiii)'  ■>  kiK 

«p*nln(  of  Ih*  f.iunrriiih  (fnlarr.  Orrmitnr 
»ltnntM^.tha  Ao>l  a(?>rnioD  nf  pulitioal  rithi, 
A*  Aral  nndii  jlion  of  Mm  acainsi  Noblroian ; 
U  Ihr  *«rly  hiMnry  of  ih«  ncnnan  Swiss. 
A»d  axtin.  tirw  crntnnrs  lawr.ihe  6r"l  •sser- 
tlMi  «ir  iBlsllMinal  nthi.  Ihr  irti 
of  Man  aciinil  Clrrcymn ;  fn  lb«  ht^^ntrr  of 
Lvltwr^  Krr<irtnat<t)u.  Ucanvhile  ifa«  Pmi 
iMfwIcalabIa  imsk  -.  i!w  uidiicc- 
MM  FratiKn  of  ihA  «rr»anv  "tal  n  lu*r 
MIM  lh«>r  ioaitKotair  ^iniT. 

fMMy  and  kiorind  «f  vbaeh  Mill  lirr  m 
ftll  B«r»fMiD  evwitriM  i  tb«  fSenftt  tM««  Aetr 
Tn««ly  aMl  ih*ir  Omm<t  ;  tV*  J 

I**m  bdWt^Mili 

Una  «t  F*ftt. 


nMiIy -frosaic  (   iw  few  SingFri  i«  S   _ 

echoes  of  furei^n  tnodpts  liiile  btuei  tw  i 
ihPinselves-  No  Sh^tV&peare,  do  HiIuo  a| 
pears Ihers;  snch. indeed.  TriHhnnffn-|| 
earlier,  if  at  al),  in  the  carreni  ot "" — aj 
lory  1  but  insleitd,  they  have  only  al  bpt<>i| 
tes,  Plemmin^.  Lo$;aDs,  us  w«  hadoarQ^j 
Anne  Wiiji'or,  id  iheir  Iioheniuinei.Of*^ 
HoflinannswBldaus,  ihoueh  in  tnvfrae  a>  | 
an  un  I  mention  a  I  parody  or  our  Drjrdeg^^i 
Lees.  1 

Nev(>rtheleiis  from  every  mnrnl  deilh  ^ 
i»  a  Dev  birth  1  in  Ihii  wondroiu  c«cr-«^ 
hit,  man  may  indt^  Itntrcr  bm  aMtHI  .^3 
^rflde  or  itajid  s<ill.  In  Ihe  laiddk  ^  1 
eeniory,  frnni  anion:"  Ibe  Pariiiai  fcaM 
riclcfty  Seoii men t^ ilia,  Cunrl  afrriim  j 
hollow  Dulness,  Mrxin;;  ia  »ll  b  ^J 
rourses,  ve  behold  the  giant  ipirit  ^b  J 
Diiiny  svalcen  as  from  ktag  sluaibN'^ 
■vay  the.<ie  ironbless  fellers,  and  By  i, 
sins^  and  Klopsiockit,  ai 

dialect,  that  the  G«rnua>  alsa  •■ 
Stngnlar    i 

itatuM  1  ibe  work  a' 
on   the  walers," — a  a 
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lat  the  growth  of  GermaD  Poetry  mast  be 
:nied  and  represented  by  the  historian : 
are  the  general  phenomena  and  vicissi- 
,  which,  if  elucidated  by  proper  indWi- 
instances,  by  specimens  fitly  chosen,  pre- 
d  in  natural  sequence,  and  worked  by 
sophy  into  union,  would  make  a  valuable 
;  on  any  and  all  of  which  the  observa- 
and  researches  of  so  able  an  inquirer  as 
'aylor  would  hr^ve  been  welcome.  Sorry 
e  to  declare  that  of  all  this,  which  cnn- 
*s  the  essence  of  any  thing  calling  itself 
•ir  Survfift  there  is  scarcely  a  vestige  in 
ook  before  us.  The  question.  What  is 
crman  mind;  what  is  the  culture  of  the 
nn  mind;  what  course  has  Germany  fol- 
I  in  that  matter;  what  are  its  national 
cteristics  as  manifested  therein  1  appears 

0  have  presented  itself  to  the  author^s 
jhf.  No  theorem  of  Germany  and  its  in- 
lual  progress,  not  even  a  false  one,  has 
srn  at  pains  to  construct  for  himself.  We 
Vf,  it  is  impossible  for  the  most  assidu- 
reader  to  gather  from  these  three  Volumes 
portraiture  of  the  national  mind  of  Ger- 
f, — not  to  say  in  its  successive  phases 
the  historical  sequence  of  these,  but  in 
one  phase  or  condition.  The  work  is 
'  op  of  critical,  biographical,  bibliogra- 
il  dissertations,  and   notices  concerning 

and  the  other  individual  poet;  inter- 
ed  with  large  masses  of  translation :  and 
It  that  all  these  are  strung  together  in  the 

of  time,  has  no  historical  feature  what- 

M.iny  literary  lives  as  we  read,  the  na* 
of  literary  life  in  Germany, — what  sort 
>ral,  economical,  intellectual  element  it 
It  a  German  writer  lives  in  and  works 
rill  nowhere  manifest  itself.    Indeed,  far 

depicting  Germany,  scarcely  on  more 
one  or  two  occasions  does  our  author 
)<u)k  at  it,  or  so  much  as  remind  us  that 
•e  capable  of  being  depicted.  On  thcNC 
>ccasions,  too,  we  were  treated  with  sjich 
(Ophic  insight  as  the  following:  "The 
ans  are  not  an  imitative,  but  they  are  a 
iog  people:  they  can  do  nothing  without 
i«»ns,  and  any  thing  with  them.  As  s-.x^n 
ittsched's  rules  for  writing  German  cor- 

had  made  their  appearance,  everybody 

1  to  write  German."  Or  we  have  Iheo- 
hints,  resting  on  no  basisy  about  some 
:ribnnal  of  taste  which  at  one  time  had 
d  itself  **  ia  the  mess-rooms  of  the  Prus- 
sfEcers!" 

a  word,  the  "  connecting  sections,**  or  in- 
by  what  alchymy  such  a  congeries  could 
mnected  into  an  Ilitiorir  Si>rvty^  have  not 
ne  plain  to  us.  Considerable  part  of  it 
sts  of  quite  detached  little  Notices,  mostly 
together  insignificant  men ;  heaped  to- 
r  as  separate  fragments ;  fit,  had  they 
unexceptionable  in  other  respects,  for  a 
■aphical  Dictionary,  but  nowise  for  an  //r- 
Jurrry.  Then  we  have  dense  masses  of 
elation,  sometimes  good,  but  seldom  of 
haracteristic  pieces ;  an  entire  fphiefnin, 
lire  Niithnn  iki  IVise:  nay  worse,  a  Seqvtl 
f'Ar/f,  wh'ch  when  we  have  conscien- 
f  St  mealed  to  pursue,  the  Author  turns 
I,  witluMit  «Bj  apparent  smile  and  tellt 


US  that  it  is  by  a  nameless  writer,  artd  worth 
nothing.  Not  only  Mr.  Taylor's  own  Translg- 
tions,  which  are  generally  good,  but  contribu- 
tions from  a  whole  body  of  labourers  in  that 
department,  are  given :  for  example,  near 
sixty  pages,  very  ill  rendered  by  a  Miss  Plum- 
tre,  of  a  Life  of  Koizflmet  Concerning  whom,  or 
whose  life,  death,  or  burial,  there  is  now  no 
curiosity  extant  among  men.  If  in  that  "Eng- 
lish Temple  of  Fame,"  with  it>  hewn  and 
sculptured  stones,  those  Biographical-Diction- 
ary frafrmenis  and  fractions  are  so  much  dry 
rvible-iMrk  of  whinstone,  is  not  this  quite  des- 
picable Autobiography  of  Kotzehuf  a  rood  or 
two  of  mere  tvrf^  which,  as  ready-cut,  our  ar- 
chitect, to  make  up  measure,  has  packed  in 
among  his  marble  ashlar,  whereby  the  whole 
wall  will  the  sooner  bulge?  But  indeed,  cre- 
nerally  speaking,  5^'mmelry  is  not  one  of  his 
architectural  rules.  Thus,  in  volume  First, 
we  have  a  long  story  translated  from  a  Ger- 
man Magazine,  about  certain  antique  Hyper- 
borean hartfQrk*^  amusing  enough,  but  with 
no -more  reference  to  Germany  than  to  Eng- 
land ;  while,  in  return,  ihe  NiMutigen  Lied  is 
despatched  in  something  less  than  one  line, 
and  comes  no  more  to  light  Tyll  Eulenspie- 
g:el,  who  was  not  an  **  anonymous  Satire,  enti- 
tled the  Mirror  of  OveiUr  but  a  real  flesH-and- 
blood  hero  of  that  name,  whose  tombstone  is 
standing  to  this  day  near  Lubeck,  has  some 
four  lines  for  his  share ;  Behieke  de  Vom  aboat 
as  many,  which  also  are  inaccurate.  Again, 
if  Wieland  have  V'S  half-volume,  and  poor 
Ernest  Schtilze,  poor  Zacharias  Werner,  and 
numerous  other  poor  men,  each  his  chapter; 
Luther  also  has  his  two  sentences,  and  is  in 
these  weighed  against — Dr.  Isaac  Watts.  Ul- 
rich  Hntten  does  not  occur  here ;  Hans  Sachs 
and  his  Master-singers  escape  notice,  or  even 
do  worse ;  the  poetry  of  the  Reformation  is 
not  aUnded  to.  The  name  of  Jean  Paul 
Friedrich  Hichter  appears  not  to  be  known  to 
Mr.  Taylor ;  or  if  want  of  Rhyme  was  to  be 
the  test  of  a  Prosaist,  how  comes  Salomon 
Gesner  here?  Stranger  still.  Lodwi?  Tieck 
is  not  once  mentioned;  neither  is  Novalis; 
neither  is  Maler  Mrjler.  But  why  dwell  on 
these  omissions  and  commissions?  is  not  all 
included  in  this  one  well-nigh  incredible  fact, 
that  one  of  the  lan?est  articles  in  the  Book,  a 
tenth  part  of  the  whole  Hixtorir  Survry  of  Gtr^ 
iron  Poe'ry,  treats  of  that  delectable  genius, 
August  von  Kotzebue? 

The  truth  is,  this  HUtorir  Survey  has  not 
any  thing  historical  in  it;  but  is  a  mere  aggre- 
gate of  Dissertations,  Translations,  Notices, 
and  Notes,  bou'id  together  indeed  by  the  cir- 
cumstance that  they  are  all  about  German 
Poetry.  **ab. Ml t  it  and  about  it;"  also  by  the 
sequence  of  lime,  and  still  more  strongly  by 
the  Bookbinder's  packthread ;  but  by  no  other 
sufficient  tie  whatever.  The  authentic  title, 
were  not  some  mercantile  varnish  allowable  in 
such  cases,  might  be :  **  General  Jail-delivery 
of  all  Publications  and  Manuscripts,  original 
or  translafd,  composed  or  borniwed,  on  the 
subject  of  German  Poetry;  by."  Ac. 

To  such  Jail-d^liverv.  at  least  when  it  is 
from  the  prison  of  Mr.  Tavlor's  Desk  at  Nor- 
wich, and  relates  to  a  subject  in  the  aetntl 
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mdietnient  of  Germtn  Poeirj  tmoDg  nt,  we 
MTC  DO  fandaiDentml  objection:  tod  for  the 
name,  now  that  it  is  explained,  there  is  nothinf; 
IB  a  name;  arose  by  any  other  name'wuuld 
mell  as  sweet.    However,  even  in  this  lower 
and  lowest  jMnnl  of  view,  the  Hiiiorir  Survfy  is 
liable  to'fEnivf  objections:*  its  worth  is  of  no 
«B mixed  character.    We  mentioned  that  Mr. 
Taylor  did  notoAen  cite  authorities^:  for  whirh 
doubtless  he  may  have  his  reasons.    If  it  be 
not  fh>m  French  Prefaces,  and  the  Bitgraphit 
UmBtnetti,  and  other  the  like  sources,  we  con- 
jfess  ourselves  altogether  at  a  loss  to  divine 
whence  any  reasonable  individual  gaUiered 
.  ^ch  notices  as  these.     Books    indeed  are 
^  aoaree  $  but  the  niost  untoward  situation  may 
^  «ommtfkl  Wachler's  Votkiumgent  Horn's  Pocstc 
mmi  BtndfomktU,    Meisterfs     Chfaradenatikem^ 
Xoch'a  Compimdmun,  or  some  of  the  thousand 
aad  one  compilations  of  that  sort,  numenyos 
aad  accurate  in  Gemian,  more  than  in  any 
<ilber  Iktrature :  at  all  events,  JOrden's  Ltxieon 
JDtmtttktr  wad  P^wtoiiffa,  and  the  wovld-renown- 
«d  Leipstc  Comoenatiamt'LtxwHu    No  onf  of 
these  appears  to  have  been  in  Mr.  Taylor's 
posaeaaioa  ^-rBooterwek  alone,  and  him   he 
atams  to  have  consulted  perfunctorily.   A  cer- 
taia  proportion  of  errors  in  such  a  work  is 
pardonable  and.  unavoidable :  scarcely  so  the 
proportion  observed  here.    The  Mitiane  Airvfy 
-  abounds  with  errors,  perhaps  beyond  any  book 
it  lias  ^ver  been  our  lot  to  review.    Of  these, 
nany,  indeed,  are  harmless  enough:  as,  for 
iBptanee,  where  we  learn  that  Gorres  was  born 
in  1904,  (not  in  1776;}  though  in  that  case  he 
must  have  published  his  Sfiak-Nameh  at  the  af^ 
of  three  years ;  or  where  it  is  said  that  Wer- 
ner's epitaph  ♦*  begs  Mary  Magdalene  to  pray 
for  his  soul/'  which  it  does  not  do,  if  indeed 
any  one  cared  what  it  did.    Some  are  of  a 
quite  mysterious  nature;  either  impregnated 
with  a  wit  which  continues  obstinately  latent, 
or  indicating  that,  in   spite  of  Railways  and 
Newspapers,  some  portions  of  this  Island  are 
still  impermeable.    For  example,   "  It  (Goetz 
von  /er/if/iingfti)  was  admirably  translated  into 
English,  in   1799,  at  Edinburgh,  by   Witliufh 
Scott,  Advocate;  no  doubt,  the  same  person 
who,  under  the  poetical  but  assumed  name  of 
Walter,  has  since  become  the  most  exten.sively 
popular  of  the  British  writers." — Others  again 
are  the  fruit  of  a  more  culpable  ignorance;  as 
when    we   hear    that  Goethe's    Dichtutig  untf 
Wahiheit  is  literally  meant  to  be  a  fictitious 
narrative,  and  no  genuine  Biography;  that  his 
8,eUa  ends  quietly  in  Bigamy,  (to  Mr.  Taylor's 
satisfaction,)    which,    however    the    French 
Translation  may  run,  in  the  original  it  cer- 
Uinly  does  not     Mr.  Taylor  likewise  com- 
plains that  his  copy  of  Fatttt  is  incomplete: 
so,  we  grieve  to  stale,  is  ours,    8iill  worse  is 
it  when  speaking  of  distinguished  men,  who 
probably  have  been  at  pains  to  veil  their  sen- 
timents on  certain  subjects,  our  author  takes  it 
upon  him  to  lift  such  veil,  and  with  perfect 
composure  pronounces  this  to  be  a  Deist,  that 
a  Pantheist,  that  other  an  Atheist,  often  with- 
out any  due  foundation.    It  is  quite  erroneous, 
for  example,  to  describe  Schiller  by  any  such 
unhappy  term  as  that  of  Deist:  it  is  very  par- 
.  licularly  erroneous  to  say  that  Goethe  any- 


where ^avows  himself  aa  AAcliti*  tet  to ' 
a  PatmNFLst;"— indeed,  that  he  ia.waa,sr 
like'  to  be  any  ut  to  whieb  Mr.  Tayhr  WM 
attach  just  meaning. 

mit  on  the  whole,  what  wtiuclftlp  mm 
these  errors,  is  their  surpriajny  Baabrr. 
the  way  of  our  calling,  we  at  first  took  pi^ 
with  intent  to  mark  such  transgremMtt!' 
soon  (Ttund  it  tm>  appalling  a  task,  and  s^ 
aside  our  black-lead  andoor  arttoMfw^ 
9«f.)    Happily,  however,  a  little  aanr-^ 
vention^  assisted  by  some  tincture  of  ar^ 
tic,  came  to  our  aid.    Six  pages,  sttii^^ 
that  end,  we  did  mark;  finding  tberna  t3b^ 
errors:  the  pages  are  167—179  of ^^ 
Third,  and  still  in  pur  copyv  haiPf  ikeirT^ 
ginal  stigmas,  which  can  be  vindicilHl/ 
a  jury  of  Aothoirs.    Now  if  6  gire  4 
seea  not  that  1456,  the  entire  a.niabsnf  j 
will  give  815S,  and  a  (h^tion  1    Qr,\ 
for  translations,  which  al^  ffwr  froa 
and  for  pbiiosophical  DitaiiaaioBs,  < 
errors  are  of  another  sort;  nay«  griMflij 
a  perhaps  unwarranted  Iibeiidiqr,lM ' 
six  pages   mi^  yield   too  high  aa  v 
which  we  know  not  that  they  dOr-uufj 
round  numbers,  TiAtcu  Huadrad  bei/ 
the  appnizimate  ampont,  not  of  Emn»i 
yet  of  Mistakes  and  Misatatetpeats,  ia 
threei  octavos  1 

Of^  errors  in  dufptrine,  fklse  criiieil^ 
ments,  and  all  aorts  of  pbilosophjbal  ^ 
tion,  the.  number,  more  dtfficun  to  ai 
also  unfortunately  great    Coiisidered,ii 
as  in  any  measure  a  picture  of  what 
markabfe  in  German  Poetry,  this  Hiatmki 
is  one  great  Errqr.    We  have  to  object isl 
Taylor  on  all  grounds ;    that  his  viewi 
often  partial  and  inadequate,  sometime^i 
false  and  imaginary  ;  that  the  highest 
tions  of  German  Literature,  tha^ie  vi 
which   properly  its  characteristic  and 
worth  lie,  are  still  as  a  sealed  book  to  hia,' 
what  is  worse,  an  open  book  that  he  viU^ 
read,  but  pronounces   to  be  filled  with  " 
paper.      From  a  man   of  such    int 
vigour,  who  his  studied  his  subject  so 
U'e  should  not  have  expected  such  a  faih 

Perhaps  the  main  principle  of  it 
staled,  if  not  accounted  for,  in  thisoae< 
stance,  that  the  Htt  one  $Mrvey,  like  its  Al 
stands   separated  from  Germany  by 
than  forty  years."    During  this  lime  " 
has  been  making  unexampled  progress; 
our  author  has  either* advanced  in  the 
direction,  or  continued  quite  stationary* 
years,  it  is  true,  make  no  difference  io  s< 
cal  Poem :  yet  much  in  the  readers 
Poem,  and  its  position  towards  these, 
years  are  bu^asmall  period  io  si«meHi 
but  in  the  history  of  German  Li|frataf^J 
m«>st  rapidly  extending,  incessantly  t\ 
object  even  in  the  spiritual  world,  thef 
a  great  period.   In  Germany,  within  tb^l 
years,  how  much  has  been  united,  bov  ~ 
has   fallen   asunder!     Kant   has  sa| 
Wolfe;  Ficbte,iCant;  Schelling,  Fichtt;^ 
now,  it  seems,  Hegel  is  b#hl  on  sa| 
Schelling.;   Baumgarten   has  gives  ply^ 
Schlegel;  the  Deuittkt  liUiotkik  to  tbeM 
.Hamu:  Lessing  stiU  towers  in  the  diiitf' 


Mi_  WiibiQ  ihe  lob:  forty  years,  (leroiBn 

laK  «:sre  haa  become  naliaiial,  idiomatic, 
uc  C  Itum  sll  vibers;  b;  ils  productions 
1^        dial  period,  it  is  cither  something  or 

!r^  xlhelcss  il  is  still  at  the  distance  of 
3^^flrs,  sometimes  we  ihink  it  mast  be 
Ltm  ^1  Mr.  Taylor  sioods.  ■■  Tbe  fine  Lite- 
I  «3f  Germany,"  no  doubt,  he  has  "  im- 
^  i"*  yet  only  wilh  the  eyes  of  1780  does 
^L«i  iL  Thos  Sulzer's  L'naiirial  Tktory 
■ «-«.  ^s  :<till  to  be  his  roadbook  to  the  temple 
l~»=»aaii  taste;  almost  as  if  ihe  German 
s- A»  «iutd  undertake  to  measure  H'antTliy  and 
■«f  ty  the  scale  of  Blair's  Ledum.  Sulzer 
^^  'Wlimable  man,  who  did  good  service 
^^■^ftiij;  but  about  forty  years  aK"  sunk 
^^^^poae,  from  which  it  would  now  be  im- 
B^  lo  rouse  him.  Th?  siiperanntialiDn 
*«^  r  appears  nol  once  lo  be  suspected  by 
^■*»«-lior;  as  indeed  little  of  all  Ihe  great 
^'^^-a.tbas  been  done  or  undone,  in  Literary 
^*.«»y  wiihin  that  period,  baa  become  clear 
»-l*»..      The  far-famed  Xcititn  o(  Schiller's 

"^,^';en  lines,  wherein  also  Ibere  are  more 
*  «»lf-a-dozen  inaccuracies,  and  one  rather 
:**»o\is  error.  Of  the  results  thai  followed 
(<**  Uiese  Xtnimj  of  Tieck,  Wac  ken  rode  r, 
f^yvo  Scblegets,  and  Noralis,  whose  critical 
fsUka,  anil  its  works,  filled  all  Germany  with 
(Bull,  discussion,  and  at  length  wiib  new 
no  whisper  transpires  here.  The 
.  . .  with  all  thai  it  taught,  untaught,  and 
IB(h^  IB  not  so  much  as  alluded  to. 
erand  Goethe,  with  all  the  poetic  world 

, invisible,  or  dimly  seen  ; 

■}*  a  ton  of  Political  Reformer.  It  must 
^■ed  with  all  diEiinctness,  ihal  of  Ihe 
idhigherGerman  Literature,  no  reader 
■  wmio  the  smallest  understanding  from 
g^  Volumes. 

^ ,  ^-..e  apart  from  his  inacquaintance 

KUUlGermauy,  there  is  that  in  Iheslruc- 
T  habit  of  Mr.  Taylor's  mind,  which  sin- 
'j  aa&a  him  for  judging  of  such  matters 
""  ,ilBin  that  he  reads  Ger- 

IfcPoeLry,  from  first  lo  lasi,  with  English 
u  Witt  nol  accommodate   himself  lo  the 
pef  the  Literature  he  is  invesiigaliog.and 
■  uimosi,  by  loving  endeavour,  to  win  its 
''  ~:  but  plunges  in  headlong,  and 

y  assnining  thai  all  liiis  was  wrillen  for 
d  lor  his  objeois.  makes  short  work  wiib 
j  innamerable  false  conclusions.  It  la 
i»  a«e  an  bonesi  traveller  conlidenlly  gaug- 
tal  foreign  objects  with  a  measure  ibat  will 
~  '  :  trying  German  Bacred  Oaks 
T  Alness  for  British  ihipbuildingi  walk- 
I  Beersheba,  and  finding  so 
,..  e  tfaai  he  did  nol  bring  with  him.  This,  we 
ti«  Coo  well  aware,  is  ihe  commonest  of  all 
tnorSi  both  with  vulgar  readers,  ai 
ralffV  eniiESi  bul  from  Mr.  Taylor 
uipecied  something  beiicri  nay,  lei  us 
»e  t>»n&elf  now  and  then  seems  lo  attempt 
MmclhiDg  belle  r,  but  too  imperfectly  socceedi 
■  )(■ 
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Tbe  truth  is,  Mr.  Taylor,  though  a 
talent,  as  we  have  often  admitted,  and  a 
^orld  well  knows,  Ihougb  a  downright, 
pendent,  and  to  all  appearance  most  praue- 
irlhy  man,   is    one  of   tbe    most  peculiar 
tics  ID  be  found  in  our  times.    As  we  con- 
oe  him  from  Ihese  volumes,  the  bsf is  of  hia 
ture   seems   to   be    polemicit;    his   whole 
•,w  of  the  worl4,  of  its  Poetry.rand  whatever 
e  it  holds,  has  a  mililanl  character.     Ac* 
cording  to  this  philosophy,  the  whole  duly  of 
an,  it  would  almusi  appear,  is  to  lay  aside 
e  opinion  of  bis  grandlUlher.     Doubtless,  it 
natural,  it  is  indispensable,  for  a  man  to  \vt 
ide  ibe  Opinion  of  his  grandfather,  whea  it 
lit  no  longer  bold  logelher  on  bim;1ialw§ 
had   imagined   Ihal   the   great   and  iq^ilelj   ^ 
harder  duty  was — To  tun   tbe  opinion   ihal 
does  hold  together,  lo  some  acconnu    How- 
it   is  Dol  in   receiving   the   New,   utd 
ing  good  wilh  it,  bul  solely  in  pulling  lo 
pieces  Ihe  Old,  thai  Mr.  Taylor  will  have  ns 
employed.    Often,  in  ihe  course  of  these  page», 
mighl  the  Biitlsh  reader  sorrowfully  exclaim: 
Alas!  is  this  the  year  of  grace  1831.  and  are 
'e  still  Aers?    Armed  with   the   haichel  and 
tinder-box;  still  no  symptom  of  the  liower't- 
sheet   and   plough?"    These   latter,  for  our 
Author,  are  implements  of  ihe  dark  ages ;.  the 
ground  is  foil  of  ihisiles  and  jangle;  cul  down 
and  spare  not    X  singular  aversion  lo  Priesu, 
imeibing  like  a  natural  horror  and  hydropbo- 
a,  gives  him  no  rest  night  nor  day  ;  tbe  ^iBt 
of  all  his  speculations  is  lo  drive  down  more 
or  less  edeciual   palisades  against  Ibat  class 
of  persons;  nothing   that  he   doe«   bul  Ibey 
inlerfere  with  or  threaten;  the  flrsl  (juettioB 
isks   of  every   passer-Uy,   be  it  Germaa 
Poet,  Philosopher,  Farce-writer,  is,  "  Arian  or 
Trinilarian !     Wilt   ihnu   help   me  or  noil" 
Long  as  he  has  now  laboured,  and  though  call- 
ing himself  Philosopher,  Mr.  Taylor  has  uot 
yet  succeeded  in  sweeping  Ibis  arena  clear ;  but 
still   painfully  struggles   in  Ihe   questions  of 
Naturalism  and  Supernatural  ism.  Liberalism 
id  Servilism. 

Agitated  by  ihis  leal.with  ils  liiful  hope  and 
ar,  it  IS  thai  he  goes  through  Germany; 
scenting  oul  InGdelity  with  [he  nose  of  an  an* 
~  Heresy-hunter,  though  for  opposite  par- 
poses;  and,  like  a  recruiting  sergeant,  beaEiOK 
aloud  fur  recruits ;  nay,  where  in  any  corner 
ipy  a  lall  man,  clutching  al  hitn,  to 
m  or  impress  him.  Goethe's  and 
Schiller  s  creed  we  saw  specified  above ;  thuss 
of  Lessiug  and  Herder  are  scarcely  lesK  edify- 
ing :  bul  lake  rather  this  sagacious  eiposilion 
of  Kanl's  Philosophy; 
"  The  Aieiandrian  writings  do  nol  differ  so 
idely  as  is  commonly  apprehended  from  IhoM 
of  Ihe  Kiiaigsberg  ijchoul,  for  ihey  abouad 
wilh  passages,  which,  while  they  seem  to  flatlar 
Ihe  popular  credulity,  resolve  into  ailegory  Ibe 
stories  of  the  gods,  and  mio  an  illustraliva 
persomficalion  the  soul  of  the  world ;  thus  In- 
sinnating  to  the  more  alertand  penelraling,  the 
speculative  rcjeciion  of  opinions  wiih  whioh 
they  arc  encouraged  and  comma nded  in  aciioQ 
lo  comply-  With  analogous  spirit,  PrufvssoT 
Kant  Biudionsly  inlroduces  a  disiineiioo  bit- 
(ween  PraciicaJ  and  Theoretical  Reaaoo.'.  «a& 
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while  be  teaches  thai  raliuaal  < 
dulgeihe  hfpoiheaisnf  a  God,  * 
a  rmure  slate,  ((his,  we  prosun 

pretends  that  TheDreti 
no  one  satisfaclory  argumeot  in  [heir  twhalf' 
so  that  his  mornliiy  amounts  lo  a  defence  of 
Ihe  old  adaee,  'Think  with  the  wi.te.  and 
wilh  ihe  vulgar;'  a  plan  of  behaviour  which 
secares  lo  Ihe  vulgar  nn  ullimnte  victory 
Ihe  wise.  •  •  Philosophy  is  to  be  withdi 
within  a  narrower  circle  of  the  initiared ;  and 
these  mnsl  be  inducFd  lo  conspire  m  favouring 
a  vulgar  supersiilion.    This  can  best  be 


a  clondy  phraseology,  which  may  intercept 
*^frn(n  behw  ilie  war-whoi'p  of  impiely.  and 
from  above  the  evuigation  of  infidelity;  by 
eoniriring  a  kind  of  ■  cipher  of  illutnini^ra,'  in 
which  public  itiscussions  of  Ihe  most  critical 
nature  can  be  carried  on  from  the  press,  » 
out  alarming  ihe  prejudice!  of  the  peopli 
eieitlDg  the  preeaolions  of  the  magisti ..  . 
Snch  a  cipher,  in  the  hands  of  an  adept,  is  the 
dialect  of  Kant.  Add  lo  thi«,  the  notorious 
Gallicanism  of  his  opinions,  which  mutt  endear 
him  lo  the  pnlrioiism  of  the  philosophers  of 
the  Lyceum ;  and  it  will  appear  probable  that 
Ihe  reception  of  his  forftis  of  syllogising  should 
extend  from  Gennnny  lo  France;  ahaiUd  com- 

Elelely  and  exclusivelj-  esiablish  itself  on  the 
outinenti  enioajb  with  ihe  Eteasonin^s  the 
Beason  of  the  modern  world;  and  form  Ihe 
taslel«ss  fretwork  which  seems  about  lo  con~ 
vert  the  halls  of  liberal  Philosophy  into 
churches  of  inyslical  Bupematuralism." 

These  are,  indeed,  fearftil  symptoms  and 
enough  lo  quicken  (he  diligence  of  any  recruit- 
ing officer  that  has  the  goad  cause  at  heart. 
Seasonably  may  Each  officer,  beleagured  with 
"  witchcraft  and  demonology.irinitBrinnism,  in- 
lolerance,"  and  a  considerable  list  of  (T-ref rnu, 
•nd.  *1<1I  seeing  no  hearty  followers  of  his  Bag, 
but  a  mere  Falslaff  regiment,  smite  upon  his 
ihigh,  and,  in  momenU  of  despondency,  lament 
that  Christianily  had  ever  entered,  or,  as  we 
here  have  it,  "intruded"  inlo  Europe  at  allii 
that,  at  leasl,  some  small  slip  of  heathendom, 
"  Scandinavia,  for  instance,"  had  not  been  | 
"left  lo  its  nalaral  course,  nnmisguided  by 
ecclesiastical  missionaries  and  monastic  i 
ilitntions.    Many  superstilions,  which   ha' 


of  a  corrupt  hui  insimcied  refinement, 

are  likely  to  rebuild  the  morality  of  ihe  Aik 

cienis  on  the  ruins  of  Chnsttan  Puntaniw.' 

Such  relros  pec  lions  and  pro;peetu>n>  briai 
lo  nind  a.u  absurd  rumour  which.  co&fonn£ 
ing'Dur  author  wiih  his  namesaJce,  tbe  c«te> 
braied  iranslaior  vt  Plato  and  Ansioite.  nfif^ 
senled  him  as  berog  engaged  in  the  repair  t 
re-eslablishmeni  of  ihe  Pagan  religion.  I 
such  rumour,  we  ate  happy  to  slate,  there  a 
not,  and  was  not,  the  slighl«at  foondatlM 
WielanS  may,  indeed,  ai  one  iime,  hare  M 
some  whims  inlo  his  disciple's  head;  bvtlM 
Taylor  is  loo  solid  a  man  to  eoibark  in  'tfien ' 
lationB  of  that  nature.  Prophetic  daj-drMaJ 
are  not  practical  projecis;  at  all  eren»,ai  *i 
here  see.  it  is  not  the  old  Pagan  godB  thai  m 
are  to  bring  back,  but  ouly  the  ancient  Pim 
moralily,  a  refined  and  reformed  PaganiiiD}— 

some  middle-aged  househnld^r,  if  diMrt(Mi| 


by  tax-gatherers  a 
becDEning  thin 
schoolboy.    ' 


I-setfav' 

lid  Layman  appreboi 

any  overflow  of  Friesis  from   Mr.  Taylor.  V 


tarrmOfi 
igbioquieii 


alaat  but  loo  naturally  followed  in  the  train  of 
(be  sacred  books,  would  there,  perhaps,  never 
have  struck  rooli  and  in  one  comer  of  the 
world,  the  inquiries  of  reason  might  have 
found  an  earlier  asylum,  and  asserted  a  less 
circumscribed  range."  Neveriheless,  there  is 
Btill  hope,  pre  pond  ersliog  hope.  "  The  general 
tendency  of  Ihe  German  school,"  it  would  ap- 
pear, could  we  but  believe  such  tidings,  -  is  to 
teach  French  opinions  in  English  forms." 
Philosophy  can  now  took  down  with  some  ap- 

C roving  glances  on  Socmianism.  Nay,  the 
leraiure  i>f  Germany,  "  very  liberal  and  lole- 
mnl."  IS  gradually  overllowing  even  into  the 
Slavonian  nations,  "and  will  found,  in  new 
laagnagec  and  climates,  those  latest  inferences 


of  Gods. 
hitherto  so  ineiplicabte 
Leopold,  CounI  Slolberg, 

On  the  Continent  of  Europe,  the  gttOt, 

1,  and  Frederic  Leopold  was  empbalieifr' 

.  is  seldohi  brought  up  with  much  soUaMi 

for  any  positive  doclrine :  among  the  '^t'hrllBt, 

(he  moralist  insists  on  the  duty  of  oonfi»Bil| 

the  religion  of  one's  anfestors  ;  anoBjtti 

Protestants,  on  the  duly  of  coaformiiigloAt 

of  Ihe  magistrate  ;  bat  Frederic  U» 

pold  seems  lo  have  invented  a.  tiewpoiattf 

most  rational  one,  (he  duly  of 

the  religion  of  one'i  fathotn- 

A  yonug  man  is  the  happier,  while  sii^ 
for  being  unencumbered  trith  any  religion  (fr' 
slraints;  but  when  the  time  comes  forM^ 
milling  lo  matrimony,  be  will  Hod  the  M» 
ceded  of  Frederic  Leopold  well  eotilM  V 
con ii deration.  A  predisposition  to  eaulam 
lo  Ihe  religion  of  Ihe  fhlher-in-law  lacililMi 
advantageous  matrimonial  conneeiioni ;  ilfl^ 
duces  in  a  family  the  desirable  barmosy  aT 
religions  professions  it  secures  ihe  sititat- 
education  of  the  daughters  in  (he  fjulh«f  thtir 
mother;  and  il  leaves  Ihe  foung  men  ai  libnT 
lo  apostatize  in  their  lurn,  lo  exert  their  tM 
of  private  judgment,  and  to  chooie  a  waral| 
for  themselves.  Bebgion,  if  a  blemish  ia  Al' 
male,  is  surely  a  grace  in  the  female  mi' 
courage  of  mind  may  tend  to  aalraowlcd|r 
nothing  above  iiselfi  bat  timidity  is  ever^ 
posed  to  look  upwards  for  proteclion,  for  MB- 
solalion,  and  for  happiness. 

With  regard  lo  this  latter  point,  whelberl^ 
ligion  is  "a  blemish  in  the  tnale,  and  toNHi 
grace  in  Ihe  female  sex,"  it  is  posuble  jw 
ments  may  remain  suspended.  Conrap  • 
mind,  indeed,  will  prompl  ihe  squirrel  tB»* 
ilsclf  in  posture  ^lainsi  an  armed  horwawa: 
yet  whether  for  men  and  women,  who  see*  <* 
stand,  not  only  under  ihe  Galaiy  and  StelW 
system,  and  under  Immen*iiy  and  SvtWf, 
but  even  under  any  bare  bodkin  or  drtf  * 
prussic  acid,  "such  courage  of  miad  a*  "^ 
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I  10  iBltnowlnlgc  aothiog  above  iuelf," 
B  omaraeDu!  or  the  conirar;;  whether, 
Ijr,  rFligion  is  gronndrd  od  Fear,  or  on 
MlKiDg  iofimtely  hjjjher  and  incansistem 
h  Fur, — may  be  qaestioDi.  Bat  Ihev  are 
B  kind  we  arc  doi  ai  present  called  to  med- 
vilh. 

r.  Taylor  promulgales  many  other  strange 

'  s  of  faith,  for  h«  is  a  positive  man,  and 

a  oerlain  qniet  nilfulness ;  these,  hotrever. 

II  bencpforth  much  surprise  ns.     He  still 

e  Middle  Ages,  dirrinp  which  nearly  all 

rntiona  and  social  ins<iiD(ion<,  whereby 

lire  u  civilized  men,  were  originated 

irfecied, "  a  Millenniam  of  Dkrltness  ;"  on 

Ih  chiefly  of  certain  lonic-pHst  Pedants. 

hreclcoDe4every  thing  barren, l)ecau'eChryi 

"    "^    I  not  yei  come,  and  no  Greek  Rools 

'    Again,  luniing  in  the  other  direc- 

E  criticises  Lolher's  Reformalioo.  and 

[Bthal  old,  and  indeed  quite  foolish,  story 

AugnsDoe  Monk's  having  a  merely 

it  grudge  Bgainslihe  Dominican;  ^^^- , 

he  qnaniity  of  blood  shed  for  Protesl- 

;  and,  forgetting  that  men  shed  blood,  l 

.1  ages,  for  any  cause,  and  for  no  cause,  | 

hnsculoltism,  for  Bonapanism,  thinks  thai, . 

"*  t  whole,  the  Reformation  was  an  error  I 

nre,     Pit  jt  that  Providence  (js  King' 

1  wished  in   ihe  Astronomical  case)  i 

Di  created  ita  man  three  centtiries  sooner. 

a  a  little  coansel  from  him '.     On  the 

Ir  band, "  Voltaire's  Reformation"  was  suc- 

"il;  and  here,  for  once.  Providence  was 

Will  Mr.  Taylor  mention  what  it  was 

I'Totlaire  nformtdi    Many  things   he   dt- 

— 1.  deservedly  and  undeservedly,  b til  the 

■'ialhe_^rmfdor  ft-formed  is  stitl  an- 

10  the  world. 
I  perhaps  unnecessary  to  add,  ibal  Mr. 
r's  whole  Philo-^ophy  is  sensual ;  that  is, 
e  reco^iies  nothing  that  cannot  be  weighed. 
Mured,  and,  with  one  or  the  other  organ, 
n  and  digested-  Logic  is  his  only  lamp  of 
;  where  this  fails,  the  r^ion  of  Creation 
:  Kminatcs.  For  him  there  is  no  Invisible,  In- 
I  wnprehensible ;  whosoever,  under  any  name, , 
*  beUevM  m  an  invisible,  he  IreatE,  with  leniency  I 
Ad  Ihe  loniest  tolerance,  as  a  mystic  and  luna- 
iei  and  if  the  unhappy  crackbrain  has  atiy 
MiidicrafL,  literary  or  other,  allows  him  to  go 
M  large,  and  work  at  it.  Withal  he  is  a  greai- 
heaned,  strong-minded,  and.  in  many  points, 
iateresling  man.  There  is  a  majestic  eotn- 
poiare  in  ihe  altitude  he  has  assumed  ;  mas- 
tire,  immovable,  uncomplaining,  he  sits  in  a 
work]  of  Delirium ;  and  for  his  Future  looks 
.Ih  sure  faith,— only  in  ihe  direction  of  the 
tat.  We  lake  him  to  be  a  man  of  sociable 
n,  not  without  kindness ;  at  all  events  a( 
_.B  most  perfect  courtesy.  He  despises  the 
•Blire  UniTerse,  yet  speaks  respectfully  of 
TnDslators  from  the  German,  and  always  says 
Okilhey  -English  beautirnlly."  A  certain  mild 
■gniKliHrn  tits  well  on  him;  peaceable,  in- 
nmiveriiblr,  uttering  the  palpably  absurd,  as 
H  11  were  a  mere  truism.  On  the  other  band, 
touches  of  a  grave,  scienlilic  ob- 
fiich  are  que  Mi  on  able.  This  word 
Obscenity  we  ose  with  reference  tu  our  readers, 
*  night  aUo  add  Profanity,  but  col  wilb  re- 


,.n.  llier 
n 0  prolan iiy- 
To  a  German  we  mic:bt  have  compressed  all 


this  long  description  into  a  single  word:  Mr^ 
Taylor  is  iimply  what  they  call  a  Phitittrr; 
every  fibre  of  him  is  Pbilisline.  With  us  sucb 
men  usually  take  into  Politics,  and  becoaw 
Code-makers  an'd  Uiititarians :  it  was  only  in 
Germany  thai  they  ever  meddled  oinch  wjllr 
Literature ;  and  there  Worthy  Niciriai  has  longr 
since  terminated  h\t  Jesuit-hunI;  no  Adeloiig 
now  writes  books,  V<tfrr^  Naili'iitil  Jtr  Ew^ 
findimg,  (On  the  Utility  of  Feeling,)  Singih-' 
lar  enough,  now,  when  that  old  species  had  been 
quite  exiinct  for  almost  half  a  ccninry  in  their  . 
own  land,  appears  a  native-born  English  Philia- 
line,  made  in  all  points  a«  they  were.  Wilb 
wondering  welcome  we  hail  the  Sironeboneil  ; 
almost  as  we  might  a  resuscitated  Mammoth. 
I  Let  no  David  choose  smooth  (tones  from  ths 
brook  to  sling  at  him:  is  he  not  our  own 
OoKalb,  whose  limbs  were  made  in  Bngloadf 
whose  thews  and  sinews  any  soil  might  br 
pmnd  of!  Is  he  not,  as  we  said,  a  inaa  tbaT 
can  stand  on  his  own  legs  without  collapsiof 
when  left  by  himselfl  in  these  days  one  oTtbr 
greatest  rarities,  almost  prodigies. 

We  Eheerfully  aequiited  Mr.  Taylor  of  B*-" 
li^on;  but  must  eipecl  less  gralildde  wkaW 
we  farther  deny  him  any  feeling  for  true  P<k 
etry,  as  indeed  the  feelings  for  Religion  aoA 
for  Poetry  of  this  sort  are  one  and  the  same 
Of  Poetry,  Mr.  Taylor  knows  welt  what  wiU 
iqake  a  grand,  especially  a  large,  piciuri  in  thff 
imagination:  he  has  even  a  creative  gift  of 
this  kind  himself,  as  his  style  will  oflen  IM' 
tify:  but  much  more  he  does  not  bhnw.  How 
indeed  should  he?  Nicolai,  too,  "judged  oT 
Poetr>-  as  he  did  of  Brunswick  Mum,  simpljr- 
by  laiiinf  it."  Mr.  Taylor  assumes,  as  a  bct> 
known  fo  all  thinking  creatures,  thai  Poelry  is; 
neither  more  nor  less  than  "a  siimmlaal." 
Perhaps  above  five  hundred  times  in  (he  Hi*-' 
roric  S*rvt!/  we  see  this  doctrine  eipressly  aeied^ 
on.  Whether  Ihe  piece  to  be  judged  of  is  ■' 
Poetical  Whule,  and  has  what  the  crKios  have^ 
named  a  genial  life,  and  what  that  life  is,  he' 
:  but,  ai  best,  whether  it  ia  a  lo-' 
gic'al  Whole. and  for  most  pari,  sinaply,  whether 
imulanl.  The  praise  is,  that  il  has  fine' 
situations,  sinking  scenes,  agonuing  scenes,- 
harrows  bis  feelings,  and  the  like.  Schiller**' 
Rebbm  he  finds  to  be  stimulant ;  his  Uairf  a^ 
Orltatu  is  not  stimulant,  bni  "among  ibe  weak' 
est  of  his  tragedies,  and  composed  appareotlf 
in  ill  health."  The  author  of  Piiairo  is  so- 
premely  stimulant;  he  of  Tar^uara  TaiK  i> 
"  loo  quotidian  to  be  stimulant."  We  had  oft-' 
derstood  that  alcohol  wa^  stimulant  in  all  its' 
shapes;  opium  atfo.  tobac[:o,  and  indeed  the 
whole  class  of  aarcotics ;  but  heretofore  fnunit' 
Poetry  in  none  of  the  PharmaeopiEias.  Ne- 
vertheless, It  is  edifying  to  observe  with  what 
fearless  consistency  Mr.  Taylor,  who  is  no 
half-roan,  carries  ihrou^h  this  theory  of  Mimo- 
lation.  Il  lies  pnvily  in  the  hean  of  many  a' 
reader  and  reviewer  i  'nay,  Schiller,  at  one' 
ume,  said  ibat-'Motlere's  old  woman  arem*)^ 
to  have  become  sole  Ediircn  of  all  ReviawaC 
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Tn  heahfar  know  noi  of  tbcir  health,  but 
«tilj  Ihe  sickMbu  is  Ihe  Physiciao'i  Aphorisio  i 
and  applicable  ta  a  far  vidcr  s«nsF  Ibaa  he 
gi»e»  it  Wf  may  say.  ii  holds  no  less  in 
moral,  in lelWtua],  political,  poetical,  than  in 
Bwnly  corporeal  therspeDiici ;  thai  wherever, 
or  in  what  ibape  soever,  powers  of  the  son 
which  can  be  named  rUal  are  al  work,  herein 
lies  the  test  of  their  working  right,  or  workine 
vroDg. 

In  tbe  Body,  for  eiample,  as  all  doctors  are 
agreed,  the  Grai  condilion  of  complete  health 
fs,that  each  oi^an  perform  iu  fuociioii  uocon- 
■cionsly.uaheeded-.lelbul  any  organ  announce 
ill  separate  existence,  were  it  even  boastfully. 
and  for  pleainre,  not  for  pain,  ibea  already  has 
one  of  thoKe  titifbrianale  "  false  centres  of  sen- 
Bibility"  established  itself,  already  is  derange- 
ment (here.  Tbe  perreclion  of  bodily  weljf 
being  is,  that  the  cotleclire  bodily  aciivilies 
■eem  one ;  and  be  manilested,  mureorer,  nol  JD 
themselves,  but  in  the  action  Ihcy  accomplish. 
If  a  Dr.  Kitchener  boBil  that  his  system  is  in 
high  order.  Dietetic  Philosophy  may  indeed 
take  credit;  but  the  true  Pepiician  was  that 
Coanlryman  who  answered  Ihaj,  "  for  his  pari, 
he  had  no  tyslem."  In  fact,  nnily,  agrecinenl. 
ii  always  silent,  or  soft-voiced ;  il  is  only  dis- 
cord that  loudly  proclaims  itself.  So  long  as 
the  several  elements  of  Life,  all  fitly  adjusted, 
can  poor  forth  their  movement  tike  harmonious 
tuned  sirlnfts,  it  is  a  melody  and  unison;  Life. 
from  its  mysterioDa  fountains,  Rows  out  as  in 
celeitial  music  and  diapason,— which  also,  like 
that  other  music  of  the  spheres,  even  because 
it  is  perennial  and  complete,  without  interrup- 
tion and  without  imperfection,  might  be  fabled 
to  escape  the  ear.  Thus,  too,  in  some  lan- 
guages, is  the  stale  of  health  well  denoted  by  a 
term  expressing  unity ;  when  we  feel  ourselves 
aawe  wish  to  be,  we  say  that  we  are  vhoU. 

Few  monalB,  it  is  to'  be  feikred.  are  pcrma- 
nmUr  blessea  with  thai  felicity  of  "  having  no 
■ystem  i"  neve  rill  cless,  most  of  ns,  looking 
Mck  on  young  years,  may  remember  seasons 
of  a  light,  R^rial  trsnslucency  and  elasticity, 
and  perfect  freedom ;  the  body  had  not  yet 
btcome  the  prison-house  of  the  soul,  but  was 
Itc  Tebicte  ami  impletneot,  like  a  creature  of 
the  thottehu  and  aillogcther  pliant  to  its  bid- 
iiag.  We  knew  not  that  we  had  limbs,  we 
only  lined,  hurled,  and  leapt ;  through  eye  and 
ear.  and  all  avenues  of  sense,  csme  clear  un- 
impeded tidings  from  without,  and  from  within 

•  t    An  K»iT  OB  the  Oi\t\a  unit  Pimivru  ar  Mu. 


issued  clear  yicforioas  force;  we 
the  centre  of  Nature,  giving  and  reei 
harmony  with  it  all ;  unlike  Vir^l's  I 
men,  "too  happy  brcaaa  we  did  nol  kooWeV 
blessedness."    In  those  days,  health  anJ  . 
IradiDODS  that  did  nol 


whole 


lor  whole  being  was  as  yet  One,  A) 
"  WilL    '    ■ 


Ullr'wrt 


t  ine.  (Ptau»uphH« 


iiJrfc«rviii 


incorporated 
were  nest  or  ever-successfal  Laboar  the 
man  lot.  might  our  life  continue  to  be:  atu 
perpetoal,  unregarded  music 
feci  white  lighl.  rendering  a 
but  itself  unseen,  even  because  it  was  of  dri 
perfect  whiteness,  and  no  irregular  obiirarap 
had  yet  broken  il  into  colours-  The  begiuji| 
of  loqniry  is  Disease'  all  Science,  if  «e  — 
sider  well,  at  it  tniisl  havo  originated  )■ 
feeling  of  something  being  wrong,  so  it  ii 
contiiiues  to  be  but  Division,  Distnemben 
and  partial  healing  of  the  wrong.  Tfani,H 
was  of  old  wrillea,  the  Tree  of  Knowing 
springs  from  a  root  of  evil,  and  bears  fntilitf 
good  and  evil.  Hod  Adam  reinaiDeil  ia  fA 
dise,  there  had  been  no  Anatomy  •aj'lt 
Metaphysics, 

But,  alas,  as  the  Philosopher  declares,  *IA 
itself  is  a  disease;  a  working  inciltd  tfll* 
fering ;"  action  (Vom  passion  '.  The  taepoi 
of  that  first  stale  of  Freedom  and  paradi4 
Uaconsciousaess  has  faded  away  into  aa  Mm 
poetic  dream.  We  stand  here  loo  coniei^ 
of  many  things:  with  Knowledge,  the  sja^Hi 
of  Derangement,  we  must  even  do  onrbf""^ 
restore  a  little  Order.  Li&  is,  in  few  inal^M 
and  at  rare  intervals,  the  diapason  of  a  k 
venly  melody ;  ol\enesi  the  fierce  jar  of  dial 
lions  and  convulsions,  which,  do  what  wtl« 
there  is  no  disregarding.  NevenhHesB,sa 
is  still  the  wish  of  Nature  oii  our  bcteiti : 
all  vital  action,  her  mauifet^t  parpoie  W 
effort  is,  that  we  should  be  uncoDscionrfV 
and,  like  the  peptic  Countryman,  never  kad^ 
thai  we  "have  a  ssrstem."  For  indMil.*tii 
action  everywhere  is  emphatically  a  MM 
not  an  end;  Life  is  not  given  us  for  ifataM 
sake  of  Living,  bui  always  with  au  olH' 
eilemal  .\im '■  neither  is ii  on  ibe  jiiuiiih. 
the  means,  but  rather  on  the  restilt.  ihll] 
tore,  in  any  of  her  doings,  is  worn  to  i 
with  insight  and  vnlitiofi.  Baundleaf 
domain  of  man,  it  is  but  a  a 
proportion  of  it  thai  he  rules  i 
ness  and  hy  Fureihongfat:  what 
trive.  nay.  what  be  c 
comprehend,  is  essentially  the  l 
I  sraatl  1  the  giral  is  ever,  in  one  sen 
jthe  vital;  il  is  essentially  the  mysteriona 

•-  'only  the  surfkce  of  it  can  be  underfeed'  T 

'*  '  Nature,  it  might   seera,  s 

(,  I  mother,  to  hide  from  us  even  this,  tbal  illiir 

lA    mystery:  she  will  hare  a 

^   fal  and  awfiil  bosom  as  i 
I  borne  ;    oB~rbe  boltcmles 


CHABACTERISTICa. 


Arreon  all  human  things  fearfully  sod  won- 

Rfa1l7  swim,  she  vill  hare  us  walk  and  build, 

i  if  the  film  vhlcb  soppnrted  as  there  (which 

bare  bfidkin  will  read  asunder, 

l7spmterofapixtDl->iboliaslan<aneriuslrbuni 

'Im,  bat  a  solid  roek-foondation. 

'  neighbonrhociil  of  an  inevitable 

n  forget  Ihal  he  is  born  to  die ; 

[,'Ua  Life,  which,  strioily  meditated,  contains 

n  Immensily  and  an  Elernily,  he  can 

i  lightly,  Ri  of  a  simple  implement 

ilh  to  do  day-labour  and  eani  wages. 

Bingly  does  Nature,  the  mother  of  all 

B*t  art,  which  only  apes  her  from  afar, 

idy  forth  the  Finite  from  theljiGaite;"  and 

de  inan  safe  on  bis  wondrous  path,  doI  more 

VCttdowing  him  with  vi!>ion,  than,  at  the  right 

"se,  with  blindness!    Under  all  her  works, 

tflj  nnder  her  Doblest  work.  Life,  lies  a 

's  of  Darkness,  which  ahe  henignantly  con- 

n  Life,  too,  the  roots  and  inward  cir- 

s  which  stretch  down  fearfully  to  the 

Tegions  of  Death  and  Nipht,  shall  tioi  hint  of 

ihr'r  ■iiiience.and  only  the  fair  stem  with  its 

>'■'■■■     .11"!  flowers,  shone  on  by  the  fair  sod. 

•'■■■'      ■!■  iiself,  and  joyfully  grow. 

Hi. ivr.i-er,  without  yen  luring  into  the  abstntse, 
tl  luw  eagerly  asking  Why  and  How,  in  things 
m  our  answer  most  needs  prove,  in  great 
X  *n  echo  of  the  question,  let  ns  be  content 
I  nnark  larther,  in  the  merely  historical 
y.liaw  that  Anhortsm  of  the  bodily  Physi- 
■  holds  gooa  in  quite  other  departments. 
ftht  Soul,  with  her  activities,  we  shall  find 
~    ■  e  than  of  the  Body:  nay,  cry  the 

nitialists,  is  not  (hat  very  division  of  the 
g^  Mm.  into  a  dualism  of  Boul  and  Body, 
fr  the  symptom  of  diiiease ;   as,  perhaps, 
^r  frightful   theory  of  Materialism,  of  his 
*  >ul  B  Body,  and  therefore,  at  least,  once 
.   Dnily,  may  be  the  parojiysm  which 
critical,  and  the  beginning  of  cure '.     But 
.,1,  '"e  this,   we  observe,   with    confidence 

fck^^^S'^i.  that  ihe  truly  strong  mind,  view  it  as 
^^^"^•^'i  as  Morality,  or  under  any  other  as- 
>^^  is  nowise  the  mind  acquainted  wilh  iis 
^^'srih;  that  here  as  before  the  sign  of  health 
■  ^~  "  ■^•^  nseiousnesE.  In  nor  inward,  as  in  our 
^^^''^  World,  what  is  mechanical  lies  open 
^  "  lot  what  is  dynamical  and  has  vitality. 
^ ''  Thinking,  we  might  say,  it  is  but 
i^,~^*"*^  npper  surface  thai  we  shape  into 
^_  *~  ^*p  Thoughts  ;— underneath  Ihe  region 
S^S  "*  ■**^nl  "id  conscious  disooarse  lies  the 
j,^  ^  of  meditation ;  here,  in  its  quiet  mysie- 
p.  ^i^  f*t.hs,  dwells  what  vital  force  is  in  tis ; 
T       >kughl  is  to  be  created,  and  not  merely 

_^  *<ired  and   communicated,  moM   the 

i^ijl'^'*^  <in.  Manufacture  is  io tell igible,  but 
r*_,  *  dirf.aiinn  is  greal,  and  cannot  be  nn- 
»o^^"^  Thu!  if  Ihe  Debaior  and  Demon- 
:  ^a^ -^'^*f  fcnm  we  may  rank  as  the  lowest  of 
■-  t£^^***  Vers,  knows  what  he  has  done,  and 
s»^.^  «*id  it,  theAn;Ft,whom  we  rank  as  the 
.„  »Xi  ^  Wtiows  not;  must  speak  of  Inspiration, 
~~  the  other  dialect,  call  his  work 

j.'*^^.-m  ^•^    Ihe  whole.  "  genius  is  ever  a  secret 

K^-y   wi^,^^  "f  ''■'s  •>!''  truth  we  have,  on  all  sides, 

C  ■<»-^^^[7?*l'nce.    Tlie  Bhakspeare  takes  no  airs 

^^*^«»|  Hamlet  and  Ihe  Timpat,  nnderstands 


iyr^^ 


■^t 


not  that  it  is  any  thing  sarprislng:  Milton, 
again,  is  more  conscious  Of  his  faculty,  which 
accordingly  is  an  infericir  odgi  On  the  other 
hand,  what  cackling  and  strutting  must  we 
not  often  hear  and  see,  when,  in  some  ahape 
of  academical  prolusion,  maiden  speech,  re- 
view article,  this  or  the  other  well-fledged 
goose  has  produced  its  goose-egg.  of  quite 
measurable  I'alue,  we[G  it  tiie  piak  uf  its  vhoje 
kind ;   and  wonders  why  nil  mortals  do  not 

Foolish  enough,  too,  was  the  College  Tnlor's 
surprise  at  Walter  Shandy ;  how,  Ihotigh  un- 
read in  Aristotle,  he  conld  nevcrthcleis  aigiie; 
and  not  knowing  the  name  of  any  dlsleetio 
toot,  handled  them  all  to  perfeclioni  Is  it  Ihe 
skilfiillest  Anatomist  thai  culs  ihe  best  fig^nre 
at  Sadler's  Wells !  or  does  the  Boxer  hit  bel- 
ter for  knowing  ihat  he  has  a  (leior  Ipngos 
and  a  Beior  hrevi;'!  But,  indeed,  as  in  the 
higher  case  of  the  Poet,  so  here  in  that  of  ftp 
Speaker  and  Inquirer,  the  true  force  is  an  ua> 
conscious  one.  The  healthy  Underatandiog. 
we  should  say,  is  not  the  Logical,  argumenlft- 
live,  but  Ihe  Intuitive;  for  the  end  of  Dnder- 
standiug  is  not  to  prove,  and  find  reasons,  but 
to  know  and  believe.  Of  Logic,  and  its  limiK, 
and  uses  and  flbuae^  there  were  much  lo  be 
said  and  eiamined;  one  fact,  however,  whicb 
chiefly  concerns  us  here,  has  long  been 
familiar;  that  the  man  of  logic  and  Ihe  man 
ofinsighl;  the  Reasoner  and  the  Discoverer,  or 
even  Knower,  are  quite  separable, — indeed,  for 
most  pan,  quite  separate  characters.  Ii|  pnie- 
(ical  matters,  for  example,  has  it  not  become 
almost  proverbial  Ihat  the  man  of  logic  cannot 
prosper  1  This  Is  he  whom  business  people 
call  Systematic  and  Theorizer  and  Word- 
monger;  hisnfiilinieltectualfbrce  lies  dormant 
or  extiDct,  his  whole  fbrce  is  mechanical,  eoB- 
seiuDs;  of  such  a  oi»c  it  is  foressen  that,  when 
once  confronted  viih  Ihe  infiniie  complexilieB 
of  the  real  world,  his  little  compact  theorem 
of  the  world  will  be  found  wanting ;  Ihat  unleas 
hrow  it  overboard,  and  become  a  new 
.  he  will  necessarily  founder.  Nay. 
Speculalion  itself,  the  most  ineffectual 
or  all  characters,  generally  speaking,  is  your 
dialectic  maD-at>a.nns ;  were  he  armed  cap-a- 
pie  in  syllogistic  mail  of  proof,  and  perfect 
master  of  logic-fence,  how  little  does  it  avail 
him !  Consider  the  old  Schoolmen,  and  Iheir 
pilgrimage  towards  Truth :  the  faithfnIleM 
endeavour,  incessant  unwearied  moitun,  of^en 
great  nalnral  vigour;  only  no  progress;  nothing 
hut  antic  feat?  of  one  limh  poised  againjl  the 
other:  there  they  balanced,  somerKelled,  and 
made  postures ;  at  best  gyrated  swiHly.  wilh 
some  pleasure,  like  Spuming  Dervishes,  and 
ended  where  (hey  began.  So  ii  is,  so  will  il 
always  be,  with  all  Sysiem-makersand  buildew 
of  logical  card-castles;  of  which  class  a  cer- 
tain remnant  must,  in  every  age.  as  they  do  in 
our  own,  survive  and  build.  Logic  is  good, 
but  it  is  not  1h«  bes^  "Hie  Irrefragable  uoc- 
lor.wiih  his  chains  of  induction,  his  corollariM, 
dilemmas,  and  oiher  cunning  logical  dUgrania 
and  apparatus,  will  cast  yoU  a  beautiful  horo- 
scope, and  speak  reusonablc  things;  neverlbe- 
less  yourslolen  jewel,  which  you  wanted  him  10 
find  yon,  is  not  forthcoming,     OCteoL  bl  v 
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winded  wori,  winged  ss  the  Ihnnderboli  is,  of 
B  Lulher.  a  NapuleiQ,  a  Goethe,  shall  we  see 
Ihe  diOicqUy  jpiii  HBunder.  and  its  secret  laid 
bare;  while  ihe  Irrefragable,  wiih  all  his  logi- 
cal tools,  hews  al  it,  and  havers  rouud  it,  and 
finds  il  oa  all  hands  too  hard  for  him. 

Again  in  Ihe  diOereuce  between  Orstorji 
&nd  Rhetoric,  as  indeed  everywhere  ta  that 
Juperiorily  of  what  is  called  the  Natural  over 
Ihe  Artificial,  we  find  asimilar  iltuairation.  The 
Orator  persuades  and  carries  all  with  him,  he 
knows  um  how;  the  Rhetorician  can  prove 
that  be  ought  to  hare  persuaded  and  car- 
ried all  wiih  him;  the  o  ' 
beallhy  unconsciousness, 
Milem;"  the  other,  in  vii 
^eleiic   punctualiij,  Teeh 


s  if  he  "had  i 
e  of  regimen  ai 
II  best  that  "  h 


thort,  with  til  forms  of  Inielleci,  whether  as 
directed  to  the  finding  of  Trnlh,  or  to  the  lii 
imparling  thereof;  lo  Poeiry,  to  Eloquence,  lo 
depth  of  Insight  which  is  the  basis  of  boih 
these;  always  ihe  charade rislic  of  right  per- 
formance is  a  certain  spontaneity,  an  uncnn' 
■cionsness;  "ihe  healthv  know  not  of  their 
health,  but  only  ihe  sick.  So  that  the  old  pre- 
cept of  the  critic,  as  crabbed  as  it  looked  to  hii 
ambitious  disciple,  might  contain  in  it  a  most 
fbndamental  truth,  apphcable  to  us  all,  and  in 
ranch  else  ihan  Lilerature:  "Whenever  you 
have  wriltan  any  sentence  that  looks  particu- 
larly excellent,  be  sure  to  blot  it  oul"  In  like 
manner,  under  milder  phraseology,  and  wiih 
a  meaning  purposely  mnch  wider,  a  living 
Thinker  has  taught  us:  "Of  the  Wrong  we 
are  always  contcioos,  of  the  Bight  never." 

But  if  such  is  Ihe  law  with  regard  to  Specu- 
lation and  the  Intellectual  power  of  man.  much 
more  is  it  with  regard  lo  Condnci,  and  the 
power,  manifested  chiefly  iherein,  which  we 
name  Moral.  "  Lei  not  thy  leA  hand  know 
what  thy  right  hand  doeih :"  whiter  not  lo 
thy  own  heart.  How  worthy  is  this  action ;  fur 
then  it  is  already  becoming  worthless.  The 
good  man  is  he  who  vnrkt  continually  in  well- 
doing i  to  whom  well-doing  is  as  his  natural 
exislence,  awakening  no  astonishment,  re- 
quiring no  commentary;  but  there,  like  a 
thing  of  course,  and  as  if  it  could  not  but  be 
so.  Belf-conlemplaliou,  on  the  other  hand,  is 
infallibly  the  symptom  of  disease,  be  it  or  be  it 
aol  the  sign  of  cure;  an  unheallhy  Virtue  is 
ooe  thai  consumes  iiself  lo  leanness  in  repent- 
ing and  anriety ;  or.  still  worse,  Ihal  inflates 
iUxM  into  dropsical  boasifulness  and  vain 
glonr.'  either  way,  it  is  a  self-seeking ;  an  an- 
proSlable  looking  behind  us  to  measure  the 
way  we  have  made  ;  whereas  the  sole  concern 
Is  to  walk  coniinually  forward,  and  make  more 
way.  If  in  any  sphere  of  Man's  Life,  then  in 
the  moral  sphere,  as  the  inmost  and  most  vital 
of  alt,  it  is  good  that  there  be  wholeness ;  that 
there  be  unconsciousness,  which  is  the  evi- 
dence of  IhiK.  Lei  the  free,  reasonable  Will, 
which  dwells  LP  us,  as  in  our  Holy  of  Holies, 
be  indeed  free,  and  obeyed  like  a  Divinity,  as 
is  its  right  and  its  eSbrt:  Ihe  perfect  obedience 
will  be  Ihe  silent  one.  Such  perhaps  were  ihc 
Mose  of  that  maiim,  ennnciaiing.  as  is  usual. 
hut  Ihe  half  of  a  truth:  "To  say  that  we  have  B 
clear  coiLScience  is  to  Qlt«  a  ^otecism ;  had  we 


never  sinned,  we  should    have  had  n 
science."      Weri:    defeat     naknovn.   ad 
would   victory   be    celebnitnl    by   acogf 
triumph: 

This,  tniG  enough,  is  an  ideal,  idimm 
stale  ofbein'g;  yet  ever  the  goallowarttitl 
our  actual  uatc  of  being  strives  j  wltM^ 
the  more  perfecl  Ihe  uearer  it  crd  ^pri 
Nor,  in  our  actual  world,  where  Labour  f 
often  prove  ineSeciual.  and  thai  la  aUMj 
Lighi  alternate  with  Darkaess,  and  thenj 
of  an  ideal  Morality  be  much  madiGed.i| 
case,  thus  far,  materially  different.  Ill 
fact,  which  escapes  do  one,  that,  gnq 
speaking,  whoso  is  acquainled  with  bi>  ^ 
has  bal  a  litlle  slock  to  cultijfalc  acqnaull 
with.  Above  all,  the  public  acknowle^ 
of  such  acquaintance,  indicsiing  th^^ 
reached  quite  an  intimate  fopiiiig,  bvdd 
Already,  to  the  popular  ju<)|;meiil,  he! 
talks  much  about  Vu-lue  in  theabsina,M 
to  be  suspicious ;  il  is  shrewdly  gueMMtJ 
where  there  is  great  preaching,  thm  «i 
litlle  almsgiving.  Or  again,  on  a  widwfl 
we  can  remark  ihal  ages  of  Heroism  mi 
ages  of  Moral  Philosophy ;  Viniw,  iM 
can  be  philosophized  of.  has  become  d 
of  itself,  is  sickly,  and  begiiuiing  u  id 
A  spontaneous  habitual  all-pcrvadingsira 
Chivalrous  Valour  shrinks  together,  and^ 
itself  up  into  shrivelled  Points  <i  BoM 
humane  Courtesy  and  Nobleness  of  l| 
dwindles  into  punctilious  Politeness, 'Ml 
ing  meats;"  "paying  tithe  of  mint  and  M 
neglecting  the  weightier  matters  of  the  U 
Qoodness,  which  was  a  rule  to  itself nM 
peal  to  Precept,  and  seek  strength  froia  id 
Lilies;  the  Freewill  no  longer  reigns  of) 
tioned  and  by  divine  right,  bgl  like  a  ■ 
earthly  sovereign,  by  expedieacy,  hy  Reafl 
and  Punishments:  or  rather,  let  m  sayviheH 
.  has  abdicated  uAvj 
drawn  into  Ihe  dark,  and  a  spectral  nighUI 
of  a  Necessity  usurps  lis  throne ;  fbt  noinj 
mysterious  Self-impulse  of  ihc  whnte  a| 
heaven-inspired,  and  in  all  senses  pmB 
of  the  Infinite,  being^  captiously  quenkiil 
a  finite  dialed,  and  answering,  as  it  fij 
luust,  by  silence, — is  conceived  as  BOB-Odl 
and  only  the  outward  Mechanism  of  it  mM 
acknowledged:  of  Volition,  except  ail 
synonym  of  Desire,  we  hear  nothing:  rf'J 
lives."  withoul  any  Mover,  more  lhaa*M 

So,  loo,  when  the  generous  AlfeeliMali 
become  well-nigh  paralytic,  we  have  tbtHJI 
of  Sentimentality.  The  greatness.  Ibe  fPI 
ableness,  al  any  rate  the  extremely  omMH 
nature  of  high  feeling,  and  iht  luxary  afiM 
good ;  charity,  love,  self-fnrgetfalne»i|MM 
ness,  and  all  manner  of  godlike  mafUlU 
are  everywhere  insisted  on,  and  ^t"«^M 
culcaled  in  speech  and  writing,  in  pcVKadl 
versei  Socinian  Preachers  proehuffl  'B^l 
lence"  to  all  the  four  winds,  and  ban  T^ 
engraved  on  their  watchsealsi  1 


Walking  order,  why 
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:   limt^il 


CHARACTEHISTIC8. 


!  Does  heoollielhereasa  perpemal' 
inorde!(pair,  andiypeoriieilrid  valeiudina- 
mptileiice'  His  is  einphalically  a  Virtue 
LS  becomf,  ihrongh  every  fibrtf,  conscious  I 
■.It;  11  IS  all  Eick,  and  (eels  as  if  il  were 
'  or  glass  and  rturst  not  louch  or  be 
shape   of  work,   il  can   do 


I  ckndling,  keep  iiself  alire.    A 

T  of  «ll,  when  Virlue,  properly  ao 

'd  to  be  practised,  and  become  t 

■e  remembrance,  we  have  the 


(he  last 


aof- 


1  wnall  p 


proving 
ag"  for 
cannot 


IS,  descanliug  of 
/'"S  >''  mecbanicaily  " 
t  il}— as  disseclprs  and  demonslra 
HI   •feraie  nil  once  the  body  be  dead. 
^       Tbas  is  true  Moral  genias,  like  true  intellec- 
ts;, loal,  whtcb  indeed  is  bnl  a  lover  phasis  thereof 
S3   "ever  a  secret  to  itself."    The  heaiihjr  moral 
C-  Urare   loves   Goodness,  and  without  wonder 
—   wholly  lives  in  il;  the  nnhealthy  makes  lovelo 
il,  :ir .'   ,1.  II Id  fain  get  to  live  in  it;  or,  finding 
-. "^  'i        11  [>hip  fmilless,  turns  round,  and  not 
H    i.       ■  "nipmpl,  abandons  il.    Theteenrious 
I'-i..  .if  the  Voluntary  and  Conscious  to 

.  lunlary  and    Unconscious,  and   the 
.  riiportioD  which,  in  all  deparimenli  of 
:  *lr  life,  the  former  bear.i  to  the  latter, — might 
_»;  fcjd  us  into  deep  questions  of  Psychology  and 
a^  "Wjaiology !  such,  however,  belong  not  to  our 
~      objecL    Enough,  if  the  fact  itself  be-' 
»  apparent,  thai  Nature  so  meant  ii  with ' 
thai  m  this  wise  we  are  made.     We  may. 
^^ilbal  view  man's  individual  Existence' 
It  Mpeci  we  will,  nnder  the  highest 
^innder  the  nurely  Animal  aspect, 
Hht  grand  vital  energy,  while  in  its 

IT  words  of  our  old  Aphorism,  "the 
nol  of  their  health,  but  only  the 

'•^J"*>  undersUBd  man,  however,  ive  must  look 
.■4^Z°0d  (he  individual  man  and  his  actions  or 
4^'^-tcs.  and  *iew  him  ia  combination  with 
fc^'s-ilcjws.  It  is  in  Socieiy  that  man  first 
Nt  ,'^^*'a«  he  is;  first  becomes  what  he  can 
■«/  .  '■  *^ocieiy  an  alli^eiher  new  set  of  spiri- 
»n,^""vi|ie,jre  evolved  in  h.m.  and  the  old 
*i"^j^^"  ?  K^ably  quickened  and  sirenglhened. 
•(  i^^  '^    the  genial  element  wherein  his  nature 

4  ^!a    and  grows;  the  solitary  man  were 

le  fv^**^"  portion  of  himself,  and  must  con- 
■^  ^   «ver  folded  in,  stunted,  and  only  half 

«     ^^ -Already,"  says  a  deep  Thinker,  with 

t,  ^**^^^4lDiag  than  will  disclose  itself  al 
^  S.»^^**y  upinif"'.  niy  oonvieiion,  gains  infi- 
Bn^^~,  Strength  and  sureness,  the  moment 
iiij^_^~  mind  has  adopted  it."  8nch,  even  in 
co_***^»t  form,  is  association;  so  wondrous 
»  »^**»union  of  soul  with  soul  as  directed 
,  tl^^^L^^  "  "'^'  °^  Knowing  I  In  other  higher 
&^;^?_^  XioDderis  Mill  more  manifest;  aa  in 
■A    :   ^~^fton  of  our  being  which  we  name  the 

i^X^^  'Var  properly,  indeed,  all  communion  is 
■i«--^^  *'^1  sort,  whereof  such  intellectual  com- 
ka^^?*  i^tn  the  acl  of  knowing,}  is  itself  an 
^rjl^-  But  with  regard  to  Morals  strictly 
^)^     ^.  it  is  in  Society,  we  might  almost  say, 

—  -        ^*  •--■•—  1- — ;---  ■- —  -■  ijjst  il  isiics  an 

expands  itself.    The  Dutiejs  of 


Man  to  himself,  lo  what  ii  Highesrin  himself, 
make  but  the  Pirsi  Table  of  ihe  Law:  to  Ihe 
First  Table  is  now  superadded  a  Second,  with 
the  duties  of  Man  to  bis  Neighbour;  wheivby 
also  the  significance  of  (he  first  now  asaumes 
its  true  importance.  Man  has  joined  himself 
with  man ;  soul  acts  and  reacts  on  soul  i  a 
mystic  miraculous  unfathomable  Union  esiab- 
lishes  itself;  Life,  in  all  its  elements,  has  be- 
come intensated,  consecrated.  The  lightniag- 
spark  of  Tfaougbi,  generated,  or  say  rather 
heaven-kindled,  in  the  solitary  mind,  awattent 
its  express  likeness  in  another  mind,  in  a 
thousand  other  minds,  and  all  blaze  ap  logelher 
in  combined  fire ;  reverberated  from  mind  to 
mind,  fed  also  with  fresh  fuel  in  each,  it  ac- 
quires incalculable  new  Light  as  Thought,  in- 
calculable new  Heat  as  converted  into  Action, 
By  and  by.  a  common  store  of  I'hoaght  can 
accumulsle. and  be  Iransmitled  as  an.everlatt- 
ing  possession  :  Literawre,  whether  as  pre- 
served in  the  memory  of  Bards,  in  Runes  and 
Hieroglyphs  engraved  on  slone,  or  in  Boobs  of 
written  or  printed  paper,  comes  into  eiitience, 
and  begins  to  play  its  woiidrons  part-  Polilios 
are  formed ;  the  weak  submitting  lo  the  strong; 
with  a  willing loyalty.giving  obedience  ihatbe 
may  receive  guidance :  or  say  rather,  in  hononr 
"'     ignorant  submitting  u  '"" 


;  for  s. 


a  all  e' 


iKlesi«i 


yields  himself  wholly  lo  , 
brute  Force,  but  always  lo  moral  Greatness; 
thus  the  universal  title  of  respecii  from  tht 
Oriental  Schnh,  from  the  Siuhrm  of  Ihe  red  la* 
dian.s,  down  to  our  English  Sir,  implies  onlf 
that  be  whom  wc  mean  to  bonoor  is  ourmior. 
Last,  as  the  crown  and  all-sopponing  keysloae 
of  the  fabric.  Religion  arises.  The  devoai 
meditation  of  the  isolated  man,  which  flitted 
through  his  soul,  like  a  transient  lone  of  I>ove 
and  Awe  from  unknown  lands,  acquires  cer- 
tainty, continuance,  when  il  is  shared  In  by  his 
brother-men.  "  Whereiwo  or  three  are  gathered 
together"  in  the  name  of  ihe  Highest,  then  Sral 
does  the  Highest,  as  ii  is  written,  "appear 
among  them  to  bless  them ;"  then  firm  dols  an 
Aliar  and  act  of  united  Worship  open  a  wty 
from  Earth  to  Heaven ;  whereon,  were  it  bnl  a 
simple  Jacob's-ladder,  the  heavenly  Messen- 
gers will  iravel,  with  glad  tidings,  and  unspeak- 
able gills  for  men.  Buch  is  Sociitt,  the  nial 
articulation  of  many  iadividuals  into  a  new 
CO Ueciive  Individ uaH  greatly  the  most  impor- 
tant of  man's  attainments  on  this  earth;  that  in 
which,  and  by  virtue  of  which,  alt  his  other 
attainments  and  attempts  find  their  arena,  and 
have  their  value.  Uonsidered  well.  Society  is 
the  standing  wonder  of  onr  existence;  s  ime 
region  of  the  SupernaluraJ ;  as  it  were,  a  se- 
cond all-embracing  Life,  wherein  our  llrsl  indi- 
vidual Life  becomes  doubly  and  trebly  alive, 
and  whatever  of  infinitude  was  in  us  bodies 
itself  forth,  and  becomes  visible  and  active. 

To  figure  society  as  endowed  with  Life  is 
scarcely  a  metaphor ;  hnt  rather  Ihe  statement 
ofa  facl  by  such  imperfect  methods  as  laagnagr 
affords.  Look  at  il  closely,  that  mystic  UnioD, 
Nature's  highest  work  with  man,  wherein  roan's 
volition  plays  an  indispensable  yet  so  lulmrdi- 
nale  a  part,  and  the  small  Mechanical  gtows  ao 
mystefioual J  and  iivdis«)\u\iVi  oW.  1  ■ 
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Djroainical.  like  body  out  of  Spirit, — is  truly 
«nough  vital,  what  we  can  call  vital,  and  bears 
the  disiiugui!.hi[ig  character  of  Uh.  It)  the 
sane  style  also,  we  can  say  .that  Society  bas 
its  periods  of  sickness  aad  vigour,  oC  yontb. 
manhood,  decrepiiude,  diisolulion,  and  neir- 
birth  i  in  one  or  other  of  which  stages,  we  may. 
in  all  limes  and  all  places  where  men  iababil, 
disoern  it)  and  do  ourselves  in  this  time 
place,  whether  as  co-operating  or  as  contending. 
an  healthy  members  or  as.  diseased  ones,  t( 
joy  and  sorrow,  form  part  of  it.  The  ques 
what  is  the  actual  condition  of  Society  T  has 
io  these  days  unhappily  become  important 
enough.  No  one  of  us  is  unconcerned  in  that 
question ;  bui  for  the  majority  of  thinking  men 


is  the  si 


eofm 


appears  almost  as  the  one  thing  needful.  Mean- 
vhile  OS  the  Irue  answer,  that  Is  lo  say,  the 
complelo  and  fundamental  ao^wer  and  settle- 
ment, oRen  as  it  has  been  demanded,  is  no- 
where (brthcoming,  and  indeed  by  ils  nature  is 
unpossible,  any  honest  approximation  towards 
feneh  is  not  without  valne.  The  feeblest  light, 
or  even  so  much  as  a  more  precise  recognition 
of  die  darkness,  which  is  the  firststepto  altaio- 
isent  of  light,  will  be  welcome. 

This  once  understood,  lei  it  not  seem  idle  if 
we  remark  that  here  loo  our  old  Aphorism 
holds  1  Ihal  again  in  the  Body  Politic,  as  in  the 
animal  body,  the  sign  of  right  performance  is 
Uoconsciousness.  Such.indeed,  is  virtually  the 
meaning  of  Ihal  phrase  "  arlilicial  stale  of  so- 
ciety," OS  contrasted  wiih  the  natural  state,  a 
indicating  aomelhing  so  inferior  to  it  For, 
all  vital  things,  men  distinguish  an  ArtiUcial 
and  a  Natural ;  founding  on  some  dim  percep- 
tion or  senliment  of  the  very  truth  we  here 
insiti  oti ;  ihf  Artificial  is  the  conscious,  me- 
<^kaiiical ;  the  Natural  is  the  unconscious,  dy- 
aanucal.  Thus  as  we  have  an  aniGcial  Poetry, 
uid  prize  only  ihe  natural ;  so  likewise  we  have 
va  artificial  Morality,  an  artificial  Wisdi 
artificial  Bociety.  The  artificial  Society  is 
precisely  one  that  knows  its  own  Slmciure,  its 
own  inieroal  functions ;  not  in  watching,  not  in 
knowing  which,  but  in  working  outwardly  to 
Ihe  fulfilment  of  its  aim,  does  the  well-being  of 
a  Society  consist.  Every  Society,  every  Polity, 
has  a  spiritual  principle;  is  itie  imbodimeol, 
WnlatLve,  and  more  oi'  less  complete,  of  an 
Idea  1  tUl  its  tendencies  of  endeavour,  speciaJi- 
bM  of  custom,  ils  laws,  politics,  and  whole  pro- 
eednre,  (as  the  glance  of  some  Montesquieu 
asrosE  innumerable  superficial  enlani;leinents 
eta  partly  decipher,)  are  prescribed  by  an  Idea, 
amdnow  naturally  from  it.  as  movemenis  I'rom 
the  living  source  of  motion.  This  idea,  be  ii 
Of  deVDiiOn  to  a  Man  or  class  of  Men,  to  i 
Creed,  to  an  instiiuuon.  or  even,  as  in  inor 
ancient  times,  to  a  piece  of  land,  is  ever  a  tru 
Loyalty;  has  in  it  something  of  a  religious 
paramouDl,  quite  infiniie  character;  it  is  pro 
perly  the  Soul  of  the  State,  its  Life ;  myslerion 
as  other  forms  of  Life,  and  like  *ese  working 
secretly,  and  in  a  depth   beyond  that  of  ~ 


Accordingly,  it  in  not  in  the  vigorous  ages 
of  a  Roman  Republic  that  Treatises  of  tht 
Commonweatlh  are  written :  while  the  Deei 
arc  nishiug  wi\\v  AeVMei  \»ives  out-he  eue 


mies  of  Some,  what  n«ed  of  pctaeVtOg  f 
uiism  !     The  virtue  of  Patriotism  bas  aln 

sunk  from  its  pristine,  aU-(ranscen4ui  e< 
tioa,  before  it  has  received  a  name.  So  tea 
the  Commonwealth  continues  righllyMhleaJ 
cares  nol  lo  dabble  in  anatomy.  WhyK^ 
Obedience  to  the  sovereign;  wbysamuGta»a 
mire  ii,  or  eeparaiely  recugnise  it,  while  a^^ 
ideaof  Obedience  perennially  inspimaU  tm 
Loyalty,  like  Patriotism,  of  which  Ii  i«  a^^ 
was  not  praised  nntil  it  had  began  id  ^^k^ 
the  Prmx  ClitvaliiTi  fits!  became  n^Hlf*  ^ 
ableiwheu^dj-ing  for  their  king"'  hH  ma  ^ 
beababilwiihchevaliers.  Forifiliemy^^ 
nificance  of  the  State,  let  this  be  wbu  j 
dwells  vilally  in  every  heart,  encircles  ett^^T^ 

ilh  a  second  higher  life,  how  should 
self  questioning  1     It  must  rush  oaln  _ 
express  iUelf  by  works.     Besides,  if    ■ 
is  there  as  by  necessity,  and  does 
1  inquiry :  it  is  aUo  by  naiutr,  is' 
limits;  therefore  can  be  circQCU 
conditions  and  deBnilions ;  eann 
led  of;  eicepl  muiraUy,  or  in  lb« 
of  Poetry,  cannot  yet  so  much  as  be  I 
In  ihose  days,  Booiety  was  wbal 
healthy,  sonud  al  heart.    Not,  in 
suITering   enough;   not   wiiboi 
difficulty  on  every  side;  for  a 
pointment  of  man ;  his  highest  at 
edness  is,  thai  he  toU,  and  know  " 
not  in  ease,  bm  in  united  vie 
which  is  al  once  evil  and  the  vi 
does  his  Freedom  lie.    Nay,  o ' 
deeper  than  such  superficial  p< 
early  Time,  hi«lo<ians  have  U 


s  all  a 


•,s  of  coptradicUoD  ■ 


the  antique  RepnbUe,  oi 
narchy,  have  seen  only  Ibe  a 
quarry,  nol  the  robusi  labo 
ecli6ce  he  was  building  of  iL 
Dges,  had  its  difficulty,  it  bt 
if  sorrowful  masses  of  rubtuA  M 
iti  the  (ou^h  sinews  to  hurl  U 
indomitable  heart,  wer 
went  along  withoul  complaint;  < 
scrutinize  itself,  lo  say,  How  in 
or,  Alas,  how  ill !     Men  did  oM  yi 
Eelves  lo  be  "  the  envy  of  tarrounal 

and  were  enviable  oi    ' 

cieiy  was  what  w( 
senses  of  Ihe  word.  The  ittdivii 
in  himself  a  whole,  o 
conld  combine  wilh  his  feUova  ■■ 
member  of  a  greater  whole- 
through  their  life,  were  nnimatedlq 
Idea ;  thus  all  efforts  pointed  <y 
where  there  was  irAotrant.  Opinio) 
had  not  yet  became  disnniled ;  btf 
could  siill  produce  the  laller.  « 
produce  it.  as  the  stamp  does  i| 
while  the  wax  is  not  hardened. 
the  Voice  of  Ihon^bt.  were  also  a  ui 
instead  of  Specnlatiot 
rature.  in  ils  rude  u 
heroic  Song,  perhaps  loo  a  devotional  Jb 
Retigion  was  everywhere;  PhiU 
under  it,  peacefully  ineludrd  in  t 

I  in  Ihe  life-centre  of  all,  lay  (be  tree  hi 
oneoess.    Only  at  a  later  era  »"■•< 

lsi>lil  itself  mto  Pbilosopbies  i 
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onion  of  thought  being  lost,  disunion  and 
ad  collision  in  all  provinces  of  Speech  and 
:tion  more  and  more  prevail.  For  if  the 
Dr  Priest,  or  by  whatever  title  the  inspired 
»r  may  be  named,  is  the  sign  of  vigour 
rellbeing ;  so  likewise  is  the  Logician,  or 
pired  thinker,  the  sign  of  diseai^e,  proba- 
r  decrepitude  and  decay.  Thus,  not  to 
on  other  instances,  one  of  them  much 
r  hand, — so  soon  as  Prophecy  among  the 
("ws  had  ceased,  then  did  the  reign  of  Ar- 
atation  begin ;  and  the  ancient  Theocracy, 

8adduceeisms  and  Phariseeisms,  and 
jangling  of  sects  and  doctors,  give  token 
he  tout  of  it  had  fled,  and  that  the  body 

by  natural  dissolution,  "with  the  old 
I  still  at  work,  but  working  in  reverse 
,**  was  on  .the  road  to  final  disappearance. 

)  might  pursue  this  question  into  innu- 
ble  other  ramifications ;  and  everywhere, 
raew  shapes,  find  the  same  truth,  which 
ere  so  imperfectly  enunciate,  disclosed : 
hroughout  the  whole  world  of  man,  in  all 
^stations  and  performances  of  his  nature, 
trd  and  inward,  personal  and  social,  the 
et,  the  Great  is  a  mystery  to  itself,  knows 
Mlf ;  whatsoever  does  know  itself  is  al- 
little,  and  more  or  less  imperfect  Or  other- 
ire  may  say,  Unconsciousness  belongs  to 
n mixed  Life ;  Consciousness  to  a  diseased 
re  and  conflict  of  Life  and  Death :  Uncon- 
iness  is  the  sign  of  Creation ;  Conscious- 
t  best,  that  of  Manufacture.  So  deep,  in 
istence  of  ours,  is  the  significance  uf  Mys- 
Well  might  the  Ancients  make  silence  a 
for  it  is  the  element  of  all  godhood,  infini- 
IF  transcendental  greatness ;  at  once  the 
f  and  the  ocean  wherein  all  such  begins 
ids.  In  the  same  sense,  too,  have  Poets 
Hymns  to  the  Night;"  as  if  "Night*'  were 
than  day ;  as  if  Day  were  but  a  small 
'-coloured  veil  spread  transiently  over 
inite  bosom  of  Night,  and  did  but  deform 
ide  from  us  its  purely  transparent,  eter- 
eps.  So  likewise  have  they  spoken  and 
IS  if  Silence  were  the  grand  epitome  and 
ete  sum-total  of  all  Harmony;  and  Death, 
mortals  call  Death,  properly  the  begin- 
>f  Life.  Under  such  figures,  since  ex- 
1  figures  there  is  no  speaking  of  the  Invi- 
lave  men  endeavoured  to  express  a  great 
; — a  Truth,  in  our  times,  as  nearly  as  is 
>s  possible,  forgotten  by  the  most ;  which 
heless  continues  for  ever  true,  for  ever  ali- 
tant,  and  will  one  day,  under  new  figures, 
lin  brought  home  to  the  bosoms  of  all. 
,  indeed,  in  a  far  lower  sense,  the  rudest 
bas  still  some  intimation  of  the  greatness 
is  in  Mystery.  If  Silence  was  made  a 
f  by  the  Ancients,  he  still  continues  a 
iment  clerk  among  us  Moderns.  To  all 
rs,  moreover,  of  what  sort  soever,  the 
3f  Mystery  is  well  known :  here  and  there 
Cagliostro,  even  in  latter  days,  turns  it 
able  account:  the  Blockhead  also,  who 
litious,  and  has  no  talent,  finds  sometimes 
e  talent  of  silence,"  a  kind  of  succedane- 
Dr  again,  looking  on  the  opposite  side  of 
liter,  do  we  not  see,  in  the  common  un- 
ndiug  of  mankind,  a  certain  distrust,  a 


certain  contempt  of  whaUis  altogether  self- 
conscious  and  mechanical  ?   As  nothing  that  is 
wholly  seen  through  has  other  than  a  trivial  cha- 
racter ;  so  any  thing  professing  to  be  great,  and 
yet  wholly  to  see   through   itself,  is   already 
known  to  be  false,  and  a  failure.    The  evil  re- 
pute your  '*  theoretical  men"  stand  in,  the  ac- 
knowledged inefliciency  of  "  Paper  Constitu- 
tions," and  all  that  class  of  objects,  are  in- 
stances  of  this.    Experience  often  repeated, 
and  perhaps  a  certain  instinct  of  something  far 
deeper  that  Ues  under  such  experiences,  has 
taught  men  so  much.    They  know,  beforehand, 
that  the  loud  is  generally  the  insignificant,  the 
empty.    Whatsoever  can  proclaim  itself  from 
the  house-tops  may  be  fit  for  the  hawker,  and 
for  those  multitudes  that  must  needs  buy  of  him; 
but  for  any  deeper  use,  might  as  well  continue 
un proclaimed.   Observe,  too,  how  the  converse 
of  the  proposition  holds ;  how  the  insignificant, 
the  empty,  is  usually  the  loud ;  and,  after  the 
manner  of  a  drum,  is  lond  even  because  of  its 
emptiness.    The  uses  of  some  "Patent  Dinner 
Cafefactor  can   be   bruited  abroad  over  the 
whole  world  in  the  course  of  the  first  winter; 
those  of  the  Printing  Press  are  not  so  well  seen 
into  for  the  first  three  centuries  :  the  passing 
of  the  Select  Vestries  Bill  raises  more  noise 
and  hopeful  expectancy  among  mankind,  than 
did  the  promulgation  of  the  Christian  Religion. 
Again,  and  again,  we  say,  the  great,  the  crea- 
tive, and  enduring,  is  ever  a  secret  to  itself; 
only  the  small,  the  barren,  and  transient,  is 
otherwise. 

If  we  now,  with  a  practical  medical  view, 
examine,  by  this  same  test  of  Unconsciousness, 
the  Condition  of  our  own  Era,  and  of  man's 
Life  therein,  the  diagnosis  we  arrive  at  is  no- 
wise of  a  flattering  sort.  The  state  of  Society 
in  our  days  is  of  all  possible  states  the  least  an 
unconscious  one:  this  is  especially  the  Era 
when  all  manner  of  Inquiries  into  what  was 
once  the  unfelt,  involuntary  sphere  of  man's 
existence,  find  their  place,  and  as  it  were  oc- 
cupy the  whole  domain  of  thought  What,  for 
example,  is  all  this  that  we  hear,  for  the  last 
generation  or  two,  about  the  Improvement  of 
the  Age,  the  Spirit  of  the  Age,  Destruction  of 
Prejudice,  Progress  of  the  Species,  and  the 
March  of  Intellect,  but  an  unhealthy  state  of 
self-sentience,  self-survey:  the  precursor  and 
prognostic  of  still  worse  health !  That  Intel- 
lect do  march,  if  possible  at  double-quick  time, 
is  very  desirable;  nevertheless  why  should 
she  turn  round  at  every  stride,  and  cry:  See 
you  what  a  stride  I  have  taken !  Such  a 
marching  of  Intellect  is  distinctly  of  the  spa- 
vined kind ;  what  the  Jockeys  call  "  all  action 
and  no  go."  Or  at  best,  if  we  examine  well,  it 
is  the  marching  of  that  gouty  Patient,  whom 
his  Doctors  had  clapt  on  a  metal  floor  artifi- 
cially heated  to  the  searing  point,  so  that  he 
was  obliged  to  march,  and  marched  with 
a  vengeance — nowhither.  Intellect  did  not 
awaken  for  the  first  time  yesterday ;  but  has 
been  under  way  from  Noah*s  Flood  down- 
wards: greatly  her  best  progress,  moreover, 
was  in  the  old  times,  when  she  said  nothing 
about  it  In  those  same  dark  "  ages,"  Intellect 
(metaphorically  as  well  as  literally)  could  in 
vent  glass,  which  now  she  has  enough  ado  ,.0 
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flrbd  into  tftdmdm.r  InleneBt  Iwib  not  ool^ 
OlMRtlMt,bQt  a  Choreh,  tSm  Cliiireli»  Iwsed  oo 
lUs  ftrm  Earth,  yet  re&chiiig  op,  and  leadiog  up, 
at  Ufk  ai  Heayen ;  and  now  it.is  all  she  ciin  ao 
to  kaep  its  doort  bolted,  that  there  be  no  tearing 
<^  the  Surplices,  no  robberjr  of  the  Alms-box. 
She  built  a  Senate-house  likewise,  glorious  in 
its  kind ;  and  now  it  costs  her  a  wellnigh  mortal 
eflbrt  to  sweep  it  clear  of  Termin,  and-  get  the 
roof  made  rain-tight 

But  the  truth  4s,  with  Intellect,  as  with  most 
odwr  things,  we  are  now  passing  ^m  that 
first  or  boastfal  stage  of  Self-sentience  into 
ibm  second  or  painfhl  one :  out  of  these  often 
asteyerated  declarations  that  "  our  system  is 
^1  high  order,^  we  come  now,  by  natural  se- 
quence, to  the  melancholy  couTiction  that  it  is 
altogether  the  reTorse.  Thus,  for  instance,  in 
die  matter  of  Goremment,  the  period  of  the 
'•laTaluable  Constitution"  musr  be  followed  by 
a  Beform  Bill;  to  ^laudatory  De  Lolmes  suc- 
eeed  objurgatory  Benthams.  At  any  rate, 
what  Trei|tises  on  the  Social  Contract,  on  the 
EteetKre  Franchise,  the  Rights  of  Man,  the 
Rights  of  Property,  Codifications,  Institations, 
Cmtitutions,  have  we  not,  tot  long  years, 
groaned  under  I  Or  again,  with  a  wider  sun- 
Ttyt,  consider  those  Essays  on  Man,  Thoughts 
oo  Man,  Inquiries  concerning  Man ;  not  to 
mantion  Evidences  of  the  Christian  Faith, 
Theories  of  Poetry,  Consideration  on  the  Ori- 
gin of  Bril,  which  during  the  last  century 
fia;re  accumulated  on  us  to  a  frighfftil  extent 
IfOTor  ainc%  the  beginning  of  Time  was  there^ 
thAt  we  hear  or  read  of,  so  intense^  self-con- 
leious  a  Society.  Our  whole  relations  to  the 
Unirerse  and  to  oar  fellow  man  have  become 
an  Inquiry,  a  Doubt:  nothing  will  go  on  of  its 
own  accord,  and  do  its  functions  quietly ;  but 
all  things  must  be  probed  into,  the  whole  work- 
ing of  man's  world  be  anatomically  studied. 
Alas,  anatomically  studied,  that  it  may  be  me- 
dically aided  !  Till  at  length,  indeed,  we  have 
come  to  such  a  pass,  that  except  in  this  same 
Medicine,  with  its  artifices  and  appliances, 
few  can  so  much  as  imagine  any  strength  or 
hope  to  remain  for  us.  The  whole  Life  of 
Society  must  now  be  carried  on  by  drugs : 
doctor  after  doctor  appears  with  his  nostrum, 
of  Co-operative  Societies,  Universal  Suffrage, 
Cottage-and-Cow  systems,  Repression  of  Popu- 
lation, Vote  by  Ballot  To  such  height  has 
the  dyspepsia  of  Society  reached ;  as  indeed 
the  constant  grinding  internal  pain,  or  from 
tiine  to  time  the  mad  spasmodic  throes,  of  all 
Society  do  otherwise  too  mournfully  indicate. 

Far  be  it  from  us  to  attribute,  as  some  un- 
wise persons  do,  the  disease  itself  to  this  un- 
happy sensation  that  there  is  a  disease !  The 
Encyclopedists  did  not  produce  the  troubles  of 
Franc^e ;  but  the  troubles  of  France  produced 
the  Encyclopedists,  and  much  else.  The  Self- 
consciousness  is  the  symptom  merely ;  nay,  it 
is  also  the  attempt  towards  cure.  We  record 
the  fact,  without  special  censure ;  not  wonder- 
mg  that  Society  should  feel  itself,  and  in  all 
ways  complain  of  aches  and  twinges,  for  it 
has  suffered  enough.  Napoleon  was  but  a 
Job's  comforter,  when  he  told  his  wounded 
StaffKtfficer,  twice  unhorsed  by  cannon  balls, 
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and  with  half  hia  liabi  blon  to  |li0H:  iNr^a 
sons  ^oMtfcr  tnp  !^ 

On  the  ontwardyor  as  it  w«n  Fhynoali 
of  Socienr, it  were  betide  oar  PwpoN isi 
here.  These  are  diseasea  wfaioh  ae  vhv 
may  r^d;  and  sorrow  over»  vitt  or 
hope.  Wealth  has  accnmalaied  itHV  i 
masses;  and  Pover^,  alao  in 
enough,  lies  impatmably  smaraled  fM  ll;( 
posed,  uncommunic^ag,  lika  Ibcecs  i 
tive  and  negative  poKra.  TIm  yodi 
lower  world  sit  aloft  on  glitlefing  thnwk) 
happy  than  Epicurus*  gods,  bat  as  '  " 
impotent;  while  the  boondleas  liiii 
Ignorance  and  Hunger  wolleca 
dark  fury,  under  their  feet  How  ouch  i 
us  might  be  likened  to  a  whiled 
outwardly  all  Pomp  and  Strength;' Ml 
wardly  full  of  horror  an4  despair  ail  ' 
men's  bones!  Iron  highways,  wifii  Ihiiri 
fire-winged,  are  uniting  nU  .ends  of  i 
'Land  ;>  quays  and  moles^  with.  Attir 
ble  stately  fieets,  tamei  the  Oeiean  iatoi 
ant  bearer  of  burdens ;  Labonr^a  thoMMJi 
of  sinew  and  of  metal,  aUpeow|ii«rii(< 
where,  from  the  tops  of  the  a 
the  depths  of  the  mine  and  the  eavons  i 
sea*  ply  unweariedly  ibr  thjs  aenriee  cf  ^ 
Tet  man  reoiains  unserved.  He  haai 
this  Planet,  his  habitation  and  ii 
reaps  no  profit  from  tl|e  vietorf.  Sid  Ii; 
upon,  in  the  highest  stage  of  elvilimisivt 
tenths  of  mankiod  must  straggle  in  dm/ 
battle  of  savage  or  even  animal  ma^  Ai 
tie  against  Famine;  Connitries  are  rifih»| 
perous  in  all  manner  of  increaae*  ~ 
ample:  but  the  Men  of  those  eouatriei 
poor,  needier  than  ever  of  all  snstenaaee* 
ward .  and  inward ;  of  Belief,  of  Knoi 
of  Money,  of  Food.  The  rule,  £lic  fof  hm 
never  altogether  to  be  got  rid  of  in  men*k| 
dustry,  now  presses  with  such  incubus 
that  Industry  must  shake  it  off,  or  utterly] 
strangled  under  it;  and,,  alas,  can  as  yet 
gasp  and  rave,  and  aimlessly  struggle.  Uke  < 
in.  the  final  deliration.  Thus  Chaoge,< 
inevitable  approach  of  Change,  is 
everywhere.  In  one  Country  we  have 
lava-torrents  of  fever-frenzy  enxelope 
things ;  Government  succeed  GoTeramea^l 
the  phantasms  of  a  dying  brain :  in 
Country,  we  csn  even  now  see,  in  maddertj 
temation,  the  Peasant  governed  liy  such 
ance  as  this :  To  labour  earnestly  one 
in  raising  wheat,  and  the  next  month 
earnestly  in  burning  it.  So  that  Societf,^ 
it  not  by  nature  immortal,  and  its  death 
new-birth,  might  appear,  as  it  does  in  the  i 
of  some,  to  be  sick  to  dissolution,  sad 
now  writhing  in  its  last  agony.  Sick 
we  must  admit  it  to  be,  with  disease  ea< 
whole  nosology  of  diseases ;  wherein  he 
haps  is  happiest  that  is  not  called  to 
as  physician ; — wherein,  however,  6at 
piece  of  policy,  that  of  summoning  the  Wi 
in  the  Commonwealth,  by  the  sole  melboi 
known  or  thought  of,  to  come  together  an^i 
their  whole  soul  consult  for  it,  might*  bit 
late  tedious  experiences,  have  seemed  ^oai^ 
tionable  enough*  ■■ 


CHABACTERierncs. 


■at  IcaTUkg;  Ihii,  let  n*  rather  look  witfaio, 
jmaa  the  Spirilaal  condilion  of  Sociel;,  and  sec 
^rtkt  aspects  and  prospects  offer  themselves 

'   CbcTC-     Fur.  aflrr  all,  II  is  there  properly  that 
secret  and  origin  of  the  whole  is  lo  he 
wilt:  the  Physical  dt^ran  gem  rats  cif  Society 
nt  the  image  and  impress  of  itn  Spiriiiiaf 
;   the  heart  contintirs   xnund,  all  Dlh< 
jerlicial,  and  temporary.    Fals 
mil  of  false  Speculation ;  Icl  the 
t  of  Bociely  be  free  and  Rirong,  llial  is  !□ 
^lel  Irue  Principles  inspire  the  memhers 
wly,  then  neither  can  disorders  accama- 
a   Its  Practice ;   each  disorder  wilt   be 
nptly,  failhriiliy  inquired  into,  and   ren 
lax  It  arises.     But  alas,  with  ds  Ihe  Spi..- 
[•ondilion  of  Socieif  is  no  le.ss  »ickly  than 
^^ynical.     Eiainin*  man's  inleroal  world, 
Ifofils  social  letalioDsand  performaDces, 
^ms  di;ea<ed  self-coiisciousDess, 
mnroallH"":"'^''''^  struftgle. 
ting  acts  rrom  within  outwards  in  undi- 
Phealihy  force ;  every  thing  lies  inipoieiit, 
'^  its  force  lumed  inwards,  and  painfully 

as  to  itself." 

Abegin  with  our  highest  Spiritual  function, 

■ieligioa,  we  mighi  ask,  whither  has  Reli- 

■"     Of  Churches  and  their  estab- 

here  .<ay  nothings  nor   of   the 

spy  domains  of  Unbelief,  and  how  inni)' 

m  men,  bliuded  in  their   minds,  must 

^without  God  inihcworld;"bat,  taking  Ihe 

ll  sjile  of  the  mailer,  we  ask.  What  is  the 

h  at  that  same  Religion,  which  still  lin- 

M  ibe  hearts  of  the  Tew  who  are  called,  and 

iMmselTes,  specially  the  Religious  1     Is  it 

*ILby  Religion,  vital,  ODConscioiis  of  itself; 

'    Ih  sponlaneousif  In  doing  of  the 

D   in  preiching  of  Ibe  Word! 

pily,  no.    Insieaii  of  heroic  martyr  Con- 

ud    inspired    and  soul-injpiring   Elo- 

t,  whereby  RellRion  itself  were  brought 

tf  our  living  besoms,  la  live  and  reign 

Lwe  have  "Dij-coiirses  on  the  Evidences," 

BVontiDg.  wiih  smnltest  result,  lo  make  it 

kble  that  ^ueh  a  ihing  as  Religion  exists. 

fluoEl  enthusiastic   Evangelicals   do   not 

I  Gospel,  bai  keep  describing  how  it 

ind  might  be  preached;  lo  awaken  the 

i  fire  of  Faith,  as  by  a  sacred  contagion, 

leavour :  but.  at  mos^  to  describe 

vs  and  acts,  and  scienlifically 

te  Faith  from  lalse.    Religion, 

,   s  conscious  of  itself,  listens  ui 

It  il  becomes  les^  and  less  creative,  vital ; 

tud  more  mechanical.    Considered  as  a 

I,  the  Christian  Religion,  of  late  ages  has 

anally  dissipating  itself  into  Meta- 

M;  and  threatens  now  to  disappear,  as 

rivers  do,  in  deserts  of  barren  sand. 

t  Literature,  and    its   deep-seated,  wide- 

i  maladies,  why  ipeak !      Literature   is 

^branch  of  Religion,  and  always  partici- 

aracler.     However,  in  ourtime, 

tr  only  branch  that  still  shows  any  green- 

and.as  some  think,  must  one  day  become 

4^'Baia  siem.    Now,  apart  from  the  subier- 

rtarean  regions  of  Literature  ; — 

■  new  the  frightful,  scandalous 

■titties  of  PafFing,  the  mystery  of  Slander, 

iKbood,  Batred,  and  other  convulsion- work 


of  rabid  Inbecilily,  and  all  thai  has  rendered 
Literature  on  that  side  a  perfect  "Babylon  the 
motheriif  Abominallon^,  in  ver^' deed,  making 
the  world  "drunk"  with  the  wine  of  her  iniquity; 

I  — forgetting  all  this,  let  ns  look  only  u>  the  re- 

I  gions  of  the  upper  air :  to  such  Literature  as 

~~~    be  said  lo  have  some  attempt  towards 

in  il,  some  I'inc  of  music,  and  if  it  be  not 

I  poetical,  lo  hold  of  llic  poetical.    Among  other 

I  char:         ■    ■        ■ 
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iiiugh; 


object,  what  we  can  call  Innpiration,  has  well- 
.  nigh  ceaseil  to  appear  in  Liii'raiiirc.  Which 
I  melodious  i^lnger  fui^cts  that  he  is  singing 
melodiously  1  We  hare  not  the  love  of  great- 
ness, but  the  love  of  the  iove  of  greainesi. 
Hence  infinite  AfTeclalions,  Distractions;  in 
every  case  ineviiab)<-  Error.  Consider,  for  one 
example,  this  peculiarity  of  Modern  Literature, 
the  sin  that  has  been  named  View-hunting.  Id 
our  elder  writers,  there  are  no  paintings  of 
scenery  for  its  own  sake;  no  euphnistic  gal-* 
lantries  with  Nature,  but  a  constant  heart-love 
for  her,  a  constant  dwelling  in  communion 
with  her.  View-hunting,  with  so  much  else 
Ihai  Is  of  kin  to  II,  first  came  decisively  into 
action  through  the  Sorrotri  of  Wttitr ;  which 
wonderful  Performance,  indeed,  may  in  many 
senses  be  regarded  as  the  progenitor  of  all  ihu 
has  since  become  popular  in  Literature; 
whereof,  in  so  far  as  concerns  spirit  and  ten- 
dency, it  still  oBVrs  the  most  i  nslructive  image ; 
for  nowhere,  eicepi  in  its  ovd  couniry.  above 
all  in  the  mind  of  iis  illustrious  Author,  has  it 
yet  fallen  wholly  obsolete.  Scarcely  ever,  till 
that  late  epoch,  did  any  worshipper  of  Nature 
become  entirely  awnre  that  he  was  worship- 
ping, much  to  his  own  credit,  and  think  of 
saying  lo  himself:  Come  let  us  make  a  de- 
scription I  Iniolerable  enough;  when  every, 
puny  whipnlcr draws  onlhis  pencil,  and  insists 
on  painting  you  a  scene;  so  that  Ihe  Instant 
you  discern  such  a  thing  as  "wavy  outline," 
"  mirror  of  the  lake,"  "  stern  headland,"  or  the 
like,  in  any  Book,  you  mnsl  timorously  basien 
on ;  and  scarcely  the  Author  of  Waverley  him- 
self can  tempt  you  not  to  skip- 
Nay.  Is  Dol  the  diseased  self-conscious  slate 
of  Literature  disclosed  in  this  one  fact,  which 
lie!  so  near  us  here,  Ihe  prevalence  of  Review- 
ing! Sterne's  wish  for  a  reader  "thai  would 
give  up  the  reins  of  his  imagination  into  his 
author's  hands  and  he  ;ilcasFd  he  knew  no! 
why,  aAd  cared  not  wherefore,"  might  lead  him 
a  tnng  journey  now.  Indeed,  forour  best  class 
of  readers,  the  chief  pleasure,  a  very  sllnled 
one,  is  this  same  knowing  of  the  Why;  which 
many  a  Karnes  and  Bossu  has  been,  ineffec- 
tually enough,  endeavouring  lo  leach  as:  till 
at  last  these  alio  have  laid  down  iheir  trade;. 
and  now  your  Reviewer  is  a  mere  luKlrr,  whs 
tastes,  and  says,  by  the  evidence  of  such  palate, 
such  tongue,  as  he  has  got — Il  Is  g'lod ;  il  is 
bad.  Was  il  thus  that  ihe  French  carried  out 
certain  inferior  creatures  on  their  Algeriue 
Eipcdition',  to  la.'ile  Ihe  wells  for  them,  and  try 
whether  they  were  poisoned  T  Far  be  It  from 
us  to  di*parage  our  own  crall.  whereby  we 
have  our  living!  Only  we  must  nole  these 
things:  Ihai  Reviewing  spreads  with  strange 


yet  how,  in  this  imperfect  slate,  can  it  be 
avoided,  o«n  it  be  dispensed  wiih1  Man 
•tuida  u  in  the  centre  otJitixare;  his  rraction 
of  Time  encircled  b;  Eternity,  his  handbreadth 
of  Space  encircled  by  Infinitude:  hov  shall 
he  forbear  asking  himself.  What  am  I;  and 
Whence;  and  Whither!  How  loo,  eicept  in 
slight  partial  hints,  in  bind  asseverations  and 
assurance!,  such  as  a  mother  quiew  her  frcl- 
fulty  inquisitive  child  with,  shall  he  get  answer 
to  such  inquiries ! 

The  disease  of  Metaphysici,  accordingly,  is 
a  perennial  one.  In  all  ages,  those  questions 
or  Death  and  Immortality,  Origin  of  Evil,  Free- 
dom and  Necessity,  must,  under  new  forms, 
anew  make  their  appearance  i  ever,  from  lime 
to  time,  must  the  attempt  to  shape  for  our- 
selves some  Theorem  of  the  Universe  be 
repeated.  And  ever  unsuccessfuHy;  for  what 
Theorem  of  the  Infinite  can  the  Finite  render 
cbmptete !  We,  the  whole  species  of  Man- 
kind, and  our  whole  eiialence  and  history,  are 
bat  a  floBting  speck  in  the  illimiiable  ocean  of 
the  All;  yel  in  that  ocean;  indissoluble  portion 
thereof;  parlakm^  or  iis  infinite  tendencies; 
borne  this  way  and  that  by  its  deep-swelling 
tides,  and  grand  ocean  currents; — of  which 
what  faintest  chance  is  there  that  we  should 
ever  exhaust  the  significance,  ascertain  the 
goings  and  comings!  A  region  of  Doubt, 
Uierefore,  hovers  for  ever  in  the  background; 
in  Action  alone  can  we  have  certainty.  Nay, 
properly,  Doubt  Is  the  indispensable,  ioeihaus- 
tible  material  whereon  Action  works,  which 
Action  has  to  fashion  into  Certainty  and  Re- 
alily;  only  on  a  canvas  of  Darkness,  such  is 


rather  than  Speculation. 
[ihysies  proper;  a  pure, an) 
time  to  lime  a  necessary  ei 
For  truly,  if  we  look  into 
fruitless  etideavonr  than  tb 
Metaphysician  proper  toili 

testing  and  rejecting  what  i 
attain  knowledge  of  what 
Speculation,  as  it  begins  in 
so  it  mast  needs  end  in  Ji 
lates  and  mast  circulate  ii 
ting,  swallowing — ilse 
made  up  of  Light  and  D 
resting  on  the  Darkness, 
iverywhere  there  is  Dual 
perpetual  Couiradiction  dw 
shall  I  place  myself  to  esc 
shadow!"  Consider  it  wi 
the  attempt  of  the  mind 
mind;  to  environ,  and  ehu' 
•rhtitd  the  mind.  Hof 
,'isesl,  as  for  the  foolishi 
inew,  or  athletic  skil 
est  athlete  to  fold  his 
..  and,  by  liding,  liH 
Irish  Saint  swam  the  Chai 
head  in  his  teeth ;"  but  the  I 
litaied. 

That  this  is  the  age  of  J 

proper,  or  skeptical  Inqai 

there  was  a  necessity  for 

age,  we  regard  as  oar  inda 

From  many  causes,  the  are 

has  long  been  narrowing,  t1 

iry  becoming  more  and  m< 

1  more  peipleiing.    The 

'.  to  the  Deed;  but  in  boi 

devouring,  engenders  monsi 

ireaihins  chimeras.    F 
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B«h  as  whether  ve  are  !□  vork  at  a1l.|  vetlatshvinished  rrom  the  verid.    Theyoath 
;,  which,  as  was  said,  ever  hangs  in  the    □□  awakening  in  this  wondroQt  t7niven«,  a* 

K round  of  oDr  vorld,  has  nirw  become  longer  finds  aeompeteni  ihmrf  uf  IK  wr>nd«n^ 
iddle-fToiigd  and  foreground :  whereon,  Time  wan  when,  if  he  a»>L-ed  hjinself:  What  b 
m  titBe.norsirLife-pictiirecan  be  painted,  [  man;  what  are  ihe  duhes  nf  idbd  !  Ih«  aniwer 
bIjt  the  dark  air-canvas  itself  flow  round  I  stood  ready  wriilen  for  him.  Bat  now  ih* 
nrildering  anil  benighting.  ancient  "  ctrotind-plan  of  the  All"  belicw  itialf 
ivenheless,  doubt  as  we  will,  man  is  '  when  brought  miocomnrti  wiihrealityt  Molbtr 
flj  Here)  not  lo  ask  questions,  bat  tn  do!  Church  has,  to  the  most,  berome  a  aupfrao- 
1  in  this  time,  as  in  nil  limes,  it  must  be  I  nnated  Stepmother,  whose  lestoni  go  diar»- 
WTicsl  evil  for  him.  if  his  faculty  of  Ac-lgardf^d:  or  are  spumed  at,  and  aeomflnl^ 
e  dormant,  and  only  that  of  skeptical  In- 1  gain  say  ed.  For  jouag  Valour  and  Ihiriilof  A^ 
exert  itself.  Accordingly,  whoercr  looks  tioo  no  ideal  Chivalry  invites  lo  hrri(i*m^r»' 
d  upon  the  world, 'comparing  the  Past  { icribes  what  is  heroic;  the  old  ideal  of  Mail'' 
the  Present,  may  find  that  the  practical  hood  has  grown  obsolcte,and  the  new  is  Kill 
itioiii  of  man,  in  these  days,  is  one  of  the  '  inrisihle  lo  us.  and  we  grope  afler  it  in  darlc- 
nt;  burdened  with  miseries  which  are  in  ness,  one  clutching  this  phantom,  another  thai; 
uidrrable  degree  peculiar.  In  no  time  Werierism.  Bjronism,  eren  BrumtoeliMDi 
..  1 ».  ..  1  _ .  .       ...       ...  each  has       ■         — 


^_-„-  —  -  what  he  callii  a  happy 
ne  can  it  be  so.  A  perpetual  dream  there 
Wa  of  Paradises,  and  some  luiurioos 
kcrland.wher*  Ihc  brrwtcs  ihonld  ran  wine, 
■  e  trees  bend  with  ready-baked  viands ; 
was  a  dream  merelf,  an  impossible 
Suflering,  Conlmdiction,  Error,  have 
quite  perennial,  and  even  indispensable, 
t  in  this  Earth.  Is  not  Labour  ihe  in- 
IBce  of  man  1  And  what  Labour  for  the 
ioyons,  and  not  grievous  >  Labour, 
llie  very  interruption  of  that  Ease, 
n  foolishly  enough  t^ncies  lo  be  his 
pieeas:  and  yet  without  Labour  there 
1  DO  Ease,  no  Reii,  so  much  as  conceiva- 
Tbo*  Evil,  what  we  call  Evil,  must  ever 
!  while  man  exist?:  Eril,  in  the  widest 
we  cm  give  it,  is  precisely  the  dark, 
lercd  maierjat  out  of  which  man's  Free- 
bu   lo  create  an  edifice  of  order,  and 

Ever  must  Pain  orge  us  to  Labonr; 

Vtij  in  free  EITorl  can  any  blessedness  be 
fad  for  Di. 

R  if  man  has,  in  til  ages,  bad  enough  to 
inter,  there  has,  in  most  civilized  ages, 
«■  inward  force  vonchsafed  him.  wherebf 
Kttnre  of  things  outward  might  be  witb- 
L  Obittmciion  abounded ;  but  Pailh  also 
It  wanting.  It  is  by  Paiih  that  man  re- 
noniitains :  white  he  had  Failb,  his 
I  might  be  weaned  wlib  toiling,  his  back 
'  b  bearing:  hut  the  hesri  within  him 
peMCSble  and  resolved.  In  the  thicbeai 
B  there  bomt  a  lamp  to  goide  him.  If  he 
ried  and  soSered,  be  felt,  thai  it  eVen  . 
i  be  aoi  koew  for  wl 
Paitb 


nnlemplaiion  and  lovs 


day. 
of  Wisdom  no  Cloister  now  opens  il>  reltglotu 
shadest  the  Thinker  must,  in  all  »tn»t»,  wander 
homeless,  too  often  aimlets,  looking  up  10  a 
Heaven  which  is  dead  for  him,  round  lo  an 
Earth  which  is  deaf,  Action,  in  those  Otd 
days,  was  easy,  wan  voluntary,  for  the  divine 
wonh  of  human  things  lay  achnnwledged; 
Speculation  was  wholesome,  for  ii  ranged 
Itself  as  the  handmaid  of  Action ;  what  COnM 
not  so  range  itself  died  out  by  its  natural  death, 
by  neglect.  loyally  still  hallowed  obedieBOC, 
and  made  rule  noble;  there  was  itill  mu*- 
thing  to  be  loyal  loj  Ihe  Godlike  stood  ein- 
bodied  nndermany  asjrmbolin  men's  iniMcala 
and  bqslnens;  Ihe  Finite  shadowed  forth  the 
Infinite;  Eternity  looked  ihrongh  Time.  The 
Life  of  man  was  encompassed  and  overcaso- 
pied  by  a  glory  of  Heaven,  even  as  his  dweli- 
tng-place  by  Ihe  azure  vxnlt. 

How  changed  in  these  new  days  !  Truly  may 
it  be  said,  Ihe  Divinity  ha«  wiihdrHwn  frvn 
the  Earth ;  or  veils  himself  in  ihat  wide-wa»t- 
ing  Whirlwind  of  a  departing  Era.  wherein  ibe 
fewest  can  di»c*rn  his  going*.    Mot  Godhead, 
but  an  iroB.  ignoble  eirele  of  Nere.s.iy  em- 
braces  all  things;   bind«  the  youth  of  iheae 
times  into  a  sluggish  thrall,  or  else  ezaaperatea 
htm  into  a  rebH.   Heroic  Aeii.m  is  paraiynd; 
for  what  worth  now  remain*  unqaeilionaMe 
with   him  !     At  the  fervid   period  when   bia 
whole  nature  cries  aloud  for  Action,  then  Is 
Dothingsacred  under  who«e  banner  he  can  act; 
Ihe  course  and   kind   and  conditions  of  frev 
Action   are   all    bot    un discoverable.     Uoubt 
he  was  snlTeting  I  storms  in  on  him  tbroogh  every  avenge:  in. 
him  an  inward  I  qnifies  of  Ihe  deepest,  painfallesl  son  nittl  be 
a  world  of  Strength  wherewith  |  engaged   with  ;  and  the   invincible  energy  of 
a   wwM    of    DiSicBlty.     The  true  i  young  years  waste  it-etf  la  skepntal,  snieidal 
hedtaea«  lies  here  ;  that  the  Ditficultv  re- '  cavillings  ;    in   passranale   "  qnesltonitiB*   oT 
Wd  ibe  Strength  be  losi ;  that  Pain  Can-  i  Destiny,"  whereto  no  answer  will  be  relnntad. 
rficve  iiaelf  in  free  Effort;  that  we  have  I      For  men,  in  whom  the  old  ],erenn>a1  pntv. 
aboov,  and  want  the  Willingness.     Faiih   ciple  of  Haut^  (be  it   Huneer  of  ihe  poor, 
phana  iti.eali»htgns  us.  for  all  endeavours  !  Day-drodge  who  stills  it  with  eighiecnpriiM  «' 
mimnara:  with  Faiih  we  ran  do  all.and  '  day,  or  of  the  ambitious  Place-hunter  who  can 
louund  times  i  nowise  siill  it  with  so  liitle)  ■ufftces  to  All  up 
I  the  sum  of    eiistenc*,  ihe  case  is  l-aJ ;  boi  nm  fat  worst, 
e  feel  hinuelf  <  These   Bnca  have  so  aim.  aach   aaiiU;  axtd 
1   wheels   and  ean»te<Tlowardsi«.wilhehB^Tiii  ^tiourttruly-, 
irinily,  but   a    yet.  a)    Ihrir  hands  are  kept  fuU,  wHhnutdei. 
iperalion.  Unhapp-erareihrjt  m  w>,„r,u  htghet 

^ , V  the  misery  which  has  I  inxioct  baa  been  given  ;  who   ■trttBile  to  bl 

I  ••  ^  ^ymrEn.    Belief,  Faith  ha* '  persons,  not  maehtne- ;  u>  whoia  \\te  Qalfan 


wMsiaayaeaDytbi 
I  ••  ^  ^ymren 
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■  warehonsp,  or  at  best  ranFy-bazaar, 
fell'  myslie  temple  and  hall  of  doom.  For 
sucb  men  there  lie  properly  Iwp  courses  open. 
The  lower,  yet  still  an  eMimsble  i:la.^&,  lalie 
vp  with  wum-Dut  Symbols  or  the  Gudhke; 
^cp  rrimoiing  aod  iruckin^  belveeo  these 
and  Hypocrisy,  purbUndlj  enough,  miserably 
enough,  A  numerous  intermediate  clais  end 
ID  Denial  I  and  Turm  a  theory  thai  there  is  no 
theory;  that  noihinf  is  cenaln  in  the  wurld, 
eioept  this  fact  of  Pleasure  bemg  pleasant ; 
■o  Ihey  try  lo  realize  what  trifling  modicum 
of  Pleasure  ihcy  can  come  at,  and  lo  live  con- 
tented  Itaerewith,  winking  bard.  Of  these  we 
B  anetk  not  here  i  but  only  of  the  secuml  nobler 
K  Nais,:  who  al!io  have  dared  to  say  No,  and 
H  casnoi  yet  say  Veai  but  feel  that  in  'he  No 
f  tbey  dwell  as  in  a  Gulgotha,  where  life  enters 
not,  where  peace  is  not  appointed  them.  Hard, 
for  laoii  pan,  is  the  fate  uf  such  men ;  ibe 
harder  Ihe  uobler  ihcy  are.  In  dim  forecnsi- 
iag«.  wrestles  within  them  the  "  Divine  Idea 
of  Ihe  World,"  yet  will  nowhere  visibly  reveal 
W  iiaelf.  They  have  to  realiie  a  Worship  for 
^  Aemselves,  or  live  unworshipping.  TheGod- 
H  Uke  has  vanished  from  the  w(>rld;  and  ihey, 
I  if.  the  strung  cry  of  their  saur&  agony,  like 
true  wonder-workers,  must  again  evoke  tis 
presence.  This  miracle  is  Iheirappointed  task; 
which  Ihey  must  accomplii^h,  or  die  wretched- 
ly: this  miracle  has  t)een  accomplished  by 
such :  but  not  in  onr  land  i  our  land  yet  knows 
not  of  it.  Behold  a  Byron,  in  nrlodious  tones, 
"cursing  his  day:"  he  mistakes  earthborn 
paisionate  Desire  for  heaven-inspired"  Free- 
will; without  heavenly  loadstar,  rushes  mildly 
I  into  ihe  dance  of  meteoric  lights  that  hover  on 
Ihe  mad  Mablstrom;  and  goes  down  among 
ils eddies.  Hearaahelley  filling  the  earth  wiib 
iaanicalale  wail;  like  Ihe  infinite,  inarticulate 
grief  and  weeping  of  forsaken  infants.  A 
noble  Friedrich  Schlegel,  slupi£ed  in  that  fear- 
fbl  loneliness,  as  of  a  silenced  banle-Rekl,  flies 
back  10  Catholicism;  as  a  child  might  lo  its 
slain  moihcr's  bosom, and  cling ihere.  In  lower 
regions,  hun  many  a  poor  Hazlitt  must  wander 
on  God's  verdant  earth,  tike  the  UnblesI  on 
burning  deserts;  passionately  dig  wells,  and 
draw  up  only  the  dry  quicksand;  believe  thai 
_  he  is  seeking  Truth,  yet  only  wrestle  among 
eadless  Sophistus,  doing  desperate  batlle  as 
wilh   specire-hosis ;    and   die   and   make   no 

■ipii 

.  To  the  belter  order  of  such  minds  any  mad 
Joy  of  Denial  has  long  since  ceased:  Ihe  pro- 
blem is  not  now  to  deny,  but  lo  ascertain  and 
petform.    Once  in  destroying  the  False,  Ihere 

•  was  a  certain  inspiraiioa ;  bui  now  Ihe  genius 
of  Destruction  has  done  ils  work,  there  is  now 
Botbtng  more  to  destroy.  The  doom  of  Ihe  Old 
bas  long  been  pronoanced,  and  irrevocable ; 
the  Old  has  passed  away:  but,  alas,  ihe  New 

I  appears  not  in  ils  stead;  Ibe  Time  is  suit  in 
pangsoflravailwith  theNew.  Man  has  walked 
hy  (he  light  of  conflagrations,  and  amid  the 
aaund  of  falling  cities;  and  now  there  is  dark- 
ness, and  long  watching  till  it  be  morning. 
The  voice  even  of  the  faithful  can  but  exlaim : 
"As  yel  struggles  the  twelfth  hour  of  the 
Nighi:  birds  of  darkness  are  on  the  wiog. 
lyecires   nprnor,  the  dead  walk,  the   living 


dream. — Thon,  Et 
the  day  lo  dawn  '.' 

Sucll    being    the     condition.  ipiHTnral  mI 
spiritual,  of  the  nurld  at  our  Ep^ta.cuM 
wonder  that  the  world  ''listens  tu  itxX'ol 
straggles  aod  writhes,  everywhere 
and  intflraally,  like  a  thing  in  pain!    Nijii 
not  even  this  unheallhy  action  of  Ihe  •«lf 
Organization,  if  the  symptom  of  usircoalfr 
rase,  yet  also  the  symptum  and  :;o)e  taea 
rcsiorauon   and  cure  !     The  effon  of  Si 
exerting   her   medicative    futce   to  <ai 
foreign  impediments,  and  once  loorc  bt 
One,  become  whole  1     In   Practice,  ilill 
in  Opinion,  which  is  the  precursor  and  pnir 
lype  of  Practice,  there  idu.sI  nreds  be  coiiuM^ 
convulsion ;  much   has    lo   be   ground  a«q. 
Thought  must  heett^  be  Doubt  and  loaoiir.  *~ 
fore  it  can  again  be  Aflirmalion  and  Bm 
Precept.  Innumerable  "  PhilosnphJecnrH; 
contending   in   boundless   hnbbub,  auK 
nihiiaie  each  other,  before  an  inspired  R^ 
and  Faith  for  Man  can  lashioo   itself  togOlK. 

From  this  slunning  hubbub,  a  true  Babrba- 
isb  confusioit  of  tongues,  ve  have  herescleaRl 
two  voices;  less  as  objects  of  praise  or  <» 
demnaliun,  than  as  signs  how  far  the  canhiiM 
has  reached,  what  prospect  there  is  t/ JB 
abating.  Frtednch  Schlegel's  Lmmtt,  Ih 
tivered  at  Dresden,  and  Mr.  Hope's  b^ 
pubUshed  in  London,  are  Ibe  latest  utlcraaea 
of  European  SpecnEaiion:  far  asanderiltt- 
lernat  place,  they  stand  at  a  still  wider  di»' 
lance  in  inward  pnrport;  are,  indeed. so  Of' 
posiie  and  yet  so  cognaie  that  they  m*F>  ■* 
many  senses,  represent  ihe  two  Eiuene*  «f 
our  whole  modern  system  of  Thought ;  and  bt 
said  to  include  between  theia  all  Ihe  Ibtt- 
physical  Philosophies,  sooflen  alluded  to  bcR, 
which,  of  late  limes,  from  France,  OenaUf, 
England,  have  agitated  and  almott  otr- 
whelmed  us-  Bolh  in  regard  to  mailer  snl  K 
form.  Ihe  relation  of  ihesc  two  Works  is  sicmt- 
cant  enough. 

Speaking  first  of  their  cognate  qualiitei,  l« 
us  remark,  not  without  emotion,  one  quite  el- 
iraneous  point  of  agreement;  the  fact  ibaldK 
Wniersofbolh  have  departed  from  ihi»  wotUi 
ihey  have  now  finished  their  search,  and  bal 
all  doubts  resolved :  while  we  liswn  la  Um 
voice,  the  tongue  Ihat  uttered  it  has  gone  aiM 
for  ever.  But  the  fandamental,  all-pertoditg 
similarity  ties  in  this  circnmslance,  well  wm- 
thy  of  being  noted,  that  both  ihe^e  PhilM»- 
phies  are  of  the  Dogmatic,  or  CoDStracW* 
sort:  each  in  its  way  is  a  hind  of  GencsillM 
endeavour  to  bring  the  Phenomena  of  siO 
Universe  once  more  under  same  tbee^K 
Scheme;  in  balh  there  is  a  decided  prjMW 
of  unity ;  they  sinve  after  a  result  whichflW 
be  positive;  their  aim  is  not  lo  qneilloBW 
to  csublish.  This,  especially  if  we  coMln' 
with  what  comprehensive  concenlrated  ItHp' 
It  is  here  eihibiled.  forms  a  new  feaiareV 
such  works. 

Under  all  other  aspects.  Ihere  is  the  nW 

icilable  oppsilion  i  a  staring  conliwi* 

(y,  such  as  mighl  provokr  -  -"  — 


CHAHACfEHlSTICS. 


IHNt  poinUt  of  cciinparisnn.  If  Schlrgel's 
rk  i*  ihe  apolhro.iia  of  SpiritoaJism ;  Hope's 
111  is  itie  apotheosis  of  Materialism ;  in  the 
,  all  mailer  is  evaporated  into  a  PheDome- 
,  ud  lerrestrial  Lire  itseir,  vilh  its  whole 
iRt  and  showinpi.  held  out  as  aDUturbance 
TflflHNr)  produced  by  the  Zritgrisl.  (Spirit 
rime ;}  id  the  other,  Matter  is  distilled  and 
limated  into  some  setnblatice  of  Divinity : 
one  regards  Space  and  Time  as  mere  forms 
urn's  mind, and  wilhoul  rxtemal  eiislence 
ealit;;  (he  other  supposes  Space  aodTirne 
be  "  incessantly  created,"  and  rayed  in 
a  US  like  a  ton  of  "praviiation."  Saoh  is 
r  difference  in  respect  of  porporl;  no,  less  , 
n  ref.peci  of  manner,  ulent,  »uc- 
and  all  outward  charaolerislics.  Thus, 
in  Schlegel  we  have  to  admire  the  power  oC 
Tds,  in  Hope  we  stand  astooisbed,  it  mi^ht , 
out  be  said,  at  the  want  of  an  articulate  ! 
igaage.  To  Schlegel  his  Philosophic  I 
wh  is  obedient,  dexterous,  exact,  lilte  a  | 
Biplly-minisleriDi;  ^eniusi  his  names  are' 
clear,  so  pii«ise  and  vivid,  thai  they  almost 
inelimes  altogether)  become  things  for  him : 
h  Hope  there  is  no  Philosophical  Speech  ; 
a  painfbl,  confused  srlammering,  and  slrug- 
if  afler  such:  or  the  tongue. as  in  doiish 
jelfoln ess,  maunders  low,  lon^iviQiied,  and 
tka  not  the  word  intended,  bnl  another;  so 
I  here  the  scarcely  intelligible,  in  these  end- 
i  eonvoluiioDs,  becomes  the  wholly  unreada- 
i  and  oRen  we  could  ask,  as  thai  mad  pupil 
of  his  tutor  in  Philosophy,  ■■  But  whether 
Vkmie  &  fluid,  then,  or  a  gas  T"  If  the  fact. 
Scblegel,  in  [he  city  of  Dresden,  could 

■ndjeoce  for  such  high  discourse,  mayei- 

onr  envy ;  this  other  faci,  thai  a  person  of 
Kg  powers,  skilled  in  English  Thought  and 
OCT  of  ill  Diatecl,  could  write  the  Ori^n 

Frtaptat  of  Mbh,  may  painfully  remind  us 
ha  reproach,  "that  England  bos  now  no 
tnage  for  Mediialion ;   that  England,  the 

~  C^calalive,  is  Ihe  leasl  Meditative,  of  all 


"  Austrian  Pensions,"  and  the  Kaisn'a  mi— H 
and  Austria  aliogelber,  were  but  a  light  malM 
to  Ihe  linding  and  vitally  appropriating  of 
Truth.  Lei  us  respect  the  sacred  mystery  of 
a  Person;  rush  nol  irreverently  into  nan's 
Holy  of  Holies !  Were  the  lost  little  one,  as 
we  said  already,  found  "  sucking  its  dead  mo- 
ther, on  the  field  of  carnage,"  could  it  be  other 
than  a  spectacle  for  tears!  A  solemn  mourn- 
ful feeling  comes  over  us  when  we  see  this  IsM 
Work  of  Friedrich  Schlegel,  the  uuwearieif' 
seeker,  end  abruptly  in  the  middle ;  and,  u  tf 
he  had  not  yet  found,  as  if  emblematically  of 
much,  end  wiih  an  "Aber — ."with  a  "But — I" 
Tbis  was  the  last  word  that  came  from  Ibe 
Pen  of  Friedrich  Schlegel:  sbaoi  eleven  U 
night  he  wrote  it  down,  and  there  paused 
sick;  at  one  in  Ihe  marriing,  Time  for  him 
Tged  itself  in  Elernily;  be  was,  as  we 


say,ii 


of- 


of  it 


[l  is  not  our  purpose  to  ofler  a 
Scblegern  Book  ;  in  such  limits  as  were 
Hitile  here,  we  should  despair  of  eomrauni- 
■il^  even  Ihe  faintest  image  of  lis  aignifi- 
Me-  To  the  mass  of  readers,  indeed,  both 
■0D|;  Ihe  Genoans  themselves,  and  siill  more 
■■where,  it  nowise  addresses  iUiclf,  and  may 
I  for  ever  sealed,  We  point  it  out  as  a  re- 
likable  document  of  the  Time  and  of  the 


luld 


id    it. 


all 


Deal  Thinkers,  as  a  work  deserving  their 
t  regard:  a  work  full  of  deep  meditation, 
■rein  Ihe  infinite  mystery  of  Life,  if  not  re- 
sented, is  decisively  recognised.  OfSchle- 
^  himself,  and  bis  character,  and  spiritual 
hiflory.  we  can  profess  no  thorough  or  final 
■D^ersia tiding ;  yet  enough  to  make  us  view 
with  admiration  and  pity,  nowise  with 
1  contemptuous  ceasurei  and  must  say, 
tb  clearest  persua»iion,  that  the  outcry  of 
being  "a  renegade,"  and  so  forth,  i.i  bin 
other  such  outcries,  a  jndgmenl  where 
I  WIS  neither  Jury,  nor  evidence,  nor 
^.  The  candid  reader,  in  thin  Book  itself, 
ij  nothingof  all  the  rest,  wilt  lind  iraees 
a  bigti,  far-seeing,  eamesl  spirit,  lo  whom 


impossible.  Such 
only  be  responded  In  in  peals  of  laughler;  and' 
laughter  sounds  hollow  and  hideous  ihrougli 
the  vaults  of  the  dead.  Of  Ihis  monstrous 
Anomaly,  where  all  scieaces  are  heaped  and 
huddled  together,  and  Ibe  principles  of  all  are-, 
ivilh  a  childlike  innocence,  phed  bilher  and 
thither,  or  wholly  abolished  in  case  of  need; 
where  the  First  Cause  is  figured  as  a  huge 
Circle,  with  nothing  to  do  but  radiate  "  gravi- 
tation" towards  its  centre  ;  and  so  construct  • 
Universe,  wherein  all,  from  the  lowest  cU' 
cumber  with  ils  coolness,  up  lo  Ihe  higbcfl 
seraph  with  bis  love,  were  but,  "  gravitation,"' 
director  reflet, "  in  more  or  lesscenlral  globes," 
— what  can  we  say.  eicept,  with  sorrow  ancl 
shame,  that  it  could  have  originated  nowhere 
save  in  England !  It  is  a  general  agglnmeral* 
of  all  (acts,  notions,  whims,  and  ubservalions, 
as  ibey  lie  in  the  brain  of  an^English  gentle* 
man ;  as  an  English  gentleman,  of  nnusiul 
tbinking  power,  is  led  to  fashion  them,  in  his 
schools  and  in  his  world .-  all  these  thrown 
into  the  cmciblc,  and  if  nol  fused,  yet  soldered 
or  conglaiinaled  with  boundleii  patience ;  and 
now  lorn  bled  out  here,  heieroganeoos,  amor- 
phous,  unspeakable,  a  world's  wonder.  Most 
melancholy  musi  we  name  Ihe  whole  hi 
full  of  long-conunued  thought,  e 
lofiiness  of  mind;  nol  without  glat 
Ihe  Deepest,  a  constani  fearless 
ler  truth;  and  with  all  this  nothing  accom- 
plished, but  the  perhaps  absnrdest  Book 
written  in  our  century  by  a  thinking  man,  ^A 
shameful  Abortion;  which,  however,  need  nol 
now  be  smolliered  or  mangled,  for  it  is  already 
dead;  only, in  our  love  and  sorrowing  reve- 
rence for  the  writer  of  .Snatiatuu.  and  the  he- 
roic seeker  of  Light,  though  not  bringer  thereof. 
let  it  be  buried  and  furgoilen. 

For  ourselves,  Ihe  load  discord  which  jars 
in  these  two  Works,  in  innumerable  wnrks  of 
j  Ihelike  impon,and generally  inall  iheThnaghl 
and  .Action  of  this  period,  does  not  any  longer 
utterly  confuse  us.  Unhappy  who,  in  xuch  e 
time,  felt  not.  ai  all  conjunciiues,  ineradicahly 
in  his  heart  the  knowledge  that  a  <•,«)  made 
this  Universe,  and  a  DemaB;aMl    And  abktt 


OAKLYLgB  IPBOBLLMWOOT  WmiJiafc 


Bvil  always  protper»  Uien  t  Oot  of  all  Bvil 
OBBM  Good ;  and  no  Good  Uiat  is  possible  but 
■ball  one  dajr  be  real.  Deep  and  sad  as  is  onr 
fseliaiS  tbat  we  stand  yet  in  the  bodeftil  Night; 
f  e^puJly  deep,  iadestractible  is  onr  assurance 
that  the  Morning  also  will  not  fair.  Nay,  al- 
ready,, as  we  look  round,  streaks  of  a  day- 
spring  are  in  the  east :  it  is  dawning ;  whev 
tte  time  shall  be  Ailfilled,  it  will  be  day.  The 
ttcv»greiss  of  man  towards  higher  and  no- 
Mer  Dtrelopments  of  whsterer  is  highest  and 
aoblest  in  nim,  lies  not  only  prophesied  to 
Faitbi  but  now  written  to  the  eye  of  Obiierva- 
Ikm,  80  that  be  who  mns  may  read. 

One  great  step  of  progress,  for  example,  we 
•boald  say,  in  actnal  cironmstances,  was  this 
same ;  the  elear  ascertainment  that  w#i  are  in 
progress.  Aboot  the  grand  Coarse  of  ProTi- 
ienee,  and  his  final  Purposes  with  us,  we  can 
know  nothing,  or  almost  nothing :  man  begins 
In  darkness,  ends  in  darkness;  mystery  is 
•veryWhers  around  as  and  in  us,  under  our 
fbei^  among  onr  hands.  NeTertheless  so  much 
tea  become  evident  to  every  one,  tbat  this 
wondrous  Mankind  is  advancing  somewhither; 
*  tliat'if  leaal  all  human  things  are,  have  been, 
Itfid  for  ever  will  be,  in  Movement  and  Change ; 
I  as,  indeed,  for  beings  that  exist  in  Time,  by 
▼iriue  of  Time,  and  are  made  of  Time,  might 
hate  been  kmg  since  understood.  In  some 
provinces,  it  u  true,  as  in  Experimental  fid- 
eaee,  this  discovery  kr  an  old  one ;  but  in  most 
otbcn  it  belongs  wholly  to  these  latter  days. 
How  often,  in  former  iges,  by  eternal  Creeds, 
eiental  Forms  of  Owemment,  and  the  like, 
baa  it  been  attempted,  fiercely  enough,  and 
with  destructive  violence,  to  chain  the  Fature 
under  the  Past;  and  say  to  the  Providence, 
whose  ways  with  man  are  mysterious,  and 
through  the  great  Deep :  Hitherto  shalt  thou 
come,  but  no  farther!  A  wholly  insane  attempt ; 
and  for  man  himself,  could  it  prosper,  the 
frightfnllest  of  all  enchantments,  a  very  Life- 
in-Peath.  Man's  task  here  below,  the  destiny 
of  every  individual  man,  is  to  be  iu  turns  Ap- 
prentice and  Workman ;  or  say  rather,  Scholar, 
Teacher,  Discoverer :  by  nature  he  has  a 
strength  for  learning,  for  imitating;  but  also  a 
strength  for  acting,  for  knowing  on  his  own 
account.  '  Are  we  not  in  a  World  seen  to  be 
Infinite;  the  relations  lying  closest  together 
modified  by  those  latest-discovered,  and  Ipng 
forthest  asunder!  Could  you  ever  spell-bind 
man  into  a  Scholar  merely,  so  that  he  had  no- 
thing to  discover,  to  correct ;  could  yon  ever 
establish  a  Theory  of  the*  Universe  that  were 
entire,  unimprovable,  and  which  needed  only 
to  be  got  by  heart ;  man  then  were  spiritually 
defunct,  the  species  We  now  name  Man  had 
ceased  to  exist.  But  the  gods,  kinder  to  us 
than  we  are  to  ourselves,  have  forbidden  such 
suicidal  acts.  As  Phlogiston  is  displaced  by 
Oxygen,  and  the  Epicycles  of  Ptolemy  by  the 
Ellipses  of  Kepler;  so  does  Paganism  give 
place  to  Catholicism,  Tyranny  to  Monarchy, 
and  Feudalism  to  Representative  Government, 
— where  also  the  process  does  not  stop.  Per- 
fection of  Practice,  like  completeness  of 
Opinion,  is  always  approaching,  never  arrived; 
Truth,  in  the  words  of  Schiller,  immtr  wirdf  nie 
i0  {  never  if,  always  i$ 


Sad,  truly,  were  our  oonditioa  HA  ^ 
but  this,  that  Change  is  naivvml  aad  incffr 
ublei,  Launched  into  a  dark  ahoreleH  waif 
Pyribonism,  what  would  ^enaiB  fiir  na  bntli 
sail  aimless,  hopeless;  or  make  aiailly  mmf, 
while  the  devouring  Death  had  not  yc;^  eagiM 
us  1  As,  indeed,  we  have  seen  maayt  and  sip 
see  many  do.  Nevertheless  ao  atanda  it  asl 
The  venerator  of  the  Past  (and  Id  what  fm 
heart  is  the  Past,  in  that  «<  moMiliglrt  of  ■» 
mory,"  other  than  sad  and  ^ol/l)  sorrowt  ail 
over  its  departure,  as  one  utterly  befcatei 
The  true  Past  departs  not,  nothing  tbas  m 
worthy  in  the  Past  departs ;  no  Tmtb  or<ldl^ 
ness  realized  by  man  ever  diea,  or  tan  di^ 
but  is  all  still  here,  and  recognised  or  Ht 
lives  and  works  through  endleas  "changcfc  V 
all  things,  to  speak  in  the  German  dialed  ne 
discerned  by  us,  and  exist  for  na;  iii  an  ' 
of  Time,  and  therefore  of  Mortnlity .  a^d 
bitity ;  yet  I'ime  itself  repoaea  on 
the  truly  Great  and  TransoeMatetal  bas- 
basis  and  substance- in  Etemitf;  atandi  ifr 
vealed  to  us  as  Eternity  in  a  Teatnre  of  Tmtk 
Thus  in  all  Poetry,  WorsMp.  Art,  Aseien^.li 
one  form  passes  into  another*  ncrtbiag  is  MR 
it  is  but  die  superficial,-  as  it  weie  the  M| 
only,  that  grows  obsolete  and  dies ;  wader  ii 
mortal  body,  lies  a  »imi  tbat  ia  inmoita] ;  M 
anew  incarnates  itself  in  ^rer  revetaiioa ;  wH 
the  Present  is  the  living  iniMotml  of  d^whii 
Past 

In  Change,  tberefbre,  there  is  notbtag  «F 
rible,  nothing  supematnral :  on  the  eootiM 
it  lies  in  the  very  essence  of  onr  tot,  lal  M 
in  this  world.  To-day  is  not  jresterdsf:^ 
ourselves  change ;  how  can  our  Works  m 
Thoughts,  if  they  are  always  to  be  thefitiw^ 
continue  always  the  same?  Change,  iDdeci 
is  painful;  yet  ever  needful:  and  if  MflaWJ 
have  its  force  and  worth,  so  also  has  Hopf. 
Nay,  if  we  look  well  to  it,  what  is  all  Dentin 
ment,  and  necessity  of  great  Change,  in  iisdf 
such  an  evil,  but  the  product  simply  of  » 
creased  reMources  which  the  old  mtfkodf  can  H 
longer  administer;  of  new  wealth  whieh  the 
old  coffers  will  no  longer  contain  ?  What  9 
it,  for  example,  that  ,in  our  own  day  bvnS 
asunder  the  bonds  of  ancient  Political  Bf> 
terns,  and  perplexes  all  Europe  with  the  ft*  * 
of  Change,  but  even  this :  the  increase  d 
social  resources,  which  the  old  social  metM 
will  no  longer  sufficiently  administer  1  1^ 
new  omnipotence  of  the  Steam-engine  is  hf^ 
ing  asunder  quite  other  mountains  tbto  tki 
physical.  Have  not  our  economical  distress^  a 
those  barnyard  Conflagrations  themselves, fli 
frightfullest  madness  of  our  mad  epoch,  their 
rise  also  in  what  is  a  real  increase :  increi^ 
of  Men ;  of  human  Force  ;  properly,  in  sacls 
Planet  as  ours,  the  most  precious  of  all  it* 
creases  ?  It  is  true  again,  the  ancient  methnlt 
of  administration  will  no  longer  suffice.  Mast 
the  indomitable  millions,  full  of  old  Sana 
energy  and  fire,  lie  cooped  up  in  this  Westeta 
Nook,  chokinir  one  another,  as  in  a  Blsckbok 
of  Calcutta,  while  a  whole  fertile  untenant*^ 
Earth,  desolate  for  want  of  the  pk)nghshaff» 
cries :  Como  and  till  me,  come  and  reap  iw* 
If  the  ancient  Captains  can  no  longer  yidt 
guidance,  hew  must  be  aotight  after:  6r  iki 
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diificalty  lies  not  in  nature,  but  in  artifice :  the 
European  CalcuttarBlackhole  has  no  walls  but 
air  ones,  and  paper  ones. — So,  too,  Skepticism 
itself,  with  its  innumerable  mischiefs,  what  is 
it  but  the  sour  fruit  of  a  most  blessed  increase, 
that  of  Knowledge ;  a  fruit,  too,  that  will  aot 
always  continue  tour? 

In  fact,  much  as  we  have  said  and  mourned 
about  the  unproductive  prevalence  of  Meta- 
physics, it  was  not  without  some  insight  into 
the  use  that  lies  in  them.  Metaphysical  Specu- 
lation, if  a  necessary  evil,  is  the  forerunner  of 
much  good.  The  fever  of  Skepticism  must 
needs  burn  itself  out,  and  bum  out  thereby  the 
Impurities  that  caused  it ;  then  again  will  there 
be  clearness,  health.  The  principle  of  Life, 
which  now  struggles  painfully,  in  the  outer, 
thin,  and  barren  domain  of  the  Conscious  or 
Mechanical,  may  then  withdraw  into  its  inner 
Sanctuaries,  its  abysses  of  mystery  and  mi- 
racle; withdraw  deeper  than  ever  into  that 
domain  of  the  Unconscious,  by  nature  infinite 
and  inexhaustible ;  and  creatively  work  there. 
Prom  that  mystic  region,  and  from  that  alone, 
all  wonders,  all  Poesies,  and  Religions,  and 
Social  Systems  have  proceeded :  the  like  won- 
dnv,  and  greater  and  higher,  lie  slumbering 
there;  and,  brooded  on  by  the  spirit  of  the 
waters,  will  evolve  themselves,  and  rise  like 
exhalations  from  the  De^p. 

Of  our  modern  Metaphysics,  accordingly, 
■ay  not  this  already  be  said,  that  if  they  have 
produced  no  Affirmation,  they  have  destroyed 
anch  Negation  ?  It  is  a  disease  expelling  a 
disease:  the  fire  of  Doubt,  as  above  hinted, 
eonsuming  away  the  Doubtful;  that  so  the 
Certain  come  to  light,  and  again  lie  visible  on 
die  surface.  English  or  French  Metaphysics, 
in  reference  to  this  last  stage  of  the  speculative 
process,  are  not  what  we  allude  to  here ;  but 
only  the  Metaphysics  of  the  Germans.  In 
Prance  or  England,  since  the  days  of  Diderot 
ft&d  Hume,  though  all  thought  has  been  of  a 
^eptico-metaphysical  texture,  so  far  as  there 
^ere  any  Thought,  we  have  seen  no  Meta- 
physics ;  but  only  more  or  less  ineflfectual 
9Qestionings  whether  such  could  be.  In  the 
Pyirhonism  of  Hume  and  the  MaterialisYn  of 
I^iderot,  Logic  had,  as  it  were,  overshot  itself, 
©Terser  itself.  Now,  though  the  athlete,  to  use 
onr  old  figure,  cannot,  by  much  liAing,  lift  up 
his  own  body,  he  may  shift  it  out  of  a  laming 
Posture,  and  get  to  stand  in  a  free  one.  Such 
^  service  have  German  Metaphysics  done  for 
^an's  mind.  The  second  sickness  of  Specula- 
tion has  abolished  both  itself  and  the  first. 
Pried  rich  Schlegel  complains  much  of  the 
fruitlessness,  the  tumult  and  transiency  of 
German  as  of  all  Metaphysics ;  and  with  rea- 
son :  yet  in  that  wide-spreading,  deep-whirling 
tortex  of  Kantism,  so  soon  metamorphosed 
into  Fichteism,  Schellingism,  and  then  as 
legalism,  and  Cousinism,  perhaps  finally 
^vaporate<l,  is  not  this  issue  visible  enough, 
•hat  Pyrrhonism  ami  Materialism,  themselves 
Necessary  phenomena  in  European  culture, 
lave  disappeared;  and  a  Faith  in  Religion 
lax  again  become  possible  and  inevitable  for 
he  scientific  mind;  and  the  word  Fr<:Mhinker 
lo  longer  means  the  Denier  or  Caviller,  but 
he  Believer,  or  the  Ready  to  believe  ?    Nay, 


in  the  higher  Literature  of  Germany,  tbertf 
already  lies,  for  him  that  can  read  it,  the  be^ 
ginning  of  a  new  revelation  of  the  Godlike; 
as  yet  unrecognised  by  the  mass: of  the  world; 
but  waiting  there  for  recognition,  and  sure  to 
find  it  when  the  fit  hour  corner.  This  age  also 
is  not  wholly  without  its  Prophets. 

Again,  under  another  aspect,  if  Utilitarian^ 
ism,  or  Radicalism,  or  the  Mechanical  Philc 
sophy,  or  by  whatever  name  it  is  oalled,  has 
still  its  long  task  to  do ;  nevertheless  we  can 
now  see  through  it  and  beyond  it :  in  the  bet" 
ter  heads,  even  among  us  EngUsh,  it  has  be- 
come obsolete;  as  in  other  countries  it  has 
been,  in  such  heads,  for  some  forty  or  even 
fifly  years.  What  sound  mind  among  the 
French,  for  example,  now  fancies  that  men 
can  be  governed  by  "Constitutions ;"  by  the 
never  so  cunning  mechanizing  of  Self-inte- 
rests, and  all  conceivable  adjustments  of 
checking  and  balancing:  in  a  word,  by  thtf 
best  possible  solution  of  this  quite  insoluble 
and  impossible  problem,  Given  a  world  of 
Knaret,  to  produce  an  Honetty  from  their  united 
action?  Were  not  experiments  enough  of 
this  kind  tried  before  all  Europe,  and  found 
wanting,  when,  in  that  doomsday  of  France, 
the  infinite  gulf  of  human  Passion  shivered 
asunder  the  thin  rinds  of  Habit ;  and  burst 
forth  all-devouring,  as  in  seas  of  Nether  Firel 
Which  cunningly-devised  '* Constitution,*' con" 
stitutional,  republican,  democratic,  sans^culot^ 
tic,  could  bind  that  raging  chasm  together  1 
Were  they  not  all  burnt  np,  like  Paper  as 
they  were,  in  its  molten  eddies ;  and  still  thtf 
fire-sea  raged  fiercer  than  before  ?  It  is  not 
by  Mechanism,  but  by  Religion  ;  not  by  Self' 
interest,  but  by  Loyalty,  that  men  are  governed 
or  governable. 

Remarkable  it  is,  trul}',  how  everywhere! 
the  eternal  fact  begins  again  to  be  recognised, 
that  there  is  a  Godlike  in  human  afiairs ;  that 
God  not  only  made  us  and  beholds  us,  but  is 
in  us  and  around  ns ;  that  the  Age  of  Mira- 
cles, as  it  ever  was,  now  is.  Such  recogni- 
tion we  discern  on  all  hands,  and  in  all  coun- 
tries :  in  each  country  af\cr  its  own  fashion. 
In  France,  among  the  younger  nobler  minds, 
strangely  enough ;  where,  in  their  loud  con" 
tention  with  the  Actual  and  Conscious,  the 
Ideal  or  Unconscious  is,  for  the  time,  without 
exponent ;  where  Religion  means  not  the  pa- 
rent of  Polity,  as  of  all  that  is  highest,  but 
Polity  itself;  and  this  and  the  other  earnest 
man  has  not  been  wanting,  who  could  whisper 
audibly  :  "  Go  to,  I  will  make  a  religion."  In 
England  still  more  strangely ;  as  in  all  things, 
worthy  England  will  have  its  way :  by  the 
shrieking  of  hysterical  women  casting  out  of 
devils,  and  other  "  gifts  of  the  Holy  GhosL" 
Well  might  Jean  Paul  say,  in  this  his  twelfth 
hour  of  the  Night,  "the  living  dream;*'  well 
might  he  say,  "the  dead  walk."  Meanwhile 
let  us  rejoice  rather  that  so  much  has  been 
seen  into,  were  it  through  never  so  difiracting 
media,  and  never  so  madly  distorted ;  that  in 
all  dialects,  though  but  half-articu lately,  this 
high  Go>pel  begins  to  be  pieached:  "Man  is 
still  Man."  The  genius  of  Mechanism,  rs 
was  once  before  predicted,  will  not  alwaj's  sit 
like  a  choking  incubus  on  our  soul ;  but  al 
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length,  when  by  a  ntv  magic  Word  the  old  ' 
spell  is  bruken,  become  our  slace.  and  as  fa- 
miliar-spirit do  all  our  bidding.  "  We  are  | 
n^sr    iiwHkeiiios  wbea  we    dreani    liial   vc ' 

He  Ihal  has  aa  eye  and  a  heart  can  even 
now  say:  Why  should  I  ralicrl  LfRhl  has 
come  inio  ihe  world;  lo  such  as  love  I>igh[,  fo 
8B  Ligbl  musl  be  loved,  wi[h  a  boundless  all- 
-doing,  all-endoring  love.  For  the  rest.  Iri 
ttM  «ain  struggle  lo  read  (he  mystery  of  the 
Infinite  cease  to  harass  us.  Il  is  a  mystery 
which.  Ihroufrh  all  ages,  we  shall  only  read 
here  a  line  of,  there  anottipr  line  of.  Do  we 
not  already  know  that  ihe  name  of  Ibe  Infinite 
lis  Good,  is  Gonl     Here  on  Earth  we  are  as 


Millie n,  fighting  in  a  forwi^  land;  l£il'n> 
derstaud  nut  Ihe  plan  of  the  campaipi.'vri^ 
have  no  need  to  undentAnd  il;  «e«ing  «d 
what  is  at  our  hand  lo  be  doi)«-  "Let  n  iti, 
like  Sold ieiB,  with  snbniisaion,  vitb  eomMj 
with  a  heroic  joy.  "  Whaisoerer  Ihy  ttlS' 
fiiidelh  to  do,  do  it  with  sll  lb,v  mifhl."  b< 
hind  lis,  behind  each  one  of  us,  lie  8n  TKt» 
sand  years  of  human  eSnn,  human  cooqioi: 
before  us  is  the  bouodlef^o  Time,  wiib  ktlH 
jel  uncreated  and  uu conquered  Conlintsa 
and  Eldorados,  which  we.  even  we.  hiie  k 
conquer,  lo  crvaie:  and  from  the  boson  e( 
Etemily  sbine  for  us  celesiial  gniding  ilan. 
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[Feassk's  Mash  in  e.  1 


RiADER !  Ihoa  here  beboldesl  the  Eidolon  of 
.  Johann  Wolfgang  von  Goethe.  80  looks  and 
lives,  now  in  his  eighly-ifaird  year,  afar  in  the 
briglil  Utile  frietidly  circle  of  Weimar,  "the 
clearest,  moat  utiiveriiBl  man  of  bis  lime." 
Sirange  enough  is  the  cnnnhig  thai  resides  in 
the  ten  fingers,  especially  what  they  bring  to 
pass  by  pencil  and  pen !  Him  who  never  saw 
England,  England  now  sees:  l>am  Fraser's 
"Gallery"  he  louki  forth  here,  wondering, 
doabliess,  how  lu  came  into  soch  Lichiiiraa/ 
<"lighl-slteet,"orgalaiy;)yet  with  kind  recog- 
DJIion  of  all  neighbours,  even  as  Ihe  moon 
looks  kindly  on  lesser  lights,  apd,  were  they 
but  fish-oil  cressets,  or  lerrestrial  Vamhall 
aiars,  (of  clipped  tin.)  forbids  not  ibeir  shining. 
Nay,  the  ve^  soul  of  Ihe  man  ibou  canst  like- 
wise behold.  Do  but  look  wall  in  those  forty 
volumes  of  "musical  wisdom,"  which,  under 
the  title  of  Gattkt'i  Wrrkt,  Cotta  of  Tabingen, 
or  Black  and  Young  of  Covent  Garden — once 
ofier  tbem  a  trifle  of  drinlt-money — will  cbeer- 
fully  hHnd  thee :  greater  sigbt,  or  more  profit- 
able, thoa  wilt  no(  meet  with  in  this  generation. 
The  German  language,  il  is  presumable,  thou 
fcnuwesl;  if  not.  shouldst  Ibou  undertake  the 
■Indy  thereof  for  that  sole  end,  il  were  well 
worth  thy  while. 

Croquis  (a  man  otherwise  of  rather  satirical 
turn)  surprises  us.  on  this  occasion,  with  a  fit 
of  enthusiasm.  He  declares  often,  thai  here 
is  the  finest  oC  all  living  beads;  speaks  much 
of  blended  passion  and  repose;  serene  depths 
of  eyes  ;  the  brow,  the  temples,  royally  arched, 
a  very  palace  of  thought; — and  so  forth. 

The  writer  of  these  Notices  is  not  withou 
decision  of  character,  and  can  believe  what  hi 
knows.  Ho  answers  Brother  Croquis,  th.ii  i 
in  no  wonder  the  head  should  be  royal  and  ) 
palace;  foramosl  royal  work  was  appointed 


be  done  tbereio.     Reader!  within  ihal  ML 

:  whole  world  lies  mirrored,  in  sneh  dm, 

ethereal  harmony,  as  it  has  doa«  in  noneriHt 

Shakspeare  leA  usi.  even  iHi    Rag-fiur  ti  ■ 

world,  wherein  ihou  painfully  siruggletC,  nl 

(as   is  like)   stumbleii— all  liies    rraD»Bnlri 

here,  and  revealed  authentically  xj  be  stilIMI< 

ill  divine.     What  alchymy  van.  than  to  U 

mad  universe   full  of  ske)iiiciim,  diiM)4l 

■  of  belief,  and  melody,  and  reveredM! 

This,  then,  is  he  who,  heroically  doinj  >Bdo 
daring,  bas  accomplished  it. 

In  this  distracted  time  of  ours,  wherein  m 
have  lost  their  old  loadstars,  and  waJidMi 
after  uightfires  and  foolish  will-o'-wispi;  nl 
all  things,  in  that  "shaking  of*ibe  natiiMfc' 
have  been  tumbled  into  chaos,  the  high  matt 
low  and  Ihe  Jow  high,  and  ever  and  anon  sMK 
dnhe  ofthii,  and  king  ofihat,  is  (rurgled  dg4 
10  ffon  [bant  for  moments ;  nod  faijciea  *~~ 

self  the  governor  and  head-dirr '  ' 

and  11  bnl  the  topmost  froth-bell,  lo  odcbi  ■(■■ 
and  mingle  with  ihe  wild  fermeniinK  OWIV* 
in  this  so  despicable  time,  we  say,  there  wM 
nevertheless — be  the  bounteous  taeaveoi  fR 
thanked  for  it! — two  irrcal  wwb  senl  amtmsBt 
The  one.  in  the  island  of  St.  Helena  M« 
sleeps  "  dark  and  lone,  imid  the  ocea«'t  em> 
lasting  Inllaby;"  (be  other  Mill  rejoice*  fllA* 
blessed  sun  ligbl,  on  the  banks  of  the  nntc. 

Great  was  the  pan  allotted  each,  fftu  Ai 
talent  given  him  for  the  same;  yet.  nark  At 
contrast !  Bonaparte  walked  ihrough  tbevw' 
convulsed  world  lik;  en  alUlevoarinx  ealfr 
quake,  heaving,  thundering,  harlinf  Iri^lM 
overkingdom ;  Goethe  was  a.i  the  milil^btniiF 
inaudible  light,  which,  nolwiihslanding,  (■ 
again  make  (hat  chaos  into  a  crentioo.  iW 
too,  we  sec  Napoleon,  with  his  AuslertiBV. 
Waterloos.  and  Borodmos.  i^  quite  gon^-d 
departed,  sunk  lo  silence  like  a  lareni-bal^ 
While  ihii  olhee!^i<  will  shiof.; 
direct  radiance;  bia  inspired 
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,    in  living  heirrc.  as  the  lire  and  inspiraiion  of 

Ainkfrs,  born  and   iiill  unborn.    Some  iliy 

t  hrnCE,  hii  ihinking  will  be  found  irans- 

I,  aod  ground  down,  tvm  in  ibe  capacity 

Llh«  diurnal  press;  acln  of  parliamvol  will 

— .aacd  in  vinae  oC  him : — this  man,  if  »e 

wnsider  of  it,  is  appoinled  to  be  ruter  of 

Id  ihee  thyself,  even  now,  he  has 


one  oonnsel  to  give,  the  secret  of  his  Wh'ob 
ptieliR  alcbymy:  GininKi  ic  Liiia.  Tea, 
"Ihinir  of  living)"  Thy  life,  wen  thou  the 
■■  piiifu)lesi  of  all  the  Kons  of  earih,"  is  no  idle 
dream,  bnl  a  soleiDD  rEatily.  It  is  thy  ovnj  it 
is  all  ihon  hast  to  from  eternity  with.  Work. 
then,  crven  as  be  has  done,  and  does — "Liat  a 
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i  sociality  of  nature  evinces  itself,  in 
e  of  all   that  can  be  said,  viib  abundant 
Jdence  by  this  one  fact,  weri^  there  no  other : 
■  VDspeakable  delight  he  takes  in  Biography. 
Iten,  "The  proper  study  ofmaiikiud  is 
a  which  study,  let  us  Candidly  admit, 
•ne  nr  by  falbe  methods,  applies  him- 
C  nothinf;  loath.    "Man  is  perennially  inte- 
;  to  man:  nay,  if  «-e  look  strictly  lo  ii, 
»  nothing  else  inieresiing."    How  mei- 
>ly   comfortable   to    know  our   fellow- 
re  ;  lo  see  into  him,  understand  his  goings 
b,  decipher  the  whole  hejirt  of  his  mystery: 

hiin,  to  view  the  world  allogeihi 
it ;  so  that  we  can  Iheorelically  c 
I,  and  conld  almost  practically  personaie 
i   and  do   now  thoroughly    " 


rrof  n 


K  auentiGc  inieresi  and  a  poetic  one  alike 
re  us  in  this  mailer-  A  scientific  :  because 
7  mortal  has  a  Problem  of  Existence  set 
ID.  which,  were  it  only,  what  for  the 
t,  the  Problem  of  keeping  snul  and 


r  Wgeiher 


I   be   t 


and  yet,  i 


t,  uDlike  every  other: 

o  likt  every  other;  line  our  awn, 

itrtictive,  moreover,  sioce  we  also 

I  Indeo tared  to  friT.    A  poetic  ibteresi  sill] 

!   for   precisely  this   same    struKgle   of 

n  Free-will  against  matertal  Necessity, 

leh  avery  man's  Life,  by  the  mere  circura- 

«  that  the  man  conlinues  ative,  will  more 

ioosly  eihibii, — is   that   which 

«  all  else,  or  rather  inclasive  of  alt  else, 

a  tbe  Sympathy  of  mortal  hearts  inin  ac- 

i(  and  whether  as  acted, eras  represented 

i  wTiiLen  of,  not  only  is  Poetry,  but  is  ihe 

In  Poelry  possible.    Borne  onwards  by  which 

p  BlI-cmbTaciog  interests  may  Ihe  earnest 

"    r  of  Bit^rBphy  eipand   himself  on  all 

and  indefinitely  enrich  himself.    Look- 

,     llh  the  eyes  of  every  new  neighbour,  he 

I  discern  a  new  world  diHerent   for  each: 

with  Ihe  heart  of  every  neighbour,  he 

'"Ji  erery  neighbour'    ' ' 


his  own.  Of  these  million*  of  liviog  men  each 
individual  is  a  mirror  to  us:  a  mirror  both 
scientific  and  poetic;  or,  if  you  will,  both  nat- 
ural and  magical; — from  which  one  would  so 
gladly  draw  a.side  the  gauze  veil ;  and,  peering 
therein,  discern  the  image  of  his  own  natural 
face,  and  the  supernatural  secrets  thai  pro- 
phetically lie  under  Ihe  same '. 

Observe,  accordingly,  to  what  eiteni,  in  the 
acitial  course  of  things,  this  business  of  Bio- 
graphy is  practised  and  relished.  Define  to 
thyself,  judicious  Render,  Ihe  real  significance 
I  of  these  phenomena,  named  Gossip,  Egnlism, 
I  Personal  Narrative,  (miraculous  or  not.)  Sean- 
I  dal.  Raillery,  Slander,  and  such  like ;  the  sum- 
'  total  of  which  (with  some  fractional  addition 
of  a  better  ingredient,gencrally  too  small  lo  be 
noticeable)  constitutes  that  other  grand  pheno- 
menon siill  called  "  Conversation."  Do  they 
not  mean  wholly;  Biography smd-^nbiiigraphf* 
Not  only  in  the  common  Speech  of  men  ;  but 
in  all  Art,  too,  which  is  or  should  be  the  con- 
centrated and  conserved  essence  of  what  men 
can  speak  and  show.  Biography  is  almost  the 
one  thing  needlVil.  - 

Even  in  the  highest  works  of  An  our  inieresi,  1 
as   the   critics    complain,   is   too    apt  to  be   \ 
strongly  or  even  mainly  of  a  Biographic  sort,  J 
In  the  Art.  we  can  nowise  forget  the  Artist: 
while    looking   on    the    Tranglgtiradoji,    while 
studying  Ihe  niad,  we  ever  strive  lo  figure  to 
ourselves  what  spirit  dwelt  in  Raphael;  what 
a  head  was  Ihat  of  Homer,  wherein,  woven  of 
Elysian   light  and  Tartarian  gloom,  that  old 
world  fashioned  iiself  together,  of  which  these 
wriLten   Greek   chsraclen   are   but  a   feeble     * 
though  perennial  copy.    The  Painter  and  the 
Singer  nre  present  to  us;  we  partially  and  for 
the  liine  become  the  very  Painler  sod  ihe  very 
Siniter,  while  we  enjoy  the  Picture   and  the 
Bong.     Perhaps,  loo.  lei  Ihe  crilic  say  what  be 
will,  this  la  the  highest  enjoymeni,  tlie  clearest 
reeognilion,  we  can  have  of  these.     Art  indeed 
is  An;  yet  Man  also  is  Man.     Had  the  Tran^ 
been  painted  without  human  handi 
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irbcra  pais  over  with  indiffereneer— beoanse 
tile  Pamtftr  was  not  a  Man.  Think  of  this; 
aiadi  lies  in  it.  The  Vatican  is  great;  jet 
poor  to  Chimborazo  or  the  Peake  of  Tenerine : 
Its  dome  is  bat  a  foolish  Big-eadian  or  Little- 
endian  chip  of  an  eg:g-shell«  compared  with 
tibat  star-fretted  Dome  where  Arctunis  and 
Orion  glance  for  ever ;  which  latter,  notwiih- 
stending,  who  looks  at,  save  perhaps  some  ne- 
eessitons  star-ffazer  bent  to  make  Almanacs, 
aonia  thick-qnilted  watchman,  to  see  what  wear 
ther  it  will  prove  1  The  Biographic  interest 
is  wanting :  no  Michael  Angelo  was  He  who 
built  that  "Temple  of  Immensity;*'  therefore 
do  we,  pitiful  Littlenesses  as  we  are,  turn  rather 
to  wondier  and  to  worship  in  the  litde  toytxx 
cf  a  Temple  built  bj  our  liks. 

Still  more  decisirelf ,  still  more  ezolusiTcly 
does  the  Biographic  interest  manifest  itself,  as 
we  descend  into  lower  regions  of  spiritual 
eomlnanieation ;  through  the  whqle  range  of 
.  what  is  called  Literature.  Of  History,  for  ex* 
ample,  the  most  honoured,  if  not  honourable 
species  of  composition,  is-  not  the  whole  pur- 
port biographic  1  **  History,"  it  has  been  said, 
*  is  the  easence  of  innumerable  Biographies." 
8iieh,  at  least,  it  should  be:  whedier  it  is, 
might  admit  of  question.  But,  in  any  case, 
what  hope  have  we  in  tunung  over  those  old 
interminable  Chronicles,  with  their  gamilities 
and  insipidities ;  or  still  worse,  in  patiently  ezr 
raining  those  modem  Narrations,  of  the  Phi- 
kisophie  kind,  where  "  PhiloeophT>  teaching 
bgr  Kxperience,**  must  sit  like  owl  on  ^use- 
.  t^  MMNff  nothing,  luuknUtmdmg  nothings  ut- 
tering only*  with  solemnity  enough,  bet  per- 
petual most  wearisome  hoodoo: — ^what  hope 
have  we,  except  for  the  most  part  fallacioas 
one  of  gaining  some  acquaintance  with  our 
fellow-creatures,  though  dead  and  vanished, 
yet  desr  to  as ;  how  they  got  along  in  those  old 
days,  suffering  and  doing;  to  what  extent,  and 
under  what  circumstances,  they  resisted  the 
Devil  and  triumphed  over  him,  or  struck  their 
I  colours  to  him,  and  were  trodden  under  foot 
^  by  him;  how,  in  short,  the  perennial  Battle 
went,  which  men  name  Life,  which  we  also  in 
these  new  days,  with  indiflferent  fortune,  have 
to  fight,  and  must  bequeath  to  our  sons  and 
grandsons  to  go  on  fighting, — till  the  Enemy 
one  day  be  quite  vanquished  and  abolished,  or 
else  the  greaf  Night  sink  and  part  the  combat- 
ants; and  thus,  either  by  some  Millennium  or 
some  new  Noah's  Deluge,  the  Volume  of  Uni- 
versal History  wind  itself  up !  Other  hope,  in 
studying  such  Books,  we  have  none:  and  that 
it  is  a  deceitful  hope,  who  that  has  tried  knows 
not?  A  feast  of  widest  Biographic  insight  is 
spread  for  us;  we  enter  full  of  hungry  antici- 
pation :  alas  !  like  so  many  other  feasts,  which 
Life  invites  us  to,  a  mere  Ossian*s  "feast  of 
thellt,** — the  »food  and  liquor  being  all  emptied 
out  and  clean  gone,  and  only  the  vacant  dishes 
and  deceitful  emblems  thereof  left!  Your 
modern  Historical  Restaurateurs  are  indeed 
little  better  than  high-priests  of  Famine ;  that 
'  keep  choicest  china  dinner-sets,  only  no  din- 
ner to  serve  therein.  Yet  such  is  our  Biogra- 
phic appetite,  we  run  trying  from  shop  to 
shop,  with  ever  new  hope;  and,  unless  we 
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ooold  eat  the  wind,  with  «v«r  aav  Mifijil' 
mmu 

Again, consider  the  whole  class  oTFiatiriq^ 
Narratives ;  ih>m  the  higbesi  cal^gonr  ef: ^ 
or  dramatic  Poetry,  in  Bhakmare  and  Emm 
down  to  the  towest  of  froth  Proae  ia  the  Ipih 
ionable  NoveU    What  are  all  Ihiae  talat 
many  mimic  Biographies  1    Attempts,  kMdi 
aa  inspired  Spe&er,  there  by  an  wam^t^ 
Babbler,  to  delrver  himself,  more  or  ku  o^ 
fectually,  of  the  grand  secret  vheievilk  ^ 
hearts  labour  oppressed :  The  sigaifieticr^ 
Man*s    Life  ;-^which    deliverance^  erea  g 
traced  in  the  unfurnished  head,  and  jtiakig 
the  Minerva  Press,  finds  readers.    For,  ilk 
serve,  though  there  is  a  greatest  Fbol,aiafli 
periative  in  every  kind;  and  the  noHMI 
man  in  the  Earth  is  now  ipdabilsUfiiiil 
and  breathing,  and  did  this  monuBf  orid|f 
eat  breakfast,  and  is  even  now  diieaiic  m 
same;  and  looks  out  on  the  woitt  ^^ 
dim  horn-eyes,  and  inwsirdly  fonai.  mm  f 
speakable  theory  thereof:  yet  wkisM^ 
authentically  Ejdstinjg  be  personal^  act 
Can  one  of  us,  dtherwise  than  by  pm, 
that  we  haveegot  sight  of  him,  but 
communed  with  him  i    To  take  erfi  ' 
rower  sphere  of  this  onr  Eni^ish 
can  any  one  confidently  say  to-hiniadCi 
has  conversed  with  the  identiea],  iidi< 
Stupidest  man  now  extant  in  LoSdoil 
one.    Deep  as  we  dive  in  the  Profani 
is  ever  a  new  depth  opens :  where  the 
bottom  may  lie,  through  what  nev  a 
being  we  must  pass  before  peachisg  it>(<"]j| 
that  we  know  it  does  lie  somewhere, tsdap 
by  human  faculty  and  opportunity  be  reicM} 
is  altogether  a  mystery  to  us*    Stnog^.tt^ 
talizing  pursuit !     We  have  the  foUest  iM* 
ranee,  not  only  that  there  is  a  Stapidesta 
London  men  actually  resident,  with  bed  ui 
board  of  some  kind,  in  London;  but  tbstu*** 
ral  persons  have  been  or  perhaps  are  Mi 
speaking  face  to  face  with  him:  while  ix% 
chase  it  as  we  may,  such  scientific  blessedijl 
will  too  probably  be  for  ever  denied!— BatBI 
thing  we  meant  to  enforce  was  this  comlbiar 
ble  fact,  that  no  known  Head  was  so  vof^^ 
but  there  might  be  other  heads  to  whiehl 
were  a  genius  and  Friar  Bacon's  Oracle.  Of 
no  given  Book,  not  even  of  a  FashioiiMi 
Novel,  can  you  predicate  with  certainly  W 
its  vacuity  is  absolute ;  that  there  are  noloita 
vacuities  which  shall  partially  replenish  thfB- 
selves  therefrom, and  esteem  it  a/»/nni«.  Hoj 
knowest  thou,  may  the  distressed  NoTelwript 
exclaim,  that  I,  here  where  I  sit,  am  iheFw 
ishest  of  existing  mortals;  that  thismyl^ttf* 
ear  (f  a  Fictitious  Biography  shall  not  fiii 
one  and  tiu.*  other,  into  whose  still  longer  eas 
it  may  be  the  means,  under  Providence,  of  i> 
stilling  somewhat!    We  answer, None kw»i 
I  none  can  certainly  know :  therefore,  write* 
I  worthy  Brother,  even  as  thou  canst,  as  it  htf 
'  been  given  thee. 

Here,  however,  in  regard  to  "  Fictitious  Bi^ 

'  graphies,"  and  much  other  matter  of  like  soiV 

which  the  greener  mind  in  these  days  inditA 

we   may   as   well  insert  some  singular  •* 

,  tences  on  the  importance  and  significance  « 


Rt^lUp,  as  Ihey  stand  ariiiea  Tor  us  in  ProCestor 
Oollfried  Sauemig's  JEilhtliiclu  ^rmfti^ntl : 
m.  Work,  pvrhups,  as  yet  nev  In  most  English 
ivadcrs.     The  Prorensor  and  Doclor  is  nol  a 

iBcither  shall  we  say  ilial  his  S/innpcUmf  (asart 
.  of  m>f:ical  pick-locks,  as  he  afTeciedlf  names 
tbem)  are  adequate  to  •'ilarV  every  boll  thai 
locks  up  an  Kslhelic  mystery;  nerrnheless,  in 
Us  crabbed,  one-sided  vay.he  sometimes  hits 
■iKsses  of  the  truth.  We  endeavour  to  ii^ns- 
!  faithrully.  and  trust  the  reader  will  find  it 
rlh  serious  perusal : 
PThe  significance,  even  lor  poetic  purposes," 
'i  Saneneig, "  thai  lies  in  Rixliti.  is  loo 
10  mcape  us;  is  perhaps  only  now  begin- 
t  Id  tw  discerned.  When  we  named  Rohi- 
W*  Confiuioiu  an  <^legiacl>-didaclic  Poem,  we 
empty  figure  of  speech 
i\  scientific  fact. 


I.  while  the  Teigner  orit  known  thnl'idibility,  orReaMly:  afler 


~m  feigning,  partakes,  more  than  we  suspect, 

ualnre  of  'yini; ,  and  has  ever  an,  in  Kome 

),  on  satin  rociory  character.    All  Myiho-' 

were  oni!e  Philosophies;  were  Miivtd: 

rEpic  FoeiDi  of  old  time,  bo  long  as  (hey 

[nned  ipic,  and  had  any  complete  impres- 


eHisi 


a  of/orti.    In  so  far  as  Homi 

I  hil  g(>ds  as  mere  ornamental  fringes, 

id  not  himself,  or  at  least  did  nol  eipecl 

I 'bearers  to  have,  a  belief  [hat  they  were 

1  agenU  in  those  acuqae  doings ;  so  far  did 

^il  Id  be  gnuiiiu ,'  so  far  was  he  a  partially 

w  and  false  dinger ;  and  sang  to  please  only 

nan's  mind,  not  (he  whole  thereof. 

plniagiDBlion  is.  aAer  all,  but  a  poor  mailer 
!l  part  company  with  Understand- 


1  from 


lely  ■> 
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Ion-    Our  mind  is  divided  in  twain  :  there 
;  wherein  that  which  is  weaker  mutl 
ae  to  Ihe  worse.    Howof  all  feelings, 
a,  principles,  call  it  what  you  will,  in  man's 
'    is  not  Belief  the   clearest,   strongest : 
1  which  all   others   contend   in  vaini 
is,  indeed,  the  beginning  andfirsilcon- 
B  of  all  spiritual  Force  whatsoever:  only 
)  far  as  Imaginaiion,  were  it  bul  m 
r,  ia  Mined,  can  there  be  any  use  or 
1  it,  any  enjvymeni  of  il,     And  n 
•ntanr  Belief!     The  enjoyment  of 
Whereas  a  perennial  Belief  w< 
mt  perennially,  and  wiih  lite  whole  united 

Ell  in  thus  that  I  judge  of  the  Sapemati 
n  Epic  Poem;  and  would  say,  the  instant 
id  oeaied  lo  be  authentically  supemalural, 
[feecnae  what  you  call'Machinerj;'  sweep 
Wt  oT  aighl  {trJaxg'ii  tmr  nmi  Hatu)  I    Of  r 
thai  Mine 'Macluuery,' about  which  Ihi 
I  make  such  hubfiuh.  was  well  named 
it  is  in  verj' deed  tnechonical,  ni 
e  inapired  or  pueiical.     Neither  (or  us 
B  the  smallest  o'tlhetic  en)uymenl  in  il 
>iily  is  Ibis  way  ;  ibai  we  believe  il  (a  bii 
■■  pfrf, — by  the  Singer  or  his  Hearers ;  into 
e  case  we  now  laboriously  struggle 


ivilh    : 


_h  resoll,  caich  some  reflex  of  ihi 
vhieh  for  them  was  wholly  real,  and 
a  face  to  face.     Whenever  il  hia  come 


minted 
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far  thai  your '  Machinery'  is  avoweitly  mecfca- 

nical  and  unbclieved. — what  is  it  eU«,  if  wa 
dare  Icll  iiursetves  the  iniib.  but  a  miaerable, 
meaningless  Deception  kvpi  up  by  old  use  and 
wont  alone  1  (f  ihe  gods  of  an  Uwi  are  to  na 
no  longer  authentic  Shapes  of  Terror,  heart' 
stirring,  b earl-appalling,  bul  only  vague-glit- 
lering  Shadows, — wtial  must  lUc  dead  F»- 
MD  gods  of  3D  Einganiad  be,  ihe  dead'liriDg 
Pagan-Christian  gnds  of  a  LmmioiI,  the  con^la- 
absiract.  evangelical-nielaphysir^l  gods  Ol  a 
Pamdiif  Zod.'  Superannuated  lumber !  Cast 
raiment,  at  bef  I  \  in  which  some  poor  mimSi 
strutting  and  swaggering,  may  or  may  not  set 
forth  new  noble  Haman  Feelings,  ( a gaili  a  Reai> 
lity,)  and  so  secure,  or  not  secure,  our  pardon 
of  Nuch  hoydenish  masking.-'for  which,  in  any 
case,  he  has  a  pardon  to  utk. 

'    none  but  Ihe  earliest  Epic 
this  diBlinclioii  of  enlire  cre- 
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1,  lA'aidu,  and  olber  ibe  like  prjmiUvc  perfonij- 
c  lances,  ihe  rest  se«m,  by  ihis  rule  of  mme,  lo  be 
-'  aliogether  excluded  from  the  lisL  Accardingly, 
what  trt  all  the  rest  from  Virgil's  ^utiJ  dowi>-  I 
wards,  in  comparison  1 — Frosty,  artificial,  ba> 
lemgen eons  things ;  more_2f_£umflowm^«i  I 
ofrose>;  albejit,of  iheltrumiied  mcobeKDllr 
Iu^?ffler:  to  some  of  which,  indeed,  il  wen 
hard  lo  deny  ibe  liile  of  Poems;  yei  lo  no  one 
ofwhich  can  that  title  belong  in  any  sense  even 
resembling  the  old  high  one  it,  in  those  old  days, 
conveyed, — when  Ibe  epithet  'divine'  or  '  si' 
cred,'  as  applied  to  (he  uttered  Word  of  man, 
was  not  a  vain  metaphor,  a  vain  sound,  but  a 
real  name  wiih  meaning.  Thus,  too,  the  farther 
we  recede  from  those  early  days,  when  Poetry, 
as  true  Poetry  is  always,  was  still  sacred  or 
divine,  and  inspired,  (what  ours,  in  great  part, 
only  pretends  to  be,)— the  more  impossible 
becomes  il  to  produce  any,  we  say  not  true 
Poetry,  but  tolerable  semblance  of  »ucn ;  the 
hollower.  in  pnnicalar,  grow  ail  manner  of 
Epics :  till  at  length,  as  in  Ihis  generation. the 
very  name  of  Epic  self  men  a-yawning,  the 
announcement  of  a  new  Epic  is  received  as  a 
publir  calamity- 

"Bui  what  if  the  oiiiwiUik  being  oneeforall 
quiiediscarded,  ihepn)t>u6/r  be  welladharedlo; 
how  stands  It  with  fiction  (*•«.'  Why,  then,  I 
would  say.  the  evil  is  much  mended,  but  nt>- 
wise  completely  cured.  We  have  then,  in  place 
of  the  wholly  dead  modem  Epic,  the  partially 
living  modern  Novel;  to  which  latiemia  mUGl[ 

iial'momenlary  credence,' than  lo  the  former: 

indeed  infinitely  easier:  for  the  b>rmet  being 

dally  incredible,  no  mortal  am  for  a  momenl 

credit  it,  for  a  moment  enjoy  it.     Thu*.  here 

and  ihere,  a  Tom  JoMt,  a  MiitUT,  a  Omtot,  will 

yield  no  little  solacemeDt  to  the  miuda  af  men : 

though  still  immeasurably  less  than  a  Roiity  ' 

would,  were  the  aigniScance   thereof  ai  \m- 

pressively  unfolded,  we  re  the  gniiustbaieaaM 

io  unfold  it  once  given  us  by  the  kin4  Heawaa. 

Neither   say  thou   thai   pxiper    Rmliitrs  %n 

wanting :  for  Man's  Life,  now  as  of  old,  n  tlM 

genuine    work  of  Ood ;  whercvt-r   then  h  a 

MaD,aGod  also  is  revettle^ajii  anthaiuOg*- 

Iike;  a  whole  epitome  of  tw  Iftftfcrtt  wiA 

meaoioB*.  lies  enfolW  w  *»  Vifc*.. 
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'  Wtn.    Olify,  alas,  that  the  Seer  lo  discern  ihis 

e  Godlike,  and  wiihlii  utieraoce  Hnrolil  ii 

r  na,  is  waallng.  and  may  long  be  wanlfng '. 

"Nay,  a  qoefiion  arises  on  us  here,  wherein 

I  Hit  whole  Gi^rinaB  reading- world  will  eagerly 
joJK:  Whether  man  c<in  any  longer  be  so  in- 

y  MKSled  by  ihe  siiohen  Word,  as  he  uden  was 
htjMse  primeval  days,  when,  rapi  away  by  its 
inscrutable  power,  he  pronounced  it,  in  such 

dikktt    as   he    had,    to   be    Iramtrndtnlal,    (ID      

tranHtnd  all  measure,)  lo  be  sacred,  pruphcuc,  ^bjil. 
aad  the  iospiralton  of  a  goij  T  For  myself,  I.  any 
<tcA  mtna  Oriri.)  by  r^ith  or  by  insight,  do 
heartily  understand  that  the  answer  to  such 
qoetlion  will  be.  Yea  '.  Tot  never,  Ihal  I  could 
in  searching  find  oui,  has  Man  been,  by  Time 
which  devours  so  much,  depri rated  of  any  fa. 
cull;  whatsoever  that  he  iti  any  era  was  pos- 
seiised  of.  To  my  seeming,  the  babe  born  yester- 
day has  all  the  Cleans  of  Body,  Soul,  and  Spirit, 
and  in  eiaclly  the  same  combination  and  enlire- 
ness,  thai  the  oldest  Pclasgic  Greek,  or  Meso- 
poiamian  Patriarch,  or  Father  Adam  himself 
could  boast  of.  Ten  fingers,  one  heart  with 
Tenons  and  arterial  blood  therein,  siill  belong 
to  man  that  is  born  of  woman :  when  did  he 
lose  an;  of  his  spiritual  Endowments  either: 
above  all,  his  highest  spiritual  Endowment,  thai 
of  revealing  Poetic  Beauty,  and  of  adequately 
receiviog  the  same  1  Not  ihe  material,  not  the 
aoseeptibility  is  wanting)  only  the  poet,  or  long 
series  of  Poets,  lo  work  on  these.  True,  alas 
100  true,  the  Poet  u  still  utterly  wanting,  or  all 
bul  utterly ;  nevertheless  have  we  not  centuries 
enough  before  us  <o  produce  him  in  1  Him  and 
mneh  el«e!— I,  for  the  present,  will  but  predici 
that  chiefly  by  working  more  and  more  on 
RciLiTT,  and  evolving  more  and  more  wisely 
i(<ine»hansiiblemeanLngs;and,i  '  '  ' 
ing  forth  in  fit  urierance  whatsoever  our  whole 
soul  bclitvti,  and  ceasing  to  speak  forth  what 
thing  soever  our  whole  soul  does  not  believe, — 
will  this  high  emprise  be  accomplished,  or  ap- 
proximated to." 

These  notable,  and  not  unfounded,  though 
partial  and  Aep-seeing  rather  than  irirfc-seeing 
observations  on  the  groaj  import  of  Rb(i.iti, 
considered  even  as  a.  poetic  material,  we  have 
inserted  the  more  willingly,  because  a  iran- 
fienl  feeling  to  the  same  purpose  may  often 
have  suggested  itself  to  many  readers;  and, 
Ml  the  whole,  it  is  good  that  every  reader  and 
every  writer  understand,  with  all  intensity  of 
Mmviction,  what  quite  infinite  worth  lies  in 
TnilH  .     how    all-pervading,    omnipoiem, 


ihtMbrrkni'  *■'■•   I 

-—rfilun**  '"•''« 

willprobablTtnUM  *■*■   h 

'aiii.<u"orii»*lt«  i''iiai 

;  sort  he  desiiwrf  ^■-■■r  \ 


"■'1 


■lioldiHn,    ''<'^ 


Troth,  what  w 

la<ti  does  ondoubtrdly  transcend  »llait 
ciic  eO'orts,  not  can  Kerr  SannUiihii 
loud   in  Its  praises.     Bui,  on  ih(  MbFr'~' 
whether  such  effort  is  fiill  possible  to 
Herr  Sauerteig  and  Ihe  bulk  of  '  — 
probably  at  issuer— and  will 
so  lil!  Ihat  same  "  Revclalio 
lion  of  Healily."  o 

If  make  its  appearance. 

fhile,  quilling  these  lirj  rffuwM' 
bethink  him  how  impttwtij 
smallest  historical  /ocl  may  beeonlMi  ("^ 
irasted  with  the  grandest  jJrtitiinuo"';^ 
an  incalculable  force  lies  for  D»  id  Hiuer 
deration:  TheThingwhichlheretoldil.., 
in  my  mind  did  actually  occur;  Bifcil'IJ  ''-'" 
Irulh,  an  clement  in  the  system  of  tfciJW  'iv« 
whereof  I  too  fotm  part;  had  therffiw.M  "^  * 
has,  through  all  time,  an  auihenlie  twiJif  ' '«*" 
not  a  dream,  bnt  a  reality!  We  ounelmtj  *^--^ 
remember  reading  in  Lord Clani<ihi,^^ytff^ 
ings  perhaps  somehow  accidentally  opM^ 
il. — certainly  with  a  depth  of  imjnm 
5lr;iDge  to  us  then  and  now, — thU  lun 
cant  looking  passage,  where  Charlfi.if 

halile  of  Worcester.  ^'  '      ' '"■ 

Careless,  from  il 
being  hungry:  h 

over  hedges  and  di.^..^-. -.... a-    ^ 

eight  or  nine  miles,  which  were  lit*  "B 
grievous  10  the  King  b;  the  i 
boots,  (fur  he  could  not  put  llumoil.' 
cut  off  his  hair,  for  want  of  shoes.)  l*^, 
morning  ihey  came  to  a  p-ar  cd;i«g(.l»<^ 
irfffM/"  bring  a  Roman  Cnftoii>iraiitnoiinltD* 
ten."  '  How  this  poor  drudge,  being  to 

ing,  "carried  themjjitoii 


lassagc,  where  Charl«.iWW 
:ester.  glides  down,  wnli  tM 
a  Ihe  Royal  Oak.  al  liflMJ' 
:  how,  "  making  a  iliift  »^ 
lid  ditches,  after  wallnnj  « I* 
the  M< 


Kl 


•"1 
lull 


without  difficnlty,  brought  his  MajeBTJl 
great  pot  ofbuiMi-BW  J 


of  bread „ r- ^ 

mying  candidly  that  "he  h11n^elr  lived ^jj 
daily  labour,  and  that  what  he  had  bmtt  I 
him  was  the  fare  he  and  his  wife  btd^_t^| 
which  nourishing  diet  his  Majesijr,  "W 
upnu  the  haymow,"  feeds  ihaakfultf  tot  9 
dayp;  and  then  depaiU,  under  newi  '*" 
having  first  chauged  clothes  down  ic 
shirt  and  ■'  old  pair  of  shoes,"  with  bi»  It^ 
lord  1  and  so  as  worthy  Bunyan  has  il.*|lli 
oa  his  way,  and  sees  him  no  more."*  Btafl^ 
lir  enough  if  we  will  think  of  it  I  Thil  DM 
was  a  genuine  fie&h-and-blood  Ruslicofflil 
year  1651 :  he  did  actually  s 


mind,  is  the  thing  we  name  Bili/f.    For   hutier-milk  (not  having  ale  and  bnooaj  ai 

ibe  rest, Hon Sauerieig.  though  one-sided,  on 'do  field  labf^ur;  with  ihese  bob'oailed'nti^ 
this   matter  of   Reality,   hcems   heartily  per- 1  has  sprawled   through   mud-roads   l_ 
suaded,  and  is  not  perhaps  so  ignorant  as  he   and,  jocund  or  not,  driven  his  team  m-ScMil 
looks.    It  cannot  be  unknown  to  him,  for  ex- jsuinmer;  he  made  balKains;  bad  chaff 
ample,  what  noise  is  mjde^ahagi  "  Invention ;"   and  higgling%now  a  sore  henn,  now  i    _ 
whal  a  supreme  rank  this  faculty  is  reckoned   one ;  was  bonn  was  a  son,  was  a  ftOM f- 
10  hold  in  ihe  poetic  endowraenl.    Great  truly    loiUd  in  many  ways,  being  forced  to  it.  liBfc 
is  Invention  ;  nevertheless,  Ihat  is  but  a  poor  ,  sirengih  was  all  worn  out  of  him  :  and  ihea— 
exercise  of  it  with  which  Belief  is  not  con-  ,  lay  down  "  to  rest  his  galled  back."  Mid  d 
cerned.    "An  IrisUman  with   whisky   in  hiS|there   till   the   long-distant  _pi°rniii([-I— " 
bead."  as  poor  Byron  said,  will  invent  you.  in  ^  *       '  -...—.-. 

this  kind,  lill  there  is  enough  and  to  spare.  ^ 
Nay.  perhaps,  if  we  consider  well,  the  highest 
•  lercise  of  Invention  has,  ia  very  deed,  nothing 
K>  ih  with  Fiction ;  bni  U  an  tDvcDtLon  of  new  i 


I.  that  be  alone  of  all  ihe  BrUiA  t^ 
i  who  tilled  and  lived  along  wtlb  tlA 
whom  the  blessed  sun  on  that  saiM  "*"" 


BI06RAPHT. 


tlS 


r  September  **  was  shining,  should  have 
ed  to  rise  on  ns ;  that  this  poor  pair  of 
d  Shoes,  out  of  a  million  million  hides 
lave  been  tanned,  and  cut,  and  worn, 
1  still  subsist,  and  han^  visibly  together? 
ee  him  but  for  a  moment;  for  one  mo- 
the  blanket  of  the  Night  is  rent  asuu- 
»o  that  we  behold  and  see,  and  then 
.  over  him — for  ever, 
too,  in  some  BotwtWi  Life  of  Johnson,  bow 
ble,  and  magically  bright,  does  many  a 
Eealiiy  dwell  in  our  remembrance ! 
i  is  no  need  that  the  personages  on  the 
i  be  a  King  and  Clown ;  that  the  scene 
e  Forest  of  the  Royal  Oak,  "  on  the  bor- 
of  Staffordshire:"  need  only  that  the 
e  lie  on  this  old  firm  Earth  of  ours,  where 
Jso  have  so  surprisingly  arrived ;  that  the 
}Dages  be  men,  and  seen  with  the  eyes  of  a 
.  Foolish  enough,  how  some  slight,  per- 
mean  and  even  ugly  incident — if  real,  and 
presented — will  fix  itself  in  a  susceptive 
cry,  and  lie  ennobled  there;  silvered  over 
the  pale  cast  of  thought,  with  the  pathos 
h'  belongs  only  to  the  Dead.  For  the 
is  all  holy  to  us ;  the  Dead  are  all  holy, 
they  that  were  base  and  wicked  while 
Their  baseness  and  wickedness  was 
They,  was  but  the  heavy  unmanageable 
ronment  that  lay  round  them,  with  which 
fought  unptevailing :  they  (the  ethereal 
fiven  Force  that  dwelt  in  them,  and  was 
Self)  have  now  shuffled  off  that  hedivy 
ronment,  and  are  free  and  pure:  their 
mg  Battle,  go  how  it  might,  is  all  ended, 
many  wounds  or  with  fewer ;  they  have 
recalled  from  it,  and  the  once  harsh-jar- 
battle-field  has  become  a  silent  awe-in- 
\g  Golgotha,  and  Gottesacker — Field  of 
— Boswell  relates  this  in  itself  smallest 
poorest  of  occurrences  :  **  As  we  walked 
;  the  Strand  to-night,  arm  in  arm,  a  wo- 
of the  town  accosted  us  in  the  usual  en- 
l  manner.  *  No,  no,  my  girl,*  said  John- 
•it  won't  do.'  He,  however,  did  not 
her  with  harshness,  and  we  talked  of  the 
shed  life  of  such  women."  Strange  power 
tttlity !  Not  even  this  poorest  of  occur- 
?s,  but  now,  after  seventy  years  are  come 
^ne,  has  a  meaning  for  us.  Do  but  con- 
that  it  is  true ;  that  it  did  in  very  deed 
r !  That  unhappy  Outcast,  with  sdl  her 
and  woes,  her  lawless  desires,  too  com- 
mischances,  her  waitings  and  her  riot- 
has  departed  utterly :  alas !  her  siren 
y  has  got  ail  besmutched ;  ground,  gene- 
DS  since,  into  dust  and  smoke,  of  her  de- 
ed body,  and  whole  miserable  earthly 
ence,  all  is  away :  she  is  no  longer  here, 
far  from  us,  in  the  bosom  of  Eternity, — 
)ce  we  too  came,  whither  we  too  are 
id !  Johnson  said,  "  No,  no,  my  girl ;  it 
t  do ;"  and  then  "  we  talked ;" — and  here- 
the  wretched  one,  seen  but  for  the  twink- 
of  an  eye,  passes  on  into  the  utter  Dark- 
.  No  high  Calista,  that  ever  issued  from 
r-teHer*s  brain,  will  impress  us  more 
\y  than  this  meanest  of  the  mean;  and 
good  reason :  That  she  issued  from  the 
;r  of  Men. 
s  well  worth  the  Artist's  while  to  examine 


for  himself  what  it  is  that  gives  such  pitifbl  in* 
cidents  their  memorableness ;  his  aim  likewise 
is,  above  all  things,  to  be  menun-ablc.  Half  the 
effect,  we  already  perceive,  depend  on  the 
object, on  its  being  real,  on  its  being  really  seen. 
The  other  half  Wllf^epenci  on  the  observer; 
and  the  question  now  is  :  How  are  real  objecli 
to  be  90  seen  ;  on  what  quality  of  observing,  or 
of  style  in  describing,  does  this  so  intense  pic- 
torial power  depend?  Often  a  slight  cirenm- 
stance  contributes  curiously  to  the  result:  some 
little,  and  perhaps  to  appearance  accidental,  fea- 
ture is  presented  ;  a  light-gleam,  which  instan- 
taneously excites  the  mind,  and  urges  it  to  com- 
plete the  picture,  and  evolve  the  meaning 
thereof  for  itself.  By  critics,  such  light-gleams 
and  their  almost  magical  influence  have  fre- 
quently been  noted :  but  the  power  to  produce 
such,  to  select  such  features  as  will  produce 
them,  is  generally  treated  as  a  knack,  or  trick 
of  the  trade,  a  secret  for  being  •'graphic;'* 
whereas-  these  magical  feats  are,  in  truth, 
rather  inspirations;  and  the  gift  of  performing 
them,  which  acts  unconsciously,  without  fore- 
thought, and  as  if  by  nature  alone,  is  properly 
a  genius  for  description. 

One  grand,  invaluable  secret  there  is,  how- 
ever, which  includes  all  the  rest,  and,  what  is 
comfortable,  lies  clearly  in  every  man's  power: 
To  have  an  (^n,  laving  heart,  and  irhttt  folhwt 
from  the  possession  of  such  !  Truly  has  it  been 
said,  emphatically  in  these  days  ought  it  to  be 
repeated:  A  loving  heart  is  the  banning  of 
all  Knowledge.  This  it  is  that  opens  the  whole 
mind,  quickens  every  faculty  of  the  intellect  to 
do  its  fit  work,  that  of  knov^ing  ,*  and  therefrom, 
by  sure  consequence,  of  vividly  uttering  forth. 
Other  secret  for  being  "  graphic"  is  there  none, 
worth  having :  but  this  is  an  all-sufficient  one. 
See,  for  example,  what  a  small  Boswell  can 
do !  Hereby,  indeed,  is  the  whole  man  made  a 
living  mirror,  wherein  the  wonders  of  this  ever- 
wonderful  Universe  are,  in  their  true  light, 
(which  is  ever  a  magical,  miraculous  one,)  re- 
presented, and  reflected  back  on  us.  It  has 
been  said,  **the  heart  sees  farther  than  the 
head :"  but,  indeed,  without  the  seeing  heart 
there  is  no  true  seeing  for  the  head  so  much  as 
possible;  all  is  mere  oversight,  hallucination* 
and  vain  superficial  phantasmagoria,  which 
can  permanently  profit  no  one. 

Here,  too,  may  we  not  pause  for  an  instant, 
and  make  a  practical  reflection  ?  Considering 
the  multitude  of  mortals  that  handle  the  Pen 
in  these  days,  and  can  mostly  spell,  and  write 
without  daring  violations  of  grammar,  the 
question  naturally  arises  :  How  is  it,  then,  that 
no  Work  proceeds  from  them,  bearing  any 
stamp  of  authenticity  and  permanence ;  of 
worth  for  more  than  one  day  ?  Ship-loads  of 
Fashionable  Novels,  Sentimental  Rhymes, 
Tragedies,  Farces,  Diaries  of  Travel,  Tales  by 
flood  and  field,  are  swallowed  moLthly  into  the 
bottomless  Pool ;  still  does  the  Press  toil :  in- 
numerable Paper-makers,  Compositors,  Print- 
ers' Devils,  Bookbinders,  and  Hawkers  grown 
hoarse  with  loud  proclaiming,  rest  not  from 
their  labour;  and  still,  in  torrents,  rushes  on 
the  great  array  of  Publications,  unpausing,  to 
their  final  home ;  and  still  Oblivion,  like  the 
Grave,  cries :  Give !   Give !   How  is  it  that  of 
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(ntlcis  maltilndts,  no  gne  can  ailain 
Esl  mark  of  excellence,  or  produce 
tt  ihall  eadure  longer  ihan  "  snow- 
_  -he  river,"  or  ihe  roam  of  penoj-lwer! 
^■wri :  Because  the;  art  roniti ;  becatue 
}  DO  RmHiy  in  them.  Thete  Three 
LDd  men.  women,  and  children.  Ihal 
If  ihe  army  of  British  Auihora,  do  noi, 
rill  well  consider  it,  m  any  ihing  whal' 
consequenlly  limt  nothing  ihai  Ihey  can 
and  ulier,  only  mure  or  ft^wrr  ihingi 
.ey  can  plausibly  prelend  to  record.  The 
rse,  of  Man  and  Nature,  is  sUII  quiie 
ip  from  ihem I  ihe  "open  secret"  &till 
..y  a  secret;  because  no  symptlhy  with 
L  orNalupe,  no  lyve  and  free  simplicitv  of 
has  yet  unfolded  the  ume.  Nolhini; 
pitiful  Image  nf  their  own  pitiful  Self, 
ts  vanities,  and  grud^ngi^,  and  raTenons 
r  of  all  kinds,  hangs  for  ever  painted  in 
-tina  of  ihese  unfortunate  persons :  so  that 
■tarry  Ail,  with  whatsoever  it  embraces, 
]QI  appear  as  some  expanded  magic- 
n  shadow  of  Uiat  lame  Image, — and  natu- 
oks  pitiful  enough. 

vain  for  these  persons  to  allege  that 
thej  ere  naturally  wilhoul  gift,  naturally  siu- 

£id  and  sightless,  and  so  ran  attain  to  no 
Dowledge  of  any  thing;  therefore,  in  wriuug 
of  any  thing,  tnusl  needs  write  falseboods  of 
il,  there  being  in  it  no  troth  for  them.  Not  so, 
good  Frienda.  The  stupidest  of  you  has  a 
certain  facull]';  were  it  but  Ihal  of  articulate 
speech,  (say,  in  the  BcoitUh,  the  Irish,  the 
Cockney  dialect,  or  even  in  "  Govemess-Eog- 
lish,")  and  of  physically  discenjing  what  lies 
under  your  nose.  The  stupidest  of  yon  would 
peiiiaps  grudge  t>>  be  compared  in  faculty 
with  James  Boswell ;  yet  see  what  he  has  pro- 
duced! You  do  not  use  your  faculty  honestly ; 
your  heart  is  shut  up;  full  of  greediness,  ma- 
lice, disconlenti  so  your  iuiellectusl  sense 
oannot  be  open.  It  is  vain  also  to  urge  that 
James  Boswell  had  opportuuilies ;  saw  great 
TUen  and  great  things,  Auch  as  you  can  never 
hope  to  look  on.  What  make  ye  of  Parson 
While  in  Selbome !  He  had  not  only  no  great 
men  to  look  oo,  bat  not  even  men ;  merely 
sparrows  and  cock.chBfer$ :  yet  has  he  left  tM 
A  Biegr^y  of  these;  which,  under  its  lille 
JVofw-o/  JKilary  af  Sdbormr,  sliU  remains  VBTd* 
Kbl«  to  us  ;  which  has  copied  a  little  iente«e« 
or  l»ro  faithfully  from  the  inspired  volume  of 
Nature,  and  so  is  itself  not  without  inspiration. 
Go  ye  and  do  likewise.  Sweep  away  utterly 
all  frothiness  and  falsehood  from  yourhean; 
struggle  uDweariedly  to  acquire,  what  is  pos- 
sible for  every  god-created  Man,  a  free,  open, 
humble  soul:  iptali  no/  al  all,  in  iniy  iriti,  (ill  \ 
ytw  Aovr  Kmewhat  to  tpruh ;  care  not  for  the 
meard  ot  yonr  speaking,  but  simply  and  with 
undivided  mind  for  the  inUh  of  your  speaking : 
then  be  placed  in  what  section  of  Space  and 
of  Time  soever,  do  but  open  your  eyes,  and 
they  shall  actually  tt,  kod  bring  you  real 
tiKwifci'gf,  WDiflfous,  vvdhy  of  btlitf ;  and  in- 


stead of  one  Boswell  and  one  Whiic,f 
will  rejoice  ins  thousand, — staiioned 
thousand  sereral  watch-towers,  to  tM 
by  indobitable  documents,  of  vhais( 
our  so  stupendous  world  comes  to  ligh 
O,  had  the  Editor  of  Ibit  Magazmi 
magic  rod  to  turn  all  thai  not  incvns 
Intellect,  which  now  deluges  as  with  i 
fictitious  soap-lather,  and  mere  Lying,, 
faithful  study  of  Reality, — what  bnowl 
great,  everlasting  Nature,  and  of  Uu 
and  doings  therein,  would  not  every  yn 
us  in!  Can  we  but  change  one  >in|l 
lalherer  and  mountebank  Juggler,  inR 
Thinker  and  Doer,  thai  even  irf  bai 
think  and  do — great  n-ill  be  our  reirani 

Qui  to  return ;  or  rather  bom  this  ; 
begin  our  journey '.  If  now,  what  w| 
Sanerteig's  Sfirin^-drtd,  what  mlhsan 
oubration  of  our  own,it  havebecome^ 
how  deep,  immeasurable  is  ibe"wo((hi 
in  ItiaJily,"  and  farther,  how  eXQlu&in 
teresi  which  mas  lakes  in  the  HisH 
Man, — may  it  not  seem  tameoiable,  Aa 
^□uinety  good  Biagrnphiiiti^ve  yetb«< 
mulated  in  Literature  i  Ihat  in  Ihe  whol 
one  cannot  find,  going  strictly  to  wort 
some  dozen,  or  baker's  dozen,  and  ihosi 
of  very  ancient  daiel  Lamentable;  ] 
what  we  have  just  seen,  accouniabl 
other  question  might  be  asked :  How  < 
that  in  England  we  have  simply  ol 
Biography,  this  BotmilPi  JoKmon :  and  i 
indiflerent,  or  even  bad  atiempi»  at  Bii 
fewer  than  any  civilized  people !  ( 
the  French  and  Germans,  with  their  ] 
Baj-les,  JOrdenses,  Jochers.  Iheir  innn 
Menioim,  and  SekiUtmngm,  and  Br 
Univeritllri-  not  lo  spenkof  Bonsseanl,! 
Sehnbans,  Jung-Stilltngs  :  and  then 
with  these  our  poor  Birches,  and  Kipp 
Pecks, — Ihe  whole  breed  of  whom,  m 

With  this  question,  as  the  aniwei 
lead  ui  lar,  and  come  out  unflattering  i 
otic  sentiment,  we  shall  not  inlennedi 
turn  rather,  with  greater  pleasure,  to  i 
that  one  excellent  Biography  u  acmtl 
Ssh;— and  even  now  lies,  in  Five  ne»V 
It  jiur  hand,  soliciting  a  new  coasii 
rrtMn  DS ;  snch  &t,  age  aner  age  (the 
nial  showing  ever  nenr  phases  as  our  \ 
alters,)  it  may  long  be  profitable  to  bn 
it; — to  which  task  we  here,  in  this  sg( 
address  ourselves. 

First,  however.  Let  Ihe  foolish  A] 
day  pass  by;  and  onr  Reader,  durin 
twenty-nine  days  of  nncenain  weilb 
will  follow,  keep  powering,  accordiag 
venience,  ihe  porporrDf  Bifleatrai  n 
ral :  then,  with  the  blessed  dew  of  M 
and  iu  unlimited  convmience  of  spat 
all  that  we  have  written  on  JaUiDii,a 

,n,IF,  JaAuOH,  and  Onto-'i  BonnlT.  Jal 
faithfully  laid  before  him. 
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ip's  Fly,  sitting  on  the  axle  of  the  cha- 
IS  been  much  laaghed  at  for  exclaiming : 
a  dust  I  do  raise  !  Yet  which  of  as,  in 
y,  has  not  sometimes  been  guilty  of  the 
Nay,  so  foolish  are  men,  they  often,  stand- 
ease  and  as  spectators  on  the  highway, 
)lunteer  to  exclaim  of  the  Fly  (not  being 
d  to  it,  as  he  was)  exactly  to  the  samepur- 
ifVbat  a  dust  thou  dost  raise  !  Smallest  of 
s,  when  moanted  aloA  by  circumstances, 
to  seem  great ;  smallest  of  phenomena 
:ted  with  them  are  treated  as  important, 
lust  be  sedulously  scanned,  and  com- 
I  upon  with  loud  emphasis, 
t  Mr.  Croker  should  undertake  to  edit 
**  Life  of  Johnson,  was  a  praiseworthy 
miraculous  procedure:  neither  could 
complishment  of  such  undertaking  be, 
•poch  like  ours,  anywise  regarded  as  an 
in  Universal  History ;  the  right  or  the 
accomplishment  thereof  was,  in  very 
>ne  of  the  most  insignificant  of  things. 
er,  it  sat  in  a  great  environment,  on  the 
»f  a  high,  fast-rolling,  parliamentary 
;  and  all  the  world  has  exclaimed  over 
the  author  of  it :  What  a  dust  thou  dost 
List  to  the  Reviews,  and  "  Organs  of 
Opinion,*'  from  the  Natimial  Onmihui 
Is  ;  criticisms,  vituperative  and  laudato- 
am  from  their  thousand  throats  of  brass 
a'ther;  here  chanting  lo  p<fani;  there 
'  harsh  thunder,  or  vehement  shrew- 
squeaklets;  till  the  general  ear  is  filled, 
gh  deafened.  BoswelVs  Book  had  a 
ss  birth,  compared  wtth  this  Edition  of 
ll's  Book.  On  the  other  hand,  consider 
hat  degree  of  tumult  Paradise  Lost  and 
d  were  ushered  in  ! 

well  such  clamor,  or  prolong  it  beyond 
e,  seems  nowise  our  vocation  here*.  At 
»erhaps  we  are  bound  to  inform  simple 
s,  with  all  possible  brevity,  what  manner 
brmance  and  Edition  this  is  ;  especial- 
fther,  in  our  poor  judgment,  it  is  worth 
oat  three  pounds  sterling  upon,  yea  or 
!*he  whole  business  belongs  distinctly  to 
fer  ranks  of  the  trivial  class. 
IS  admit,  then,  with  great  readiness,  that 
ison  once  said,  and  the  Editor  repeats 
urks  which  describe  manners,  require 
D  sixty  or  seventy  years,  or  less  ;"  that, 
ingly,  a  new  Edition  of  Boswell  was  de- 
;  and  that  Mr.  Croker  has  given  one. 
is  task  he  had  various  qualifications: 
ti  voluntary  resolution  to  do  it;  his  high 
D  society  unlocking  all  manner  of  ar- 
te him ;  not  less,  perhaps,  a  certain 
tico-bio^raphic  turn  of  mind,  natural 
lired;  we  mean,  a  love  for  the  minuter 
of  History,  and  talent  for  investigating 

t/tff  of  BnmaH  Johiwon,  LT..D. :  inrludinjir  a 
[h*f  ilrbride*.  By  Jam***  9o«wcll,  Esq.— A  new 
witb  DumeroiM  Additions  and  Notes.  By  Jolin 
broker,  LL.D.,  F.  B.  8.    i  Tolfl.    London,  1831. 


these.  Let  us  admit,  too,  that  he  has  been  very 
diligent ;  seems  to  have  made  inquiries  perse- 
vermgly  far  and  near;  as  well  as  drawn  freely 
from  his  own  ample  stores ;  and  so  tells  us  to 
appearance  quite  accurately,  much  that  he  has 
not  found  lying  ou  the  highways,  but  has  had  to 
seek  and  dig  for.  Numerous  persons,  chiefly 
of  quality,  rise  to  view  in  these  Notes;  when 
and  also  where  they  came  into  this  world,  re- 
ceived office  or  promotion,  died,  and  were 
buried  (only  what  they  didy  except  digest,  re- 
maining often  too  mysterious,) — is  faithfully 
enough  set  down.  Whereby  all  that  their  va- 
rious and  doubtless  widely-scattered  Tomb- 
stones could  have  taught  us,  is  here  presented, 
at  once,  in  a  bound  Book.  Thus  is  an  indubi- 
table conquest,  though  a  small  one,  gained 
over  our  great  enemy,  the  all-destroyer  Time; 
and  as  such  shall  have  welcome. 

Nay,  let  us  say  that  the  spirit  of  Diligence, 
exhibited  in  this  department,  seems  to  attend 
the  Editor  honestly  throughout:  he  keeps 
everywhere  a  watchful  outlook  on  his  Text ; 
reconciling  the  distant  with  the  present,  or  at 
least  indicating  and  regretting  their  irrecon- 
cilability; elucidating,  smoothing  down;  in 
all  ways,  exfercising,  according  to  ability,  a 
strict  editorial  superintendence.  Any  little 
Latin  or  even  Greek  phrase  is  rendered  into 
English,  in  general  with  perfect  accuracy; 
citations  are  verified,  or  else  corrected.  On 
all  hands,  moreover,  there  is  a  certain  spirit 
of  Decency  maintained  and  insisted  on  :  if  not 
good  morals,  yet  good  manners,  are  rigidly  in- 
culcated ;  if  not  Religion,  and  a  devout  Chris- 
tian heart,  yet  Orthodoxy,  and  a  cleanly.  Shovel- 
hatted  look, — which,  as  compared  with  flat 
Nothing,  is  something  very  considerable. 
Grant  too,  as  no  contemptible  triumph  of  this 
latter  spirit,  that  though  the  Editor  is  kuown 
as  a  decided  Politician  and  Party-man,  he  has 
carefully  subdued  all  temptations  to  transgress 
in  that  way:  except  by  quite  involuntary  indi- 
cations, and  rather  as  it  were  the  pervading 
temper  of  the  whole,  you  could  not  discover 
on  which  side  of  the  Political  Warfare  he  is 
enlisted  and  fights.  This,  as  we  said,  is  a 
great  triumph  of  the  Decency-principle:  for 
this,  and  for  these  other  graces  and  perform- 
ances, let  the  Editor  have  all  praise. 

Herewith,  however,  must  the  praise  unfor- 
tunately terminate.  Diligence,  Fidelity,  De- 
cency, arc  good  and  indispensable;  yet,  with- 
out Faculty,  without  Light,'  they  will  not  do 
the  work.  Along  with  that  Tombstone  infor- 
mation, perhaps  even  without  much  of  iu  we 
could  have  liked  to  gain  some  answer,  in  one 
way  or  other,  to  this  wide  question  :  What  and 
how  was  English  Life  in  Johnson's  lime ; 
wherein  has  ours  grown  to  differ  therefrom  t 
In  other  words :  What  things  have  we  to  for- 
get, what  to  fancy  and  remember,  before  we, 
from  such  distance,  can  put  ourselves  in 
Johnson's  place;  and  so,  in  the  full  sensp  of 
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te  Ivm,  MwArrffliirf  bivtflUs  sayings  and  his 
doinn  t    This  was  indeed  speeially  tbe  prob- 
lem 4^ch  a  Commentator  and  Editor  bad  to 
•olTe:  a  complete  solution  of  itshonlil  have 
Iain  in  him,  Ais  whole  mind  should  have  been 
Slled  and  prepared  with  perfect  insighljiito  it ; 
then,  whether  in  the  way  of  express  Disser- 
^ouy  of  incidental  Exposition  and  Indication, 
opportunities  enough  would  ha^e  occurred  of 
bringing  out*  the  same :  what  was*  dark  in  the 
ilgnre  cS"  the  Past  had  thereby  been  enlighten- 
Hi  Boawell  had,  not  in  show  and  word  only, 
bnt  in  very  (act,  been  made  new  ajcain,  remda- 
Ue  to  us  who  are  divided  from  him,  even  as 
he  was  to  those  close  at  hand.    Of  aU  which 
rery  little  has  been  attempted  here ;  accom- 
plished, :ire  should  say,  next  to  noUiing,  or 
altogether  nothing.' 

Excuse,  no  doubt,  is  in  readiness  for  such 
omission ;  and,  indeed,  for  innumerable  other 
^ingss — as  where,  for  example,  the  Editor 
will  punctually  expUin  what  is  already  suo- 
eloar^  and  then  anon,  not  without  frankness, 
doelare  ft«quently  enough  that  "the  Editor 
does  not  understand,"  that "  the  Editor  cannot 
guess,**— while,  foe  most  pait,  the  Reader  can- 
not help  both  guessing  and  seeing.  Thus,  if 
Johnson  say,  in  one  sentence^  tluit  **  English 
names  should  not  be  used  in  Latin  verses ;" 
nod  then,  in  the  next  sentence,  speak  blamingly 
of  **  Carteret  being  used  as  a  dactyl,''  will  the 
merality  of  mortals  detect  any  puiEzle  there  1 
Or  again,  where  poor  Boswell  writes »  f*I 
always  remember  a  remark  made  to  me  by  a 
Toridsh  lady,  educated  in  Frante :  '  ifa  /ot, 
wioimnar,  noire  bonheur  depend  de  lafo^rm  que  nth 
ire  Bang  circuU ;'  ** — though  the  Turkish  lady 
here  speaks  English-French,  where  is  the  call 
for  a  Note  like  this :  '*  Mr.  Boswell  no  doubt 
fancied  these  words  had  some  meaning,  or  he 
would  hardly  have  quoted  them ;  but  what  that 
meaning  is  the  Editor  cannot  guess  V*  The 
Editor  is  clearly  no  witch  at  a  riddle. — For 
these  and  all  kindred  deficiencies,  the  excuse, 
as  we  said,  is  at  hand ;  but  the  fact  of  their 
existence  is  not  the  less  certain  and  regretable. 

Indeed,  it,  from  a  very  early  stage  of  the 
business,  becomes  afflictively  apparent,  how 
much  the  Editor,  so  well  furnished  with  all 
external  appliances  and  means,  is  from  within 
unfurnished  with  means  for  forming  to  him- 
self any  just  notion  of  Johnson,  or  of  John- 
son's Life ;  and  therefore  of  speaking  on  that 
subject  with  much  hope  of  edifying.  Too 
lightly  is  it  from  the  first  taken  for  granted 
that  Hunger,  the  great  basis  of  our  life,  is  also 
its  apex  and  ultimate  perfection;  that  as 
"Needioess  and  Greediness  and  Vain-glory" 
are  the  chief  qualities  of  most  men,  so  no  man, 
not  even  a  Johnson,  acts  or  can  think  of  acting 
on  any  other  principle.  Whatsoever,  there- 
fore, canmot  be  referred  to  the  two  former  cate- 
gories, (Need  and  Greed,)  is  without  scruple 
ranged  under  the  latter.  It  is  here  pn>perly 
that  our  Editor  becom^  burdensome ;  and,  to 
the  weaker  sort,  even  a  nuisance.  "What 
good  is  it,"  will  such  cry,  **  when  we  had  still 
some  faint  shadow  of  belief  that  man  was  bet- 
ter than  a  selfish  Digesting-machine ;  what 
good  is  it  to  poke  in,  at  every  torn,  and  ex- 
i^lmn  how  thia  and  that  which  we  thought 


noble  in  old  Samod^'was/wlgv,  to;  I 

for  him  toojhere  was  no  mU^iatalij 

Stomach;  av%xc«pt  Pod^^aad  Aeft 

species  of  puddingg  whjifc  la  wuui  hm,\ 

had  no  pabulum?    Why,  for  ins^ace,  *" 

we  know  that  Johnson  hoed  Im  gooi 

and  says  expnjsly  that  their  marriiiEefa' 

love-match  on  ooth  siJes,'*— shoaMtni' 

llpsH>pen  to  tell  us  only  this:  f  Is  it  lot) 

libie  that  the  obvious  advantage  of  iMfi' 

woman  of  experience  to  soperiniCBd  ii( 

liahmfnt  of  this  kind  (the  Edial  aBkn^ 

have  eontributed  to  a  ^atch  so  di 

in  point  of  age—  Eo.  1"   Or  aga 

Text,  the  honest  cynic  speaks  fredj 

former  poverty,  and  it  is  known  Ait  111 

lived  on  fourpence  halfpenny  a-dsyr 

Commentator  advance,  and  com 

«  When  we  find  Dr.  Johnson  tdl 

truths  to,  or  of,  other  men,  let  us  re 

he  does  not  appear  if}  have  spared 

occasions  in  which  he  might  be ;~ 

doing  so!"    **  Why  in  ahoR,"  el 

exasperated  Reader,  "ahonkl  NoM  dli 

species  stand  affronting  me,  when  then  r 

have  been  no  Note  at  aUr--Oettds  1 

we  answer.  Be  not  wroth.    What  odnr  i 

an  honest  Commentator  do,  than  gini 

best  be  had!     Such  was   the 

theorem  he  had  fashioned  for  himsitf  i 

world  and  of  man's  doings  Ihereii: 

and  draw  wise  inferences  ftom  it   V^ 

did  exist  a  Leader  of  PuUie 

Champion  of  .Orthodoxy  in  the 

Jesus  of  Nazareth,  who  reckoned  diat 

glory  consisted  in  not  being  poor;  u$\ 

a  Sage,  and  Prophet  of  his  time,  mssl 

blush  because  the  world  had  paid  him  at  I 

easy  rate  of  fourpence  halfpenny  ptr  " 

was   not  the  fact  of  such  existence 

knowing,  worth  considering! 

Of  a  much  milder  hue,  yet  to  os  pi 
of  an  all-defacing,  and  for  the  present 
prise  quite    ruinous    character,— is  a 
^rand  fundamental  failing ;  tbe  last  wej 
feel   ourselves  obliged  to  take  the 
specifying  here.    It  is  that  our  Ed 
fatally,  and  almost  surprisingly,  mistibrtl 
limits  of  an  Editor*s  function ;  and  so,  n 
of  working  on  the  margin  with  bis 
elucidate  as  best  might  be,  strikes  ' 
the  body  of  the  page  with  his  Scissoal 
there  clips  at  discretion!    Four  Books  A 
had  by  him,  wherefrom  to  gather  light  fitfl 
fifth,  which  was  Boswelfs.    What  does  h 
but  now.  in  the  placidest  manner,— 4iil 
whole  five  into  slips,  and  sew  these 
into  a  eextum  quid,  exactly  at  his  owl 
venience;  giving  Boswell  the  credit  tf< 
whole !    By  what  art-magic,  our  rsadeftf 
has  he  united  them  1    By  the  simplest  of  I 
by  Brackets.    Never  before  was  the  fiDt 
of  the  Bracket  msde  manifest.    Yos 
sentence  under  Bos  well's  guidance, 
to  be  carried  happily  through  it  by  tbe  A 
but  no ;  in  the  middle,  perhaps  aAerroiri 
colon,  and  some  consequent  ••  for,**— •H'' 
one  of  these  Bracket-ligatures,  and  ^ 
yoQ  in  from  half  a  page,  to  tweatjor' 
pases  of  a  Hawkins,  Tyers,  Marpl^Ti  ^ 
so  that  often  one  muai  make  tbesliM 
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ion,  **  where  we  are  we  know,  whither  we 
g'oing  no  man  knoweth  !*'  It  is  truly  said 
,  "There  is  mach  between  the  cup  and  the 
*  but  here  the  caae  is  still  sadder :  for  not 
ifter  consideration  can  you  ascertain,  now 
a  the  cup  is  at  the  lip,  what  liquor  is  it 
Are  imbibing ;  whether  BoswelPs  French 
5  which  you  bccran  with,  or  some  Piozzi's 
;er-beer,  or  Hawkins's  entire,  or  perhaps 
c  other  great  Brewer's  penny-swipes  or 
i  alegar,  which  has  been  surreptitiously 
stituted  instead  thereof.  A  situation  almost 
iinal ;  not  to  be  tried  a  second  time !  But, 
ine,  what  ideas  Mr.  Croker  entertains  of  a 
rary  whole  and  the  thing  called  Buok\  and 
9  the  very  Printer's  Devils  did  not  rise  in 
liny  against  such  a  conglomeration  as  this, 

refuse  to  print  it, — may  remain  a  problem. 
lot  now  happily  our  say  is  said.  All  faults. 
Moralists  tell  us,  arc  properly  shortromwgi ,- 
Des  themselves  are  nothing  other  than  a 
doing  enough:  a  /i^htinpf  but  with  defective 
>ar.  How  much  more  a  mere  insufficiency, 
this  after  good  efforts,  in  handicrafl  prac- 
I  Mr.  Croker  says :  "The  worst  that  can 
sen  is  that  all  the  present  Editor  has 
ributed  may,  if  the  reader  so  pleases,  be 
:ted  as  turpltuage,**  It  is  our  pleasant  duty 
ike  with  hearty  welcome  what  he  has 
D ;  and  render  thanks  even  for  what  he 
3t  to  give.  Next  and  finally,  it  is  pur  pain- 
Dty  to  declare,  aloud  if  that  be  necessary, 

his  gift,  as  weighed  against  the  hard 
•y  which  the  Booksellers  demand  for 
g  it  yon,  is  (in  our  judgment)  very  greatly 
ighter.  No  portion,  accordingly,  of  our 
i  floating  capital  has  been  embarked  in 
msiness,  or  shall  ever  be ;  indeed,  were 
n  the  market  for  snch  a  thing,  there  is 
ly  fio  Edition  of  BcuwtU  to  which  this  last 
d  seem  preferable.    And  now  enough,  and 

than  enongh ! 

e  have  next  a  word  to  say  of  James  Bos- 
Boswell  has  already  been  much  corn- 
ed upon ;  but  rather  in  the  way  of  censure 
rituperation,  than  of  true  recognition.  He 
a  man  that  brought  himself  much  before 
rorld ;  confessed  that  he  eagerly  coveted 
,  or  if  that  were  not  possible,  notoriety ; 
hich  latter  as  he  gained  far  more  than 
ed  his  due,  the  public  were  incited,  not 
by  their  natural  love  of  scandal,  but  by  a 
al  ground  of  envy,  to  say  whatever  ill  of 
:oaid  be  said.  Out  of  the  fifteen  millions 
:hen  lived,  and  had  bed  and  board,  in  the 
ih  Islands,  this  man  has  provided  us  a 
er  plectture  than  any  other  individual,  at 
c  cost  we  now  enjoy  ourselves:  perhaps 
done  ns  a  greater  tervire  than  can  be 
ally  attributed  to  more  than  two  or  three : 
angrateful  that  we  are,  no  written  or 
en  eulogy  of  James  Boswell  anywhere 
s;  his  recompense  in  solid  pudding  (so 
t  copyright  went)  was  not  excessive ;  and 
r  the  empty  praise,  it  has  altogether  been 
il  him.  Men  are  un wiser  than  children ; 
do  not  know  the  hand  that  feeds, 
swell  was  a  person  whose  mean  or  bad 
ties  lay  open  to  the  general  eye ;  visible, 
ible  to  the  dullest  His  good  qualities 
I,  beloBfad  not  to  the  Time  he  lived  in ;  ^ 


!  were  far  from  common  then,  indeed,  in  such  a 
I  degree,  were  almost  unexampled ;  not  recognis- 
j  able  therefore  by  every  one ;  nay,  apt  even  (so 
:  strange  had  they  grown)  to  be  confounded  with 
I  the  very  vices  they  lay  contiguous  to.  and  had 
i  >prung  out  of.  That  he  was  a  wine-hibber  and 
j  gross   liver;   glulionously   fond   of  whatever 
I  would  yield  him  a  litilo  solacement,  were  it 
j  only  of  a  stomachic  character,  is  undeniable 
I  enough.    That  he  was  vain,  heedless,  a  bab- 
'  bier;  had  much  of  the  sycoplKUit.  alternating 
I  with  the  biapjradocio, curiously  spiced  too  with 
'  an  all-pervading  dash  of  the  ccixcomb  ;  that  he 
,  ^'loried  much  when  the  Tailor,  by  a  court-suit, 
had  made  a  new  man  of  him  ;  that  he  appeared 
;  at  the  Shakspeaie  Jubilee  with  a  riband,  im- 
I  printed  "Corsica  Bern  well,"  round   his  hat; 
and  in  short,  if  you  will,  lived  no  day  of  his 
I  life  without  doing  and  saying  more  than  one 
i  pretentious   ineptitude:  all   this  unhappily  is 
evident  as  the  sun  at  noon.     The  very  look  of 
Boswell  seems  to  have  signified  so  much.    In 
that  cocked   nose,  cocked  partly  in  triumph 
over  his  weaker  fellow-creatures,  partly   to 
STLXxS  up  the  smell  of  coming  pleasure,  and 
scent  it  from  afar;  in  those  bag-cheeks,  hang- 
ing like  half-filled  wine-skins, still  able  to  con- 
tain  more;  in  that  coarsely  protruded  shelf- 
mouth,  that  fat  dewlapped  chin ;  in   all  this, 
who  sees  not  sensuality,  pretension,  boisterous 
imbecility  enough;  much  that  could  not  have 
been  ornamental  in  the  temper  of  a  great  man*8 
overfed  great  man,  (what   the  Scotch  name 
flunky,)  though  it  had  been  more  natural  there. 
The  under  part  of  Boswell's  face  is  of  a  low, 
almost  brutish  character. 

Unfortunately,  on  the  other  hand,  what  great 
and  genuine  good  lay  in  him  was  nowise  so 
self-evident.  That  Boswell  was  a  hunter  after 
spiritual  Notabilities,  that  he  loved  such,  and 
longed,  and  even  crept  and  crawled  to  be  near 
them;  that  he  first  (in  old  Touch  wood  A  uchin- 
leck*s  phraseology)  "took  on  with  Paoli,"and 
ihen  being  off  with  *•  the  Corsican  landlouper," 
took  on  with  a  schoolmaster,  ^  ane  that  keeped 
a  schule,  and  ca*d  it  an  academe;"  that  he  did 
all  this,  and  could  not  help  doing  it,  we  account 
a  very  singular  merit  The  man,  once  for  all, 
had  ah  "  open  sense,"  an  open  loving  heart, 
which  so  few  have :  where  Excellence  existed, 
he  was  compelled  to  acknowledge  it;  was 
drawn  towards  it,  and  (let  the  old  sulphur- 
brand  of  a  Laird  say  what  he  liked)  could  not 
but  walk  with  it, — if  not  as  superior,  if  not  as 
equal,  then  as  inferior  and  lackey,  better  so 
than  not  at  all.  If  we  reflect  now  that  this  love 
of  Excellence  had  not  onlysucA  an  evil  niUure 
to  triumph  over;  but  also  what  an  ethtcntUm 
and  social  position  withstood  it  and  weighed 
it  down,  its  innate  strength,  victorious  overall 
these  things,  may  astonish  ns.  Consider  what 
an  inward  impulse  there  must  have  been,  how 
many  mountains  of  impediment  hurled  aside, 
before  the  Scottish  Laird  could,  as  iiumble 
servant,  embrace  the  knees  (the  bosom  was 
not  permitted  him)  of  the  English  Dominie ! 
"  Your  Scottish  Laird,"  says  an  English  na- 
turalist of  these  days,  "  may  be  delincd  as  the 
hungriest  and  vainest  of  all  b»peds  yet  known." 
Boswell  too  was  a  Tory;  of  quite  peculiarly 
feudal,  genealogical,  pragmatical  temper,  had' 
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and  childlike  Open-mindedness.  His  sneaking 
sycophancies,  his  greediness  and  furwardness, 
whatever  was  bestial  and  earthy  in  him,  arc 
so  many  blemishes  in  his  Book,  which  still 
disturb  us  in  its  clearness:  wholly  hindrances, 
not  helps.  Towards  Johnson,  however,  his 
feeling  was  not  Sycophancy,  which  is  iho  low- 
est, but  Reverence,  which  is  the  hi^iiest  of 
human  feelings.  None  but  a  rrvrrai  man 
(which  so  uns[)eakab!y  f^w  ar")  wnUX  have 
found  his  way  from  Bos  well's  en;'iinrnn«.:nl  to 
Johnson's:  if  such  w<»ryhip  for  real  CJod-made 
superiors  showed  it>eU'  al.-xi  as  wor>hi[)  for 
apparent  Tailor-made  superi«»rs,  oven  as  hol- 
low, interested  mouth-wor>hip  fur  s'leh, — the 
case,  in  this  composite  human  nature  of  ours, 
was  not  miraculous,  the  more  was  the  pity ! 
But  for  our^elvcs,  let  every  one  of  u:-  clinjj  t«> 
this  last  article  of  Faith,  and  know  it  as  the 
beginning  of  all  knowIe(i;:e  worth  the  name: 
That  neither  James  Bos  well's  £;ood  Book,  nor 
any  other  good  thini;,  in  any  time  or  in  any 
place,  was,  is,  or  can  be  performed  by  any 
man  in  virtue  of  his  liadneii^  but  always  and 
solely  in  spite  thereof. 

As  for  the  Book  itself,  questionless  the  uni- 
Tersa]  favour  entertained  for  it  is  well  merited. 
In  worth  as  a  Book  we  have  rated  it  beyond 
any  other  product  of  the  eighteenth  century ; 
all  Johnson's  own  Writings,  laborious  and  in 
their  kind  genuine  above  most,  stiind  on  a 
quite  inferior  level  to  it;  already,  indeed,  they 
are  becoming  obsolete  for  this  generation ;  and 
for  some  future  generation,  may  be  valuable 
chiefly  as  Prolegomena  and  expository  Scholia 
to  this  Johnsoniad  of  Boswell.  Which  of  us 
but  remembers,  as  one  of  the  sunny  spots  in 
his  existence,  the  day  when  he  opened  these 
airy  volumes,  fascinating  him  by  a  true  natural- 
magic  !  It  was  as  if  the  curtains  of  the  Past 
were  drawn  aside,  and  we  looked  mysteriously 
into  a  kindred  country,  where  dwell  onr 
Fathers;  inexpressibly  dear  to  us,  but  which 
had  seemed  for  ever  hidden  from  our  eyes. 
For  the  dead  Night  had  engulfed  it;  all  was 
gone,  vanished  as  if  it  had  not  been.  Never- 
theless, wondrously  given  back  to  us,  there 
once  more  it  lay;  all  bright,  lucid,  blooming; 
a  little  island  «»f  Ci.'ation  amid  the  circumam- 
bient Void.  There  it  still  lie*.;  like  a  thin<r 
stationary,  imperishable,  over  which  change- 
ful Time  were  now  accumulating  itself  in 
vain,  and  could  not,  any  longer,  harm  it,  or 
hide  it. 

If  we  examine  by  what  charm  it  is  that  men 
are  still  held  to  this  Life  of  Johmon,  now  when 
so  much  else  has  been  forgotten,  the  main  pan 
of  the  answer  will  perhaps  be  found  in  that 
speculation  **on  the  import  of  RealHy"  com- 
municated to  the  world,  last  Month,  in  this 
Magazine.  The  Johnsoniad  of  Boswell  turns 
on  objects  that  in  very  deed  existed ;  it  is  all 
true.  So  far  other  in  melodiousness  of  tone,  it 
vies  with  the  Ody*sey  or  surpasses  it,  in  this 
one  point:  to  us  these  read  pages,  as  those 
chanted  hexameters  were  to  the  first  Grc<»k 
heroes,  arc  in  the  fullest.  dee})est  sense, 
wholly  rrcdiUf..  All  the  wit  and  wi>dom,  lying 
embalmed  in  Boswell's  Book,  plenteous  as 
these  are,  could  not  have  saved  it.  Far  more 
.scientiiic    inHrnciion    (mere    excitement   and 


enlightenment  of  the  ihmking  ^otrrr)  can  be 
found  in  twenty  other  works  of  that  time,  which 
make  but  a  quite  secondary  impression  on  os. 
The  other  works  of  that  time,  however,  fall 
under  one  of  two  classes :  Either  tbey  are  pro- 
fessedly Didactic;  and,  in  that  way,  mere  Ab- 
stractions.  Philosophic  Diagrams,  incapable 
of   intere>ting   us   much   otherwiae    than  as 
F.tuliiV »  J'.Iitnrnls   may  do:    Or  else,  with  aJl 
their  vivacity,  and  pictorial  richuess  of  colour, 
//j.y  rrc  J  oti'  n$  ami  v.ot  U(uUt't€9.     Deep,  truly, 
as  Herr  8auerteig  urges,  is  the  force  of  this 
consideration :  The  thing  here  stated  is  a  fact; 
these   figures,   that   local    habitation,  are  not 
r  hadow  but  substance.    In  virtue  of  such  ad- 
vantagev,  see  how  a  very  Boswell  may  become 
Poetical ! 

Critics  insist  much  on  the  Poet  that  he 
should  communicate  an  ^^InHnitude"  fo  his 
delineaiiou  ;  that  by  intensity  of  conception, 
by  that  gift,  of  "  transcendental  Thouphi," 
which  is  fitly  named  >;c>iii/x,  and  inspiration,  be 
should  inform  the  Finite  with  a  certain  lofint' 
tude  of  significance;  or  as  they  sometimes saj, 
ennoble  the  Actual  into  Idcalness.  They  are 
right  in  their  precept ;  they  mean  rightly.  Bat 
in  cases  like  this  of  the  Johntoniad^  (such  is 
the  dark  grandeur  of  that  "Time-element," 
wherein  man's  soul  here  below  lives  impri- 
soned,) the  Poet*s  task  is,  as  it  were,  done  to 
his  hand :  Time  itself,  which  is  the  outer  veil 
of  Eternity,  invests,  of  its  own  accord,  with  n 
authentic,  fell  "infinitude,"  whatsoever  it  hftS 
once  embraced  in  its  mysterious  folds.  Coa- 
sider  all  that  lies  in  that  one  word,  PaAi 
What  a  pathetic,  sacred,  in  every  sense  portir, 
meaning  is  implied  in  it;  a  meaning  ^roviog 
ever  the  clearer,  the  farther  we  recede  in  Time, 
— the  mur*'  of  that  same  Past  we  have  to  Kxik 
through  ! — On  which  ground  indeed  must 
Sauerteig  have  built,  and  not  without  plao*:* 
I'ility,  in  that  strange  thesis  of  his:  "that  His- 
tory afier  all  is  the  true  Poetry;  that  Realiir 
if  rightly  inierpreind  is  grander  than  Ficiion: 
nay,  that  even  in  the  right  interprcfaiion  of 
Uealiiy  and  History  does  jrenuinc  Poetry  ct > 
?»is!.** 

Thus  f(^r  Posir^irs  Life  of  Johnsfm  has  Tjice 
done,  is  Time  still  d'ing,  what  no  ornriinecl 
of  Art  or  Artifice  could  have  d-uie  fi-r  it.  Rvu^h 
Samuel  and  sleek  wheedling  James  trfr^,  and 
are  i.o!.  Their  Life  and  whole  pergonal  Envi- 
ronment has  melted  into  air.  The  Miw 
Tavern  still  stands  in  Fleet  Street:  but  wlurf 
now  is  its  scot-and-Iot  paying.  l»eef-and-ile 
loving,  cocked-hatted,  potbellied  LandlorJ;  is 
rosy-faced,  assiduous  Landlady,  with  a!'  her 
shining  brass-pans,  waxed  tables,  weli-fi-ied 
larder-shelves;  her  conks,  and  bootjacks,  aal 
errand-boys,  and  watery-mouthed  hanc^is-'*'*- 
Gone!  Gone!  The  becking  waiter,  tha!  wjlSi 
wreathed  smiles,  wont  to  spread  f4ir  Samcel 
and  Bozzy  their  "supper  of  tlie  god>."  has  Joe? 
since  pocketed  his  last  sixpence;  and  vanish- 
ed, sixpences  and  all,  like  a  gh«st  at  cck>- 
crowin;:.  'J'he  Beetles  they  drank  out  oi  are 
all  brc'ki^n.  the  Chairs  they  sat  on  all  roU^^J 
and  burnt;  the  very  Knive«i  and  F-nks  ih?' 
ale  with  have  rusted  \o  the  heart,  and  t'ocr'^e 
brown  oxide  of  iron,  and  mingled  w  t*;  t'* in- 
discriminate clay.    All,  all,  ha^  vinisbc:i;i> 
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Tei7  deed  and  tnith,  like  that  baseless  fabric 
of  Prospero's  air-Tision.  Of  the  Mitre  Tavern 
nothing  bat  the  bare  walls  remain  there:  of 
London,  of  England,  of  the  World,  nothing  but 
the  bare  walls  remain ;  and  these  also  decay- 
ing, (were  they  of  adamant,)  only  slower.  The 
JDysterious  River  of  Existence  rushes  on :  a 
new  Billow  thereof  has  arrived,  and  lashes 
wildly  as  ever  round  the  old  embankments ; 
but  the  former  Billow  with  t/«  loud,  mad  eddy- 
ings,  where  is  it  T — Where ! — Now  this  Book 
of  Bosweirs,  this  is  precisely  a  Revocation  of 
the  Edict  of  Destiny ;  so  that  Time  shall  not 
utterly,  not  so  soon  by  several  centuries,  have 
dominion  over  ns.  A  little  row  of  Naphtha- 
lamps,  with  its  line  of  Naphtha-light,  burns 
clear  and  holy  through  the  dead  Night  of  the 
Past :  they  who  are  gone  are  still  here;  though 
bidden  they  are  revealed,  though  dead  they  yet 
tpeak.  There  it  shines,  that  little  miraculously 
lamp-lit  Pathway;  shedding  its  feebler  and 
feebler  twilight  into  the  boundless  dark  Ob- 
livion, for  all  that  our  Johnson  towhcd  has 
become  illuminated  for  us :  on  which  miracu- 
lous little  Pathway  we  can  still  travel,  and  see 
wonders. 

It  is  not  speaking  with  exaggeration,  but 
with  strict  measured  sobriety,  to  say  that  this 
Book  of  Bosweirs  will  give  us  more  real  in- 
sight into  the  History  of  England  during  those 
days  than  twenty  other  Books,  falsely  entitled 
^Histories,"  which  take  to  themselves  that 
special  aim.  What  good  is  it  to  me  though 
innamerrblr  Smolletts  and  Belshams  keep 
dinning  in  my  ears  that  a  man  named  George 
the  Third  was  born  and  bred  up,  and  a  man 
named  George  the  Second  died ;  that  Walpole, 
and  the  Pelhams,  and  Chatham,  and  Rocking- 
ham, and  Shelbume,  and  North,  with  their 
Coalition  or  their  Separation  Ministries,  all 
ousted  one  another ;  and  vehemently  scrambled 
for  •*the  thing  they  called  the  Rudder  of  Go- 
vernment, but  which  was  in  reality  the  Spigot 
of  Taxation  !'*  That  debates  were  held,  and 
infinite  jarring  and  jargoning  took  place  ;  and 
road-bills  and  enclosure-bills,  and  game-bills 
and  India-bills,  and  Laws  which  no  man  can 
number,  which  happily  few  men  needed  to 
trouble  their  heads  with  beyond  the  passing 
moment,  were  enacted,  and  printed  by  the 
King's  Stationer  1  That  he  who  sat  in  Chan- 
cery, and  rayed  out  speculation  from  the 
Woolsack,  was  now  a  man  that  squinted,  now 
a  man  that  did  not  squint?  To  the  hungry 
and  thirsty  mind  all  this  avails  next  to  nothing. 
These  men  and  these  things,  we  indeed  know, 
did  swim,  by  strength  or  by  specific  levity,  (as 
apples  or  as  horse-dung.)  on  the  top  of  the 
current :  bat  is  it  by  painfully  noting  the 
courses,  eddyings.  and  bobbings  hither  and 
thither  of  such  drift-articles,  that  you  will  un- 
fold to  me  the  nature  of  the  current  itself;  of 
thai  mighty-rolling,  loud-roaring.  Life-current, 
bottomless  as  the  foundations  of  the  Universe, 
mysterious  as  its  Author?  The  thing  I  want 
to  see  is  not  Redbook  Lists,  and  Court  Calen- 
dars, and  Parliamentary  Registers,  but  the 
Lire  or  Man  in  England:  what  men  did, 
thnught,  suffered,  enjoyed ;  the  form,  especially 
the  spirit,  of  their  terrestrial  existence,  its  out- 
ward environment,  its  inward  principle;  how 


j  and  uAat  it  was ;  whence  it  proceeded,  whither 

I  it  was  tending. 

Mournful,  in  truth,  is  it  to  behold  what  the 
business  called  *'  History,*'  in  these  so  enlighU 
ened  and  illuminated  times,  still  continues  to 
be.  Can  you  gather  from  it,  read  till  your 
eyes  go  out,  any  dimmest  shadow  of  an  an- 
swer to  that  great  question :  How  men  lived 
and  had  their  being;  were  it  but  economically, 
as  what  wages  they  got,  and  what  (hey  bought 
with  these?  Unhappily  you  cannot.  History 
will  throw  no  light  on  any  such  matter.  At 
the  point  where  living  memory  fails,  it  is  all 
darkness ;  Mr.  Senior  and  Mr.  Sadler  must 
still  debate  this  simplest  of  all  elements  in  the 
condition  of  the  past:  Whether  men  were  bet» 
ten  off,  in  their  mere  larders  and  pantries,  or 
were  worse  off  than  now!  History,  as  it  stands 
all  bound  up  in  gilt  volumes,  is  but  a  shade 
more  instructive  than  the  wooden  volumes  of 
a  Backgammon-board.  How  my  Prime  Minis- 
ter was  appointed  is  of  less  moment  to  me 
than  How  my  House  Servant  was  hired.  In 
these  days,  ten  ordinary  Histories  of  Kings 
and  Courtiers  were  well  exchanged  against 
the  tenth  part  of  one  good  History  of  Book- 
sellers. 

For  example,  I  would  fain  know  the  His-' 
tory  of  Scotland ;  who  can  tell  it  tne  ?  **  Ro- 
bertson,"' cry  innumerable  voices ;  ''Robertson 
against  the  world."  I  open  Robertson;  and 
find  there,  through  long  ages  too  confused  for 
narrative,  and  fit  only  to  be  presented  In  the' 
way  of  epitome  and  distilled  essence,  a  cun-^ 
ning  answer  and  hypothesis,  not  to  this  ques- 
tion :  By  whom,  and  by  what  means,  when 
and  how,  was  this  fair  broad  Scotland,  with 
its  Arts  and  Manufactures,  Temples,  Schools, 
Institutions,  Poetry,  Spirit,  National  Charac- 
ter, created  and  made  arable,  verdant,  pecu- 
liar, great,  here  as  I  can  sec  some  fair  section 
of  it  lying,  kind  and  strong,  (like  some  Bac- 
chus-tamed Lion,)  from  the  Castle-hill  of  Edin-^ 
burgh  ? — but  to  this  other  question  :  How  did 
the  King  keep  himself  alive  in  these  old  days;- 
and  restrain  so  man}'  Butcher-Barons  and 
ravenous  Henchmen  from  utterly  extirpating- 
one  another,  so  that  killing  went  on  in  some ' 
sort  of  moderation  ?  In  the  one  little  Letter 
of  .Cneas  Sylvius,  from  old  Scotland,  there  is 
more  of  History  than  in  all  this. — At  length, 
however,  we  come  to  a  luminous  age,  interest- 
ing enough;  to  the  age  of  the  Reformation^ 
All  Scotland  is  awakened  to  a  second  higher 
life:  the  Spirit  of  the  highest  stirs  in  every 
bosom,  agitates  every  bosom ;  Scotland  is 
convulsed,  fermenting,  struggling  to  body 
itself  forth  anew.  To  the  herdsman  among 
his  cattle  in  remote  woods;  to  the  craAsman,- 
in  his  rude,  heath-thatched  workshop,  among 
his  rude  guild-brethren ;  to  the  great  and  to, 
the  little,  a  new  light  has  arisen :  in  town  and 
hamlet  groups  are  gathered,  with  eloquent 
looks,  and  governed  or  ungovernable  tongues ; 
the  great  and  the  little  go  forth  together  to  do 
battle  for  the  Lord  against  the  mighty.  We 
ask,  with  breathless  eagerness:  How  was  it; 
how  went  it  on  ?  Lot  us  understand  it,  let  us 
see  it,  and  know  it! — In  reply,  is  handed  us  a 
really  graceful,  and  mo.st  dainty  little  Scanda- 
lous Chronicle  (as  for  some  Journal  of  Fash- 
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ion)  of  two  persons :  Mary  Stuart,  a  Beauty, 
but  over  lightheaded ;  and  Henry  Darnley,  a 
Booby,  who  had  6ne  legs.  How  these  first 
courted, billed  and  cooed,  according  to  nature; 
then  pouted,  fretted,  grew  utterly  enraged,  and 
blew  one  another  up  with  gunpowder:  this, 
and  not  the  History  of  Hcotland,  is  what  we 
goodnaturedly  read.  Nay,  by  other  hands, 
something  like  a  horseload  of  other  Books 
have  been  written  to  prove  that  it  was  the 
Beauty  who  blew  up  the  Booby,  and  that  it  M'as 
not  she.  Who  or  what  it  was,  the  thing  once 
for  all  brinv!  so  eflfectually  done,  concerns  us 
little.  To  know  Scotland,  at  that  great  epoch, 
were  a  valuable  increase  of  knowledge :  to 
know  poor  Damley  and  see  him  with  burning 
candle,  from  centre  to  skin,  were  no  increase 
of  knowledge  at  all. — ^Thub  is  History  written. 

Hence,  indeed,  comes  it  that  History,  which 
should  be  "the  essence  of  innumerable  Bio- 
graphies," will  tell  us,  question  it  as  we  like, 
less  than  one  genuine  Biography  may  do, 
pleasantly  and  of  its  own  accord!  The  time 
is  approaching  when  History  will  be  attempted 
on  quite  other  principles;  when  the  (3ourt,  the 
Senate,  and  Battle-field,  receding  more  and 
more  into  the  background,  the  Temple,  the 
Workshop,  and  Social  Hearth,  will  advance 
more  and  more  into  the  foreground*;  and  His- 
tory will  not  content  itself  with  shaping  some 
answer  to  that  question  :  How  are  men  laxtd 
and  kept  quiet  then  t  but  will  seek  to  answer 
this  other  infinitely  wider  and  higher  question : 
How  and  what  tcfre  vicn  then  T  Not  our  Go- 
veniment  only,  or  the  "  Hou^c  wherein  our  life 
was  led,"  but  the  IJfe  itself  we  led  there,  will 
be  inquired  into.  Of  which  latter  it  may  be 
found  that  Government,  in  any  modern  sense 
of  the  word,  is  after  all  but  a  secondary  con- 
dition :  in  the  mere  sense  of  Taxation  and 
Keeping  qmety  a  small,  almost  a  pitiful  one. — 
Meanwhile  let  us  welcome  such  Boswells, 
each  in  his  degree,  as  bring  us  any  genuine 
contribution,  were  it  never  so  inadequate,  so 
inconsiderable. 

An  exception  was  early  taken  against  this 
Life  of  Johnsotif  and  all  similar  enterprises. 
which  we  here  recommend ;  and  has  been 
transmitted  from  critic  to  critic,  anjl  repeated 
in  their  several  dialects,  uninterruptedly,  ever 
since:  That  such  jottings  down  of  careless 
conversation  are  an  infringemtMit  of  social 
privacy;  a  crime  against  our  highest  Free- 
dom, the  Freedom  of  man's  intercourse  with 
man.  To  this  accusation,  which  we  have 
read  and  heard  ofiener  than  enough,  might  it 
not  be  well  for  once  to  offer  the  Hatiest  con- 
tradiction, and  plea  of  iNV  at  all  eml  y  t  Not 
that  conversation  is  noted  down,  but  that  con- 
versation should  not  d<»servr  noting  down,  is 
the  evil.  Doubtless,  if  conversation  be  falsHy 
recorded,  then  is  it  simply  a  Lie;  and  worthy 
of  being  swept,  with  all  despatch,  to  the  F<i- 
ther  of  liies.  But  if,  on  the  other  hand,  con- 
versation can  be  authentically  recordctl,  and 
any  one  is  ready  for  the  task,  let  him  by  all 
means  proceed  with  it;  let  conversation  be 
kept  in  remembrance  to  the  latest  date  possi- 
ble. Nay,  should  the  consciousness  that  a 
man  may  be  among  us  "  taking  notes  *'  tend, 
\fi>  any  measure,  to  restrict  those  floods  of  idle 


in?<incere  wpetch  witb  which  the  f Aom^  of  min- 
kind  is  well  nigh  drowned, — were  it  other  thaa 
the  most  indubitable  benefit?     He  who  speaks 
honestly  cares  not,  needs  not  care,  though  his 
words  be  preserved  to  remotest  time:  for  him 
who  speaks  //i«honesily,  the  fittest  of  all  punish* 
ments  seems  to  be  this  same,  which  the  na- 
ture of   the  case  provides.      The  dishonest 
•speaker,   not  he   only  who  purposely  utters 
falsehoods,  but  he  who  does    not  purposely, 
and  with  sincere  hean,  utter  Truth,  and  Truth 
alone ;  who  babbles  he  knows  not  what,  and 
has  clapped  no  bridle  on  his  tongue,  but  lets  it 
run    racket,  ejecting  chatter  and  futility,— is 
among  the  most  indubitable  malefactors  omit- 
ted, or  inserted,  in   the   Criminal  Calendar. 
To  him  that  will  well  consider  it,  idle  speak- 
ing is  precisely  the  beginning  of  all  Hollow- 
ness,   Halfness,  InJideUty,  (want   of  Faiihfal- 
ness ;)  the  genial  atmosphere  in  which  rank 
weeds  of  ever}'  kind  attain  the  mastery  Ofer 
noble  fruits  in  man*s  life,  and  utterly  choke 
them  out:  one  of  the  most  crying-  maladies 
of  these  days,  and  to  be  testified  against,  asd 
in  all  ways  to  the  utiermost  withstood.    Wise, 
of  a  wisdom  far  beyond  our  shallow  depth, 
was  that  old  precept :   Watch  thy  tongue :  oat 
of  it  are  the  issues  of  Life !    ■*  Man  is  properly 
an  incarnated  word  :**  the  word  that  he  speaks  is 
the  ntan  himself.    Were   eyes   put  into  our 
head,  that  we  might  tee ;  or  onl}*  that  we  might 
fancy,  and  plausibly  pretend,  we  had  teem? 
Was  the  tongue  suspended  there,  that  it  might 
tell  truly  what  we  had  seen,  and  make  mift 
the  soul's  brother  of  man;  or  only   that  it 
might  ulter  vain  sounds,  jargon,  soul-confus- 
iner,  and  so  tHiHdf  man,  as  by  enchanted  walls 
of  Darkness,  from  union  with    man  1     Tbon 
who  wearest   that  cunning.  Heaven-made  or- 
'  gan,  a  Tongue,  think  well  of  this.     Speak  n-tL 
I  passionately  entreat   thee,  till   thy  thought 
have   silently   matured   itself,   till   thou   have 
other  than   mzid  and   mad-making   noises  m 
emit :  hold  thy  toup'e  (thcMi  hast  it  a-hol«Jing) 
till  unnic  meaning  lie  behind,  to  set  it  wagging. 
Consider   the   significance   of   SiLE?rr»:  it  is 
boun»lle«»s,  never  by  meditating  to  be  exhaaisit- 
cd ;  unspeakably   profitable   to    thee !     Cease 
that  chaotic  hubbub,  wherein   thy  own  sool 
runs  to  waste,  to  confused  suicidal  dislocatioD 
and  stupor:   outof  Silence  comes  thy  strength. 
"  Speech  is  silvern,  Silence  is  golden  ;  Speech 
is  human.  Silence  is  divine.**     Fool  I  thinke.'t 
thou  that  because   no  Boswell  is   there  wiih 
ass-skin   and  black-lead  to  note  thy  jargon,  it 
therefore  dies  and  is  harmless  1     Nothing  dies, 
nothing  can  die.     No  idlest  word  thou  speak- 
est  but  is  a  seed  cast   into  Time,  and  prows 
through  all  Eternity  !    The  Recording  Angel, 
consider  it  well,  is  no  fable,  but   the  truest  of 
truths  :  the  paper  tablets  thou  canst  bum  ;  ol 
the  '*iron  loaf**  there  is  no  burning. — Trnlr, 
if  we  can  permit  God  Almighty  to  note  down 
our  conversation,  thinking  it  good  enough  (or 
Him, — any   poor  Boswell  need  not  scruple  to 
work  his  will  of  it. 

Leaving  now  this  our  English  Or/y»«y.  with 
its  Singer  and  Scholiast,  let  us  come  to  the 
Ulysaes :  that  great  Samuel  Johnson  hims'If. 
the  far-experienced,  "much-endaring  mia/' 


BOBWELL'S  LIFE  OF  JOHNSON.  Stft 

"whose  labours  and  pilgrimage  are  here  sung,  i  tures  lie :  solely  when  the  sweet  grass  is  he* 
A  full-length  image  of  bis  Existence  has  been  I  tween  our  teeth,  we  know  it,  and  chew  it;  also 
preserved  for  us:  and  he,  perhaps  of  all  living  when  grass  is  bitter  and  scant,  we  know  it,— 
Englishmen,  was  the  one  who  best  deserved  and  bleat  and  butt:  these  last  two  facts  we 
that  honour.  For  if  it  is  true  and  now  almost '  know  of  a  truth,  and  in  very  deed. — Thus  do 
proverbial,  that  "the  Life  of  the  lowest  mortal,  i  Men  and  Sheep  play  their  parts  on  this  Nether 
if  faithfully  recorded,  would  be  interesting  to !  Earth ;  wandering  restlessly  in  large  masses, 
the  highest;"  how  much  more  when  the  mor- j  they  know  not  whither;  for  most  part,  each 
tal  in  question  was  already  distinguished  in  i  following  his  neighbour,  and  his  own  nose, 
fortune  and  natural  quality,  so  that  his  think- 1  Nevertheless,  not  always;  look  better,  you 
ings  and  doings  were  not  significant  of  himself  <  shall  find  certain  that  do,  in  some  small  de" 
only,butof  large  masses  of  mankind  !  "There  gree,  htmc  whiihtr.  Sheep  have  their  Bell- 
is  not  a  man  whom  I  meet  on  the  streets,"  says  .  wether ;  some  ram  of  the  folds,  endued  with 
one,  **  but  I  could  like,  were  it  otherwise  cod-  more  valour,  with  clearer  vision  than  other 
venient,  to  know  his  Biography:"  neverthe-'  sheep;  he  leads  them  through  the  wolds,  by 
less,  could  an  enlightened  curiosity  be  so  far '  height  and  hollow,  to  the  woods  and  water- 
gratified,  it  must  be  owned  the  Biography  of  |  courses,  for  covert  or  for  pleasant  provender; 
most  ought  to  be,  in  an  extreme  degree,  »utif  courageously  marching,  and  if  need  be,  leap-* 
ffiary.  In  this  world,  there  is  so  wonderfully  |  ing,  and  with  hoof  and  horn  doing  battle,  in 
little  self-subsistence  among  men ;  next  to  no  I  the  van:  him  they  courageously,  and  with  as- 
originality,  (though  never  absolutely  tioti*;)  ■  sured  heart,  follow.  Touching  it  is,  as  every 
one  Life  is  too  servilely  the  copy  of  another;  <  herdsman  will  inform  you,  with  what  chival- 
and  so  in  whole  thousands  of  them  you  find  ';  rous  devotedness  these  woolly  Hosts  adhere  to 
little  that  is  properly  new ;  nothing  but  the  old  ■  their  Wether;  and  rush  aAer  him,  through 
song  sung  by  a  new  voice,  with  better  or  good  report  and  through  bad  report,  were  it 
worse  execution,  here  and  there  an  ornamen- '  into  safe  shelters  and  green  thymy  nooks,  or 
tal  quaver,- and  false  notes  enough:  but  the  |  into  asphaltic  lakes  and  the  jaws  of  devouring 
fundamental  tune  is  ever  the  same;  and  for '  lions.    Ever  also  must  we  recall  that  fact 


the  words,  these,  all  that  they  meant  stands 
written  generally  on  the  Churchyard  stone: 


which  we  owe  Jean  Paul's  quick  eye:  "If  you 
hold  a  stick  before  the  Wether,  so  that  he,  by 


Naiui  turn :  esturiebam,  qturrebam ;  nunc  repktus .  necessity,  leaps  in  passing  yon,  and  then  with* 
rtqmeico.  Mankind  sail  their  Life-voyage  in !  draw  your  stick,  the  Flock  will  nevertheless 
hnge  Aeets,  following  some  single  whale-fish-  all  leap  as  he  did ;  and  the  thousandth  sheep 
ing  or  herring-fishing  Commodore :  the  log-   shall  be  found  impetuously  vaulting  over  air^ 


book  of  each  differs  not,  in  essential  purport, 
from  that  of  any  other;  nay  the  most  have  no 
legible  log-book  (reflection,  observation  not 
being  among  their  talents ;)  keep  no  reckon- 
ing, only  krep  in  rif^ht  of  the  flagship, — and  fish. 
Head  the  Commodore's  Papers,  (know  his  Life ;) 
and  even  your  lover  of  that  street  Biography 
will  have  learned  the  most  of  what  he  sought 
after. 

Or,  the  servile  inntancyt  and  yet  also  a  nobler 
relationship  and  mysterious  union  to  one 
another  which  lies  in  such  imitancy,  of  Man- 
kind might  be  illustrated  under  the  diflerent 
figure  (itself  nowise  orisiinitl)  of  a  Flock  of 
Sheep.  Sheep  go  in  flocks  for  three  reasons : 
First,  because  they  are  of  a  gregarious  temper, 
and  lovf  to  be  together :  Secondly,  because  of 


as  the  first  did  over  an  otherwise  impassabld 
barrier."  Reader,  wouldst  thou  understand 
Society,  ponder  well  those  ovine  proceedings; 
thou  wilt  find  them  all  curiously  significant. 

Now  if  sheep  always,  how  much  more  must 
men  always,  have  their  Chief,  their  Guide! 
Man,  loo,  is  by  nature  quite  thoroughly  grrjfa- 
rious :  nay,  ever  he  struggles  to  be  something 
more,  to  be  sorial:  not  even  when  Society  has 
become  impossible,  does  that  deep-seated  ten- 
dency and  eflctrt  forsake  him.  Man,  as  if  .by 
miraculous  magic,  imparts  his  Thoughts,  his 
Mood  of  mind  to  man ;  an  unspeakable  com- 
munion binds  all  past,  present,  and  future  men 
into  one  indissoluble  whole,  almost  into  one 
living  individual.  Of  which  high,  mysterious 
Truth,  this  disposition  to  imitate^  to  lead  and 


their  cowardice ;  they  are  afraid  to  be  left  be  led,  this  impossibility  not  to  imitate,  is  the 
alone :  Thirdly,  because  the  common  run  of  |  most  constant,  and  one  of  the  simplest  mani- 
them  are  dull  of  sight,  to  a  proverb,  and  can  I  festations.  To  "  imitate !"  which  of  us  all  can 
have  no  choice  in  roads ;  sheep  can  in  fact  see  measure  the  significance  that  lies  in  that  one 
nothing;  in  a  celestial  Luminary,  and  a  scour-,  word?  By  virtue  of  which  the  infant  Man, 
ed  pewter  Tankard,  would  discern  only  that '  born  at  Woolsthorpe,  grows  up  not  to  be  a 
both  dazzled  them,  and  were  of  unspeakable  .  hair>'  Savage,  and  chewer  of  Acorns,  but  an 
glory.  How  like  their  fellow-creatures  of  the  Isaac  Newton,  and  Discoverer  of  Solar  Sys- 
human  species!  Men,  too,  as  was  from  the  |  terns! — Thus  both  in  a  celestial  and  terrestrial 
first  maintained  here,  are  gregarious :  then  sense,  are  we  a  Flocks  such  as  there  is  na 
surely  faint-hearted  enough,  trembling  to  be  [other:  nay,  looking  away  from  the  base  and 
left  by  themselves:  above  all.  dull-sighted,  ludicrous  to  the  sublime  and  sacred  side  of  the 
down  to  the  verge  of  utter  blindness.  Thus '  matter,  (since  in  every  matter  there  are  two 
are  we  seen  ever  running  in  torrents,  and  sides,)  have  not  we  also  a  Shepiikri),  "if  wc 
mobs,  if  we  run  at  nil ;  and  after  what  foolish  will  but  hear  his  voice  1"  Of  those  stupid 
.scoured  Tankards,  mistaking  them  for  Suns!  |  multitudes  there  is  no  one  but  has  an  immor 
FtK)lish  Turnip-lanterns  likewise,  to  all  ap-  tal  SonI  within  him  ;  a  reflex,  and  living  image 
pearance  supernatural,  ke^p  whole  nations  i  of  God's  whole  Universe  r^sirangely,  from  its 
quaking,  their  hair  on  end.  Neither  know  i  dim  environment,  the  light  of  the  Highest 
— ^, except  by  blind  habit, where  the  good  pas- 1  looks  through  him;  for  which  reason,  indeed/ 

2£ 
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It  fi  tliil  we  claim  a  brolberhood  with  htm, 
CO  Inre  to  knov  his  UiMory,  and  coat 
>   inio  clearer  and  clrnrer  unioa  vilh  all  Ihal  hv 
d  says,  and  duvf^. 
However,  the  chirf  ihine  U>  be  noted  was 
Ibis:  Amiil  those  dull  millions,  vho,  as  a  doll 
y  Aoolc,  rull  hither  atid  ihitber,  whiiber.soeier  ifacj 
and  seem  all  sightless  and  slavish,  ac- 
I  AoiDplishing,  attempting  liiile  save  what  ihe 
ft^Mmsl  instinct  (in  iis  somewhat  higher  kind) 
Ejnighl  lesch,  (to  keep  ihcmselvrs  and  their 
Baling  ones  alive,) — are   scattered   here   and 
^Aere  superior  nalures,  whose  eye  is  not  desli- 
HOle  of  free  vision,  nor  iheir  heart  of  free  voli- 
ptioD.    These   lallcr,   therefore,  examine   and 
Lideunniner  not  what  others  do,  but  what  it  is 
'  ticbt  10  do;  lowsrdi  which,  and  which  oaty, 
mil  (hey,  with  such  furce  as  is  given  ihem, 
Tesolnielj-  endeavDijr:    for    if   Ihe   Machine, 
living  or  inanimate,  is  merely  /<rf,  or  liesires 
10  be  fed,  and  so  uwkt:  the  Person  cati  mil, 
and  so  i/ti.    These  are  properly  oar  Men,  our 
Oreat  Men ;  the  guides  of  the  dull  host, — which 
Ibllows   them  as   by   an   irrevocable   decree. 
They  ace  the  choseo  of  the  world:  they  had 
Ais  rare  faculty  not  only  of  "supposing    and 
."inclinitig  to  think,"  biii  of  knnunng  and  biliic- 
iHg;  (be  nainre  of  their  being  was,  that  they 
lived   not   by  Hcars-iy  but   by  clear  Vision ; 
while  others  hovered  and  swam  alonp,  in  the 
grand  Vanity-fair  of  the  World,  blinded  by  the 
W,    mere  "  Shows  of  things,"  these  saw  into  the 
W^  Things  themselves,  and  could  walk  as  men 
^Kjiaving  an  elemal  load-star,  aqd  with  their  feet 
^Tjon  aure  paths.    Thus  was  there  a  RralUy  in 
Iheir  eiisience  i   something  of  a    perennial 
'        character ;  in  virtue  of  which  indeed  it  is  that 
Ihe   memory  of  them   is   perennial.     Whoso 
belongs  only  lo  his  own  age,  and  reverences 
ajt\y  ill  gilt  Fopiojays  or  soot-smeared  Mum- 
bojombos,  must  needs  die  with  it :  though  he 
have  been  crowned  seven  times  in  the  Capitol, 
or  seventy  and  !>even  times,  and  Rumour  have 
blown  his  praises  to  all  ibe  four  winds,  deafen- 
ing every  ear  therewith. — it  avails  not;  there 
'was  nothing  universnl,  nothing  eternal  in  him; 
he   must  fade   away,  even  as   the  Popinjay- 
gildings    and    Scarce  row- apparel,   which    he 
could  not  see  through.    The  great  man  does, 
in  good  Irulh,  belong  to  his  own  age ;  nay, 
,  more  so  than  any  other  man ;  being  properly 
4he  ayoopsis  oVd  epitome  of  such  Bge  with  its 
Inierests  and  inHuences;  but  belongs  likewise 
.  k)  all  ages,  otherwise  he  is  not  great    What 
B  transitory  in  him  passes  away;  and  an 
uqrial  pan  remams,  the   significance   of 
ich  is  in  strict  speech  inexhaustible, — as 
that  of  every  rtal  object  is.  AloH,  conspicuous, 
oa  his  enduring  basis,  he  stands  there,  serene, 
ntialtering;  silently  addresses   to  every  new 
generation  a  new  lesson  and  monition.     Well 
Is  his  Life  worth  writing,  worth  interpreting, 
ind  ever,  in  the  new  dialect  of  new  times,  of 
re-wriimg  and  re-inierpretinp 

Of  such  chosen  men  was  Samuc!  Johnson 
not  ratiking  among  the  highest,  or  even  ih( 
high,  yet  distiocily  admitled  into  that  sacred 
hand;  whose  eiisieoce  was  no  idle  Dream, 
but  a  Reality  which  he  transacted  o 
'  wise  a  Clothes-horse  and  Patent  Digester,  but 
M  Seauine  Man.    By  nalute  he  was  fitted  for 


the  noblest  or  eartbiy  Usks.  thsiafMaAsiK 
id  Guidance  of  mankind:  by  datiay. mn- 
er.  he  tras  appoinied  tn  this  task,  and  Li 
actually,  accord  in*  lu  stienglh,  ful5l  the  niv 
so  thai  always  Ihe  question,  //w;  •■  «M 
ipiril ;  uiuItT  tekal  tkapi  '  rfmainil  for  ni  lo  t« 
asked  and  answered  concerning  him.  Porn 
Ihe  highest  Goipel  was  a  Biography,  u>  uih 
Life  of  eveiy  good  man  still  an  indabtuUi 
Gospel,  and  preachei  lo  the  eyv  and  beanik 
whole  man.  thai  Devils  even  must  believe  Ui 
iremhie,  these  gladdeal  tidings :  "Maa  ii 
heaven-born;  not  the  thrall  of  CircnaulMer« 
of  Necessity,  but  the  viclurioas  unUiB 
thereof:  behold  how  he  can  ber.oae  ikr 
AnuoDUcer  of  himself  and  of  his  Fre«doaf 
ind  is  ever  what  the  Thinker  has  naned  Um. 
the  Messias  of  Nalure!'" — Yes,  Reuler.iB 
Ihisibat  thou  halt  so  often  heard  about  "'facet 
of  circumstances,"  "the  creature  of  the  liDc;* 
"balancing  of  motives,"  and  who  knows  «tai 
melancholy  stuO'  to  the  like  purport  wbeisi 
thou,  as  in  a  nightmare  Dream,  siiiesl  panlji- 
ed,  and  hast  no  force  left, — was  io  verriralk 
if  Johnson  and  waking  men  are  to  be  cie4Ui^ 
little  other  than  a  hag-ridden  vision  of  deiA- 
ileep :  some  half-Inct.  more  fatal  al  times  iku 
1  whole  falsehood.  Shake  ij  of;  awake;  «r 
ind  be  doing,  even  as  it  te  given  thee! 

The  Contradiction  which  yawns  wideeao^ 
n  every  Life,  which  it  is  the  meaning  and  iwlc 
of  Life  to  reconcile,  was  in  Johnsoa'i  wtder 
lost.  Beldom,  for  any  man.  has  Ike 
contrast  between  the  ethereal  heavenward  lili 
of  things,  and  ihe  dark  sonlid  earthward,  bcea 
glaring:  whether  we  look  at  NalBN) 
with  him  or  Fortune's,  from  first  ultft 
heierogenciiy,  as  of  Miubeams  aud  nirr^tiTi 
is  on  all  hands  mauifest.  Whereby  aimi. 
only  Ibis  was  declared.  Thai  murA  Hit  U 
been  given  him;  many  things  to  triumpliMci- 
a  great  work  to  da.  Happily  also  he  did  il: 
belter  than  the  mosl. 

Nature  had  given  him  a  hi°h,  keen-*iMga<i 
almost  poetic  soul;  yet  wiihal  imprisoned  iin 
an  inert,  unsightly  body:  be  thai  rtnldaenr 
rest  had  not  limbs  thai  would  move  with  US' 
but  only  roll  and  waddle:  the  inward  eye.*!- 
penetrating,  all  embracing,  must  look  tbrooA 
bodily  windows  thai  were  dim,  half-bUadN. 
he  BO  loved  men,  and  "  never  once  *■■  te 
human  face  divine!"  Not  less  did  he  privftl 
love  of  men;  he  was  rmioenily  sooiil;tti 
approbation  of  his  ieltowa  wa^  dear  to  lu& 
"  valuable,"  as  he  owned,  "  if  from  the  meaaoi 
of  human  beings:"  yet  the  Gr.^t  impreuioaki 
produced  on  every  man  was  tii  be  one  elixtt- 
sioo,  almost  of  disgasL  By  Nature  it  •» 
farther  ordered  that  the  imperious  JohuM 
should  be  bom  poor:  the  ruler-souL  stni|  ■• 
lis  native  royalty,  generons,  aQeontn^Mli. 
like  the  lion  of  the  woods,  was  lo  be  hamfi 
then,  in  such  a  dwelling-place:  of  DiifiEMI- 
ment.  Disease,  and  lastly  of  a  Poverqr  "W* 
itself  made  him  the  servant  of  servants-  TbU 
was  the  bom  King  likewise  a  bom  Slarti  di 
divme  spirit  of  Music  must  awake  ilB]lriMMi 
amid  dull-croaking  universal  DiHeurris:  A* 
Ariel  finds  himself  encased  in  the  coen*  baDi 
of  a  Caliban.  So  is  il  more  or  losa,iRfem 
(and  thou,  O  Reader,  kiiow«&t  aMtf 
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V.)  with  >ll  mea  i  f  cl  with  ihe  frwesi 

such  de^er  as  with  Jntini 

Fonanc.  moreover,  winch  had 

■ppexrance  in  llir  world 

ind  lie  idle,  or  luro  ihi^  niherway,  buL  works 

■riedlj'  ifl  lb«  same  spirit,  while  he  i.i 

nrneytDg  ihroiigh  [he  wnrld.     What  soch  a 

',   slamped    of   Nalure's   uobte^t   meliil, 

'i  in  so  angainlr  a  die,  was  specially 

;si  of  all  Gurd  for,  inigKi  siill  be  a  quei- 

To  none  of  Ihe  world's  Tew  Incorporalcd 

Is  could  be  have  adjusted  hiinseirwithoDI 

^lly,  wilhout  dislortion ;  ia  none  been  a 

Id-Brother  well  at  tar-t.     Perhaps,  if  we 

kok   10   the   slriclly  praciical   nature   of  his 

^sln-,  Id  ihr  sireiiK'h,  deciaion,  meihod  thai 

'~BiRsli  ilscir  in  him,  we  nay  say  thai  hia 

ingWBS  ralher  towards  Active  thai)  8pecu- 

re  )ife  i  ihal  as  Suiestaan,  (m  ihe  higher, 

r  obsotele    sense,)    Lawgiver,   Ruler:    in 

n.  a«  Doer  of  the  Work,  he  had  shone  even 

ian  than  as  Speaker  of  the  Wurd.    His  hou- 

jF  of  heart,  his  courageous  temper,  ihe  value 

a  ihiogs  (luiward  and  material,  intKhl 

ade  him  a  King  among  Kings.    Had 

e  golden  age  of  ihose  nevr  French  Prophets, 

''"   il  shall  be:  J  rhanm  itlim  ta  capaaie :  a 

eapaiiii  tilon  in  ttuvrrs,  but  arrived  '.   In- 

reninourbraienaDd  Birmingham-lacker 

e  him&etr  regretted  ibat  he  had  not  be- 

I  Lawyer,  and  riteo  lo  be  Chancellor, 

h  be  might  well  have  done.     However,  it 

(  otheririKe   appoinied.    To  no  mao  does 

e  throw  open  all  [he  kingdoms  of  ibis 

d,  and  say :  Ii  is  Ihine ;  choose  where  ihou 

H  dvell !    To  the  must  she  opens  hardly  Ihe 

C  cranny  or  do^butch,  and   says,  not 

liDui  asperity:   There,  that  is  thine  whilsi 

It  keep  it :  neslle  thyself  there,  and 

It  Heaven !   Alas,  men  must  fit  themselves 

into  many  things :  some  forir  years  ago,  for 

instance,  ihe  noblest  and  ablest  man  in  all  the 

Bhti&h  lands  migbl  be  seen  not  swaying  the 

royal  sceptre,  or  the  pontiff's  censer,  on  ihe 

pinnacle  of  ihe  World,  bat  gauging  ale-mbs  in 

Ihe  little  burgh  of  Dumfries  '.  Johnson  came  a 

liitle  nearer  ihe  mark  than  Burns:   bul  with 

him  too,  "Strength  was  mournrully  denied  its 

arena  ;"  he  loo  bad  to  fight  Fortune  at  sirange 

odds,  all  his  life  long. 

Johnson's  disposition  fur  royuICy,  (had  Ihe 
Fates  so  ordered  it.)  in  well  seen  in  early  boy- 
hood. ■■  His  favouriles,"  says  Boswell,  "  uted 
lo  receive  very  liberal  ossisiancc  from  him  ; 
■nd  such  was  the  submission  and  deference 
with  which  he  was  treated,  that  three  of  the 
boys,  of  whom  Mr.  Hector  was  sometimes  one, 
nsed  lo  come  m  the  morning  as  his  humble 
aitrndants,  and  cair]'  him  to  school.  One  in 
die  middle  sioopcd.  while  he  sal  upon  his  back, 
and  one  on  each  side  supported  him  ;  and  thus 
was  he  borne  IriumphaiiL"  The  purlly,  sand- 
blind  lubber  and  blubber,  with  his  open  mouth 
and  hii  face  of  bruised  honeycomb:  yet  al- 
ready dominant,  imperial,  and  irresislible  I  Not 
in  the  "  King's  chair'  (of  human  arms)  as  w 
are,  do  his  ibree  satellites  carry  him  aloni; 
rather  ou  the  Tymni'i-iailillr.  the  back  of  hi 
fellow-ereaiure,  musi  he  ride  prosperous  !- 
The  child  IS  father  of  the  man.  He  who  had 
seen  fifly  years  into  coming  Time,  would  have 


fell  Ibat  liitle  spectacle  oT  m 
boys  to  be  a  grenl  one.  Pot 
un  It,  and  what  followed  it,  U' 


schievont  sehool- 
us,  who  look  back 
w  from  alar,  there 
low  looked  these 
urchins !  What  jsckeis  and  gntligaskittt  had 
they:  felt  headgear,  or  of  dogskin  leuihert  What 
was  olil  Lichheld  doing  then  ;  wbiit  Ihlnkiai;! 
— and  so  on,  through  the  whole  i«fio»  of  Coi*- 
pora!  Trim's  ■'  BUiiliary  verbs."  A  picture  of 
It  air  fashions  ivitll  together  i— only  uiihuppiljr 
we  have  no  brush,  and  no  fingers. 

Boyhood  is  now  past;  Ihe  ferula  of  Peda- 
gogue waves  harmless,  in  ihe  disinnee:  Sam- 
uel has  struggled  up  to  uncouth  bulk  and 
youthhood,  wrestling  with  Disease  and  -Pov- 
erty, all  tbe  way ;  which  iwo  conlinoe  still  bia 
companions.  Al  College  we  see  little  of  him: 
yet  (bus  much,  that  things  went  not  well.  A 
rugged  wild-mao  of  the  desert,  awakened  lo 
the  feeling  of  himself;  proud  as  the  proudest, 
poor  as  Ihe  poorest :  stoically  shut  up,  silently 
enduring  the  incurable :  whaia  world  of  black- 
est gloom,  with  sun-gleams,  and  pale,  tettrfal 
moon-gleamK,andl]ickerings  of  a  celestial  and 
anioferual  splendour,  was  this  that  now jjpeaed 
for  him  !  But  the  weather  is  wintry;  and  Ihe 
toes  of  Ihe  man  ate  looking  through  hii  shoei. 
His  muddy  features  grow  of  a  purple  and  sea- 
green  colour;  a  flouJ  of  black  indignation 
mantling  beneath.  A  truculent,  raw>boned 
figure!  Meat  he  bas'probBbly  liltla;  hope  he 
has  less ;  his  feet,  as  we  said,  have  cone  into 
brotherhood  with  the  cold  mire, 

"  Shall  I  be  particular."  inquires  Sir  John 
Hawkins,  "and  relate  a  circumstanoe  of  hia 
distress,  thai  cannot  be  impoled  to  him  &i  an 
effect  of  his  own  eiliavagance  or  irregularity, 
and  consequeally  reflects  no  disgrace  on  hia 
memory  T  He  had  scarce  any  change  of  rai- 
ment, and,  in  a  ^hort  lime  aRer  Corbet  left  him, 
but  one  pair  of  shoes,  and  those  so  old  thai  his 
feet  were  seen  through  them :  a  genlleman  ct 
his  college:,  the  father  of  an  eminent  clergy- 
man now  living,  directed  aserviiorooe  mom- 
mg  lo  place  a  new  pair  at  ihe  door  of  Johnson'a 
chamber;  who  seeing  them  upon  hii  dnt 
going  onl,  so  far  forgot  himself  and  the  hpirit 
which  must  have  actuated  his  unknown  bene- 
'faclor.  that,  with  all  the  iudignation  of  an  in- 
sulted man,  he  Ibrew  Ihem  away." 

How  eiceedingly  surprising ! — The  Rer,  Dr. 
Hall  remarks :  "  As  far  as  we  can  judge  tma 
a  cursory  view  of  the  weekly  accouni  in  ihe 
buttery  books,  Johnson  appears  to  have  Iiv#d 
as  well  as  other  commoners  and  scholan." 
Alas '.  such  "  cursory  view  of  the  butler)' 
books,"  now  from  the  safe  distance  of  a  cen- 
tury, in  the  safe  chair  of  a  College  Mastendiipi 
is  one  thing ;  the  continual  view  of  tbe  empty 
{or  locked)  buttery  iiself  was  qu.te  a  dilTercat 
thing.  But  hear  our  Knight,  how  he  farther 
discourses.  "  Johnson."  quoth  Sir  John,"eonld 
not  al  this  early  period  of  his  life  divest  him- 
self of  an  idea  that  poverty  wai  disgraeeftll  i 
and  was  very  severe  in  his  censures  of  that 
economy  in  bofh  our  Universilies,  which  ei- 
'  acted  al  meals  the  alieodance  of  poor  scholara,  . 
!  under  the  several  denominalinns  of  Serritor* 
<  in  the  one  and  Sixers  in  the  other;  h«  Ihonchl 
'  thai  the  Scholar's,  like  ihe  Christian  lift,1e- 
vclled  all  distinctions  of  rank  ar'         '" 
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1  this  he  vts  miilakrn ^ 
-Too  true ! 


■a  loi  li 


BoTever.  Destiny,  in  all  ways,  means  to 
wove  Ibe  misiakm  Samael.  and  fee  what  staff 
■  in  him.  He  must  leave  these  bulleries  of 
Oxford,  Want  like  an  armed  man  campelliag 
in ;  rclreai  into  his  ruber's  mean  bonie  i 
Bd  [here  abaadoa  hinuelf  for  a  season  to  io' 
Blion,  disBppDimmeDt.  shame,  and  nervous 
lelancholy  niph  run  mad,;  he  is  probably  ihe 
Vrelchedesl  man  in  wide  England.  In  all 
Sr^ys,  he  loo  muni  "  become  perfect  throagh 
wrfrring." — High  thoughts  have  visited  iiim ; 
au  College  Exercises  have  been  praised 
!beyond  Ihe  walls  of  College ;  Pope  himself 
'fcas  seen  thai  TraHilaiion,  Bod  approved  of  it : 
jBunuel  had  whispered  lo  himself:  I  loo  am 
one  and  somewhat."  False  thoughts ;  that 
»ve  only  misery  behind!  The  fever-Gre  of 
lition  is  too  painfully  eitinguished  (but  not 
ired)  in  the  frosl-bath  of  Poverty.  Johnson 
IB  knocked  at  Ibe  gale,  as  one  having  a 
jhtj  but  there  was  no  opening;  ihe  world 
■s  ail  encircled  as  with  brass ;  nowhere  can 
'lu  find  or  force  the  smallest  entrance.  An 
SBhership  Bl  Market  Bossorth,  and  "  a  dis- 
tereement  be l  ween  him  and  Sir  Wolslan  Dixie, 
Toe  Pairon  of  the  school,"  yields  him  bread  of 
fiction  and  water  of  affliction ;  but  so  biller. 
:  unassisted  human  nature  cannot  swallow 
n.  Young  Samson  will  grind  no  more  in 
Philistine  mill  of  Bosworlh  ;  quits  hold  of 
Bir  Wolstan  and  the  "  domestic  chaplaincy,  so 
least  as  (o  saf  grace  at  table,"  and  also 
to  be  "  treated  with  what  he  represented  as 
iniolerable  harshness;"  and  so,  nTlrr  "some 
months  of  such  complicated  misery,"  feeling 
doubtless  that  there  are  worse  things  in  ihe 
world  than  quick  death  by  Famine,  "relio. 
quishes  a  siiuation,  which  all  his  life  afler- 
vards  he  recollected  with  the  sirongesl  aver- 
BioD,  and  even  horror."  Men  like  Johnson  are 
properly  called  the  Forlorn  Hope  of  the  World: 
judge  whelher  his  hope  was  forlorn  or  not,  by 
ihis  letter  to  a  dull  oilj  Printer,  who  called 
Umseir  Sfhanut  Crban  : 

"Sir, — As  yon  appear  no  less  sensible  than 
yonr  readers,  of  the  defect  of  your  poetical 
triicle,  yon  will  not  be  displeased  if  (in  order 
lo  Ihe  improvement  of  it)  I  communicale  Ic 
you  the  sentimenis  of  a  person  who  will  under 
take,  on  reasonable  terms,  sometimes  to  fill  i 
eolnmn, 

"  His  opinion   is,  that  the  public  would," 

"  If  such  a  correspondence  will  be  agrCtabh 
lo  you,  be  pleased  to  inform  me  in  two  posts, 
what  the  conditions  are  on  which  you  shall 
expect  iL  Vour  late  offer  (for  a  Prize  Poem) 
gives  ini 

If  you  engage  in  any  Llerary  projt 
this  paper.  I  have  other  designs  to  iinpan. 

Reader,  the  generous  person,  to  whom  ibis 
Letter  goes  addressed,  is  "  Mr.  Edmund  Cave, 
al  Bl.  John's  Gate,  London ; "  the  addresser  of 
il  is  Bamuel  Johnson,  iu  Birmingham,  War- 
wickshire. . 

Nevertheless.  Life  rallies  in  the  man ;  rc-as- 
aerta  its  right  to  be  /lOfrf.even  lo  be  enjoyed. 
•■  BetWr  a  small  bnsb,"  say  the  Scotch,  "  than 


1  lo  dislrnsl  your  generosity, 
IS  be*ide 


I  shelter :"  Johnson  lesnis  hi  ,  _„  .  ___ 
ith  hnmble  human  things  ;  and  is  ihen_M 
already  an  actually  realized  human  Zialnet, 
all  iiirting  and  living  on  every  hand  of  hiat 
Go  thou  and  do  likewise  !  In  ""iriit^ia 
itself,  with  bis  own  pnrch&sed  goose^uBLk 
live  pounds ;"  nay.  Anally,  lit 
■esirial  good  ;  a  Frieod,  tfia  ti 
be  Wife  to  htm  1  Johnson's  marriage  wiAAt 
good  Widow  Purler  has  been  Ireait^  wlib  rifr 
cnle  by  many  mortals,  who  appereullj  bal« 
understaodiog  thereof.  7"ha.t  ihe  purbbii 
seamy-faced  Wildman,  stalking  lonely,  a^ 
strickeo,  like  some  Irish  Gallow-glau  via 
peeled  club,  whose  speech  no  man  kner, 
whose  loolc  all  men  both  laughed  at  and  sh«^ 
dered  at,  should  find  any  brave  feqale  heuv 
ledge,  at  first  sight  and  heariagrf 
s  is  the  most  sensible  mui  I  nv 
met  with ;"  and  Iheo,  with  generous  corafW 
take  him  lo  ilself,  and  say.  Be  Ibon  niMt 
Ihou  warmed  here,  and  thawed  inio  tU^W 


iidraf 

«.ihHi 


tually  DO  matter  for  ridicule.  Their  __. 
ded  life,  as  is  the  common  lol,  was  made  op  tt 
drixxle  and  dry  weather;  but  innoeeou  tii 
worth  dwell  in  it;  and  when  death  bad  e«did 
il,  a  certain  sacredaess :  Johnson's  de*tMm 
affection  for  his  Teily  was  always  venettW* 
.nd  noble.  However,  be  this  as  it  milH 
obnson  is  now  minded  lo  wed  ;  and  will  Utt 
by  ihe  trade  of  Pedagogy,  for  by  (his  tito  af 
life  be  Vepi  in.  Let  the  world  thertroK  vkl 
nolice:   "Jl    BiBa!   n/ar  LUhfiftd,  ■•>   A^a^ 

iMin  aiid  Gttiklangaagn,  Ay  StMi'ii.  JoanoBi* 
Had  Ihis  Edial  enterprise  prospered,  bow  i\t 
fereni  might  the  issue  hare  been  !  JohuN 
had  lived  a  life  of  unnoticed  nobleness,  Vt 
.woln  into  some  amorphous  Dr.  Parr,  cf  m 
avail  to  U.I  I  BoXiiy  would  have  dwindled  iUB 
official  insignificance,  nr  risen  bj-  some  oUitf 
elevation;  old  Auchinleck  had  never  betatf- 
dieted  with  "  ane  thai  kepI  a  schule."  or  oblkBt 
violate  hospitality  by  a  "Cromwell  do!  Omi 
r,  he  garl  kmgs  ken  Ibai  there  was  a  lilt  it 
their  neck!"  But  the  Edial  enterprise  did ■« 
prosper ;  Destiny  had  other  work  appointed  bt 
Samuel  Johnson  ;  aud  young  genllemen  fol 
board  where  they  could  elsewhere  find  1^ 
This  man  was  to  become  a  Teacher  of  gron 
gentlemen,  in  the  moit  surprising  vaji  t 
man  of  Letters,  and  Ruler  of  tbc  BriliA 
nation  for  some  lime,— not  of  their  b«dk* 
merely,  but  of  their  minds;  noi  owr  itmi 
but  m  them. 

The  career  of  Literature  could  not,  in  lite- 
son's  day,  any  more  than  now,  be  said  lojk 
alone  the  shores  of  ■  Paciohis ;  whalcverAfl 
migbl  be  gathered  ihere.  gold-dust  wan  noirfia 
the  i;hief  prodoce.  The  world,  from  the  Hmm 
of  Socrales,  8l.  Paul,  and  far  earlier,  bit  al- 
ways had  ill  Teachers;  and  always  iruMd 
ihero  in  a  peculiar  way.  .\  shrewd  To*i- 
clerk,  (not  of  Ephesns,)  once,  in  fDuadti( 
a  Burgh-8eminary,' when  ihv  qiie^tinn  et*^ 
How  Ihe  Schoolmasters  shnutd be  maihtAJMdt 
delivei-ed  this  brief  counsel:  "  Ik^n  lht& 
keen  Ihemjwor-'"    ConsiderablR  w^ 
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he  ia  liiii  Rphorism,  At  all  evenis,  we  see,  the 
woriJ  ha;  acwd  on  it  ionf",  and  indeed  im- 
proved on  lU — pulling  maoy  a  Scboolmasler 
of  lis  great  Burgh-Seminary  lo  a  death,  whicli 
«ren  c"'i  it  something.  The  vurlil,  it  is  true, 
Aad  for  some  nine  been  loo  busy  lo  gn  out  of 
te  vay,  and  fiuf  any  Aurhono  death;  however, 
lilka  old  lenience  pronounced  agninlt  ihem  wos 
Ibood  lu  beprellysufficieQl.  The  firsl  Writers 
(beiDg  Monks)  were  swum  to  a  vow  of  Po- 
i.imrtf;  the  tntidem  Authors  had  no  need  to 
,tw**r  Ici  II.  This  was  ihe  epoch  when  an 
rOlwa;  eouid  still  die  of  hunger:  noi  to  speak 
I  of  your  innanicrable  Scrogginsrs,  whom  "  the 
Hitse  found  stretched  beneath  a  rug,"  wiih 
"msij  grate  noconBcious  of  a  fire,"  stocking- 
aigblcap,  sanded  door,  and  all  Ihe  other  es- 
,  CHleheoas  of  the  craft,  lime  out  of  mind  Ihe 
heirlooms  of  Authorship.  Scroggins,  huw- 
anrer.seeroa  10  have  been  but  an  idler  inol  at  all 
•O  diligent  as  worthy  Mr.  Boyce,  whom  we 
.  anigtit  have  seen  ■tiiiiij'  ii;i  in  bed  wilh  his 
WCftfing  apparel  of  Blanket  about  him,  and  a 
,  k>Dle  tilt  in  Ihe  same,  ihat  his  hand  migbi  be  at 
Ebenr  lo  work  in  its  vocation.  The  worst 
««•,  thai  too  frequently  a  blackguard  reckless- 
ae*a  of  temper  ensued,  incapable  of  turning 
to  account  what  good  the  gods  even  here  had 
.  provided :  your  Boyces  acied  on  some  sioico- 
cpicurean  principle  of  tBtpi  ditni,  as  men  do 
in  boiDbarded  lowns,  and  seasons  of  raging 
pttslilencej — and  so  had  lost  nol  only  iheir 
life,  and  presence  of  mind,  but  their  status  as 

Kraoos  of  reipectabilily.    The   trade  of  Au- 

JohnsoD  embarked  on  it. 

Accordingly  we  find  no  mention  of  [llumi- 
natioDS  in  the  city  of  London,  when  this  same 
Baler  of  the  British  nation  arrived  in  it:  no 
easaon-salvoes  are  fired;  no  flourish  of  drums 
aad  trumpets  greets  his  appearance  on  the 
scene.  He  enters  quite  quietly,  wilh  some 
copper  half-pence  in  bis  pocketi  creeps  into 
lodgings  in  Eicler  Street,  Strand;  and  has  a 
fiaroDBtion  Pontiff  alFo,  of  not  less  peculiar 
equipment,  whom,  with  all  submissiveneas,  he 
BUUtwailupon,  in  his  Vatican  of  St.  John'sGale. 
This  i&  the  dull  oily  Printer  alluded  10  above. 

"Cave's  temper,"  says  our  Kntght  Hawkins, 
"wai  phlegmatic:  though  he  assumed,  as  Ihe 
publisher  of  the  Magazine,  the  name  uf  Syl- 
vanDS  Urban,  he  had  few  of  those  qualities 
dial  constitute  urbanity.  Judge  of  hu  waul 
of  them  by  this  question,  which  he  once  pul 

lo  an  author:  "Mr. ,  I  hear  you  have  just 

published  a  pamphlei,  and  am  told  there  is  a 
Tery  good  paragraph  in  it  upon  the  subject  of 
DUiic  1  did  you  write  that  yourself!"  His 
discemmeni  was  aUo  filow ;  and  as  he  had 
already  at  his  command  some  writers  of  prose 
and  verse,  who, in  the  language ofBookseilers. 
arc  called  goml  bands,  he  was  the  backwnrder 
in  maUing  advances,  or  courting  an  iniimac 
with  Johnson.  Upon  the  first  approach  of 
stranger,  bis  practice  was  10  continue  silting 
a  postnre  in  which  he  was  ever  to  be  fi 


silen 


if  at 


any  time  be  was  inclined  to  begin  the  discourse 
il  was  generall]!  by  pnlling  a  leaf  of  the  Maga 
ane,  then  in  tbepress,intothe  handofhii  visi 
MTi  uad  aildng  bis  opinion  of  it.      *       ■       ■ 


"  He  was  so  incompetent  a  judge  of  John- 
son's abiliiie>.  that  meaning  at  one  time  to 
dazzle  him  with  the  splendourof  some  of  those 
luminaries  in  Liieraiure,  who  favoured  him 
with  their  correspondence,  he  told  him  that 
if  he  would,  in  the  evening,  be  at  a  certain 
alehouse  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Clerken- 
well,  he  might  have  a  chance  of  seeing  Mr. 
Browne  and  another  or  two  of  those  illustri- 
ons  coptribulors :  Johnson  accepted  Ihe  invi- 
tation: and  being  introduced  by  Cave,  dressed 
in  a  loose  horseman's  coat,  and  such  a  great 
busby  wig  as  he  constantly  wore,  lo  the  sight 
of  Mr.  Browne,  whom  he  found  sitting  at  Ihfr 
upper  end  of  a  long  table,  in  a  cloud  of  to- 
bacco-smoke, had  his  curiosity  gratified" — 
Uau-kiiu,  48—60. 

In  fact,  ir  we  look  seriously  into  the  condi- 
tion of  Authorship  at  that  period,  we  shall  God 
that  Johnson  had  underlalien  one  of  the  rag- 
gedest  of  all  possible  enterprises  ;  that  here,  as 
elsewhere,  Fortune  bad  given  him  unspeaka- 
ble Contradictions  to  reconcile.  For  a  man 
of  Johnson's  stamp,  Ihe  Problem  was  twofold : 
Firii,  nni  only  a«  the  humbls  but  indispensa- 
ble condition  of  all  else,  10  keep  himself,  if  so 
might  be,  ii/iTc.  but  uronillg,  to  keep  himself 
alive  by  speaking  forth  Ihe  Truih  that  was  in 
him,  and  speaking  il  irulg.  that  is,  ui  the  clear- 
est and  fiitesl  utterance  the  Heavens  had  ena- 
bled him  to  give  it,  let  the  earth  say  to  ihis 
what  she  liked.  Of  which  IwofolJ  Problem 
if  it  be  hard  to  solve  either  member  separate- 
ly, how  incalculably  more  so  10  solve  i^wben 
both  are  conjoined,  and  work  wilh  endless 
complieatioD  into  one  another!  He  thai  Gads 
himself  already  kipi  alirt  eat)  somelimea  un- 
happily not  always  spe.nk  a  little  irulhl  he 
that  finds  himself  able  and  willing,  to  all 
lengths,  to  iptali  (id,  may.  by  watching  how 
the  wind  sits,  scrape  together  a  livelihood, 
sometimes  of  great  splendour:  be,  again,  who 
finds  himself  provided  with  nnJAtr  endowmeul, 
has  but  a  ticklish  game  to  play,  and  shall  have 
praises  if  he  win  il.  Let  us  look  a  liule  at 
both  faces  of  the  matter;  and  see  what  front 
they  then  olTered  our  Adventurer,  what  front 
he  olTered  them. 

At  Ihe  time  at  Johnson's  appearance  on  the 
field,  Litetaiure,  in  many  senses,  was  in  n 
transitional  stale;  chiefly  in  this  sense,  as 
respects  the  pecuniary  :<ubsistence  of  its  cot- 
tivaiars.  It  was  in  the  very  act  of  passing 
from  the  protection  of  Patrons  inio  that  of  the 
Public  L  no  longer  to  supply  its  necessities  by 
laudatory  Dedications  to  the  Greai,  but  by 
judicious  Bargains  with  Ihe  Booksellers.  I'his 
happy  change  has  been  much  sung  and  cele- 
brated; many  a  "^lord  of  the  lion  heart  and 
eagle-eye"  looking  back  wilh  scorn  enough  on 
the  bygone  system  of  Dependency :  so  that  now 
it  were  perhaps  well  W  cunsider,  for  a  moment, 
what  gtioil  might  also  be  in  it.  what  eratilude 
we  owe  iu  That  a  good  was  in  it,  admits  not 
of  d>iubt.  Whatsoever  haseiisied  has  had  ilx 
value :  without  some  truth  and  worth  lying  in 
it,  the  thing  could  not  have  hung  together,  and 
been  Ihe  organ  and  sustenance,  and  method  of 
.  action,  for  men  that  reasoned  and  were  alive. 
I  Translate  a  Falsehood  which  is  wholly  false 
I  into  Practice,  the  lestiU  CQirA%  uaV  Mta  *,  '4>»'^ 
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eminence ;  but  in  this  he  was  miita 
polity,"  Ac,  dec. — Too  true !  it  is  m. 
err. 

However,  Destiny,  in    all  ways,  i 
prove  the  mistaken  Samuel,  and  see  ^\ 
is  in  him.    He  must  leave  these  bur 
Oxford,  Want  like  an  armed  man  cc; 
him ;   retre.it  into   his  father's  meai 
and  there  abandon  himself  for  a  seas 
action,  disappointment,  shame,  and 
melancholy  nii;h  run  mad ;  he  is  pro! 
wretch  cdest  man   in   wide    Engl  ant'., 
ways,  he  too  must  **  become  perfect 
suffering^ — High  thoughts  have  visr 
his    College    Exercises    have    been 
beyond  the  walls  of  College ;    Pop** 
has  seen  that  Tiantlcaiony  and  approv 
Samuel  had  whispered  to  himself:  ' 
"  one  and  somewhat.*'    False  thou^l 
leave  only  misery  behind!    The  fev- 
Ambition  is  too  painfully  extinguishes 
cured)  in  the  frost-bath  of  Poverty, 
has  knocked  at  the  gate,  as  one 
right ;   but  there  was  no  opening :  i 
lies  all  encircled  as  with  brass ;  now 
he  And  or  force  the  smallest  entrai 
nshership  at  Market  Bosworth,  ani 
agreement  between  him  andSirWoIst 
the  Patron  of  the  school,"  yields  him 

affliction  and  water  of  affliction ;  but  

that  unassisted  human  nature  cannoi  ^^^^ -'^ — -  *"*  ^_-     --   --    - -•     r 


them.    Young  Samson  will  grind  m 
the  Philistine  mill  of  Bosworth ;  qai: 
Sir  Wolstan  and  the  **  domestic  chap 
far  at  least  as  to  say  grace  at  table,'* 
to  be  "  treated  with  what  he  repre 
intolerable  harshness ;"   and  so,  aft 
months  of  such  complicated  misen 
doubtless  that  there  are  worse  thin 
world  than   quirk   death   by  Famii 
quishes  a  situation,  which  all  his 
wards  he  recollected  with  the  stron 
sion,  and  even  horror."     Men  like  Ji 
properly  called  the  Forlorn  Hope  oft 
jud^e  whether  his  hope  was  forlorn 
this   Irtier  to  a  dull  oily  Printer,  ^ 
him'^rlf  i^ylcanns  Urban: 

*'  Sir, — As  you  appear  no  less  se 
your  readers,  of  the  defect  of  yoi 
article,  you  will  not  be  displeased  i 
to  the  improvement  of  it)  I  comr 
yon  the  sentiments  of  a  person  who 
take,  iin  reasonable  terms,  sometin 
column. 

•'His   opinion   is,  that   the  pul 
&c.,  &c. 

"  If  such  a  correspondence  will  1 
to  you,  be  plea'ieil  to  inform  me  i 
what  the  conditions  are  on  whic 
expect  it.  Your  late  offer  (for  a  I 
gives  me  no  reason  to  distrust  you 
If  you  en^aije  in  any  literary  pro 
this  pap**r,  I  have  other  dcsit^ns  U» 

Ki'udi'r,  the  pjcnerous  person,  t- 
L«*tier  i(«^es  addres^^cd,  is  *'  Mr.  E 
ai  ^t.  .li'hn's  Ciate,  London;"  the 
it  i^  Samuel  Johnson,  in  Birmii 
wirlc-hire. 

Xeverlheless,  Life  rallies  in  th 
5erts  it^  right  to  be  /«»«?//,  even  ' 

Better  a  small  bush,"  say  the 
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njr  Work  Ihas  tu  i 
"J-brDurerorteimi  ,. . 
i  Ihough  I  should 
ible,  wilhleat:  A<r 
I  from  thni  dream 
msiecl  myself  wiih 

dihip's  mosl  hniuble, 


Unthor  b 


,M.  Jl>H 


■'Snm. Johnson" 

VGllinK  guild,  end  Ibe 

■  '  )r  by  iradr ;"  and. 

jbjlhat  dnil  oily 

's  coat,  and  SDch 

manding-oflicer, 

i  lobac co-smoke  at  ihe 

IE  alehouse  at  Clerk- 

f  liigether  fur  the  Tar- 

-■■■el 

IS  that  other  branch 
IT  Bet  before  John- 
ftf  TVtuA.  Nay,  taken 
^7S .  become  no  com- 
n  beads,  with  nothing 

rt  into  mere  hollow 
[r  troth  nor  falsehood, 
f  Pfbmpler  and  Player 
■  "  I  for  poor 
□  spirituals 
I  and  wltboau  Born 
kquerable  love  of  just 
'D  live  and  learn 


alio 


nilh  r 


ifused  enoDgh, 

en  in  England 

n  the  cathedral  city 
\  Truth  1    said   jesting 

y.    Truth,  no 

-ainbow  plumage, 
jog  bcnli,  such  tones 


■lies  11/  SI 


i:apiiv 


reryei 


nigh  ceased 
le  Cuckoos, 
s  Owls,  innnmerable 
hng   Sparrows  on   ihe 

e  repeating  her. 

^age,  thai  of  Johnson; 

I,  in  iis  Heaven,  or  in  its 

h  every  fibre,  was  rent 

1   becoming 

|hen  be  understood,  were 

a  an  impulse  received 

'  II  with  a  decisive  ra- 

Teal  chaotic  ^If,  where, 

t  French  tlevototions, 

lape  soever,  bloody  or 

id  enguirtnenl  assume, 

tering  and  boiling.    Al- 

'  -e  hinted,  had  begun 

t  (for  ihe  hour  was 

r  and  AraEiiiH,  are  ai- 
ling Ihe  world.  Opinion 
should  live  lo^elher  a.t 
■ecb,"  more  properlj  as 


Apparil 


Soul  and  Body,  have  commenced  their  open 
quanci,  and  are  suing  for  a  separate  mainia- 

nniice, — as  if  they  could  eiisi  sepamtuly.  To 
Ihe  earnest  mind,  in  any  posiiion.  lirni  fooling 
and  a  life  of  Truth  was  liecomin;;  ilaily  more 
diificuU :  in  Johnson's  position,  il  ivas  more 
di/ficuli  than  in  almost  any  other. 

If,  an  for  a  devout  nalare  vas  in<?vilablc  and 
indi^pen1able,  he  looked  up  lo  llpligton,  as  to 
Ihe  pole-slar  of  his  voyagt,  already  there  was 
no /rj'nJ  pole-star  any'longer  visible  ;  but  two 
stars,  a  whole  constellation  of  siars,  each  pro- 
claiming itself  as  Ihe  true.  There  was  the  red 
portentous  comet-star  of  Intidelity;  Ihe  dim- 
mer and  dimmer-burning  fixed-star  (uncertain 
not*  whether  not  an  atmospheric  ,it'ror)  of 
Orihodoiyi  which  of  these  to  choose!  The 
keener  intellects  of  Europe  hnd.  almost  with' 
out  eiception,  ranged  themselves  under  the 
former :  for  some  half-centurj-,  ii  had  been 
the  general  efTorl  of  European  l^peculalion  lo 
proclaim  that  Destruction  of  Falsehood  was 
the  only  Truth;  daily  had  Denial  waied 
stronger  and  stronger.  Belief  sunk  more  and 
more  inln  decay.  From  our  Bolinghrokcs  and 
Tolands,  the  skeptical  fever  bad  passed  into 
France,  into  Scotland:  and  already  it  smoul- 
dered, far  and  wide,  secretly  eating  out  the 
heart  of  England.  Bayle  had  p1a.ve<l  his  pan; 
Voltaire,  on  a  wider  theatre,  was  playing  his, — 
Johnson's  senior  by  some  fineen  3'ears  :  Hume 
and  Johnson  were  children  of  the  same  year. 
To  this  keener  order  of  iniellccts  did  Juhnsen's 
indisputably  belong:  was  he  lo  join  theml  Was 
he  lo  oppose  Ihem !  A  complicated  question  : 
for,  alas !  the  Church  itself  is  no  longer,  even  to 
hiiot  wholly  of  true  adamant,  but  of  adamant 
and  baked  mud  conjoined:  the  zealously  De- 
vout mu^l  find  his  Church  tottering;  and 
pause  amazed  lo  see,  instead  of  inspired 
Priest,  many  a  swine-fepding  Trolliber  minis* 
tertng  al  her  altar.  It  is  not  Ihe  least  curious 
of  the  incoherences  which  Jnhnson  had  to 
reconcile,  that,  though  by  nature  contemp- 
tuous and  incredulous,  he  was.  at  that  time 
of  day.  lo  find  his  safely  and  Rlory  in  defend- 
ing, with  his  whole  might,  the  traditions  of  Ihe 
elders. 

Not  less  perpleiingly  intticale,  and  on  both 
sides  hollow  or  questionable,  was  the  aspect 
of  Politics.  Whigs  struggling  blindly  for- 
ward, Tories  holding  blindly  back;  each  with 
some  forecast  of  a  half  Irulh;  neither  with 
any  forecast  of  the  whole  '.  Admire  here  this 
other  Contradiction  in  the  life  of  Johnson: 
that,  though  the  most  ungovernable,  and  in 
practice  the  mosl  independent  of  men,  he  must 
be  a  Jacobite,  and  worshipper  of  Ihe  Divine 
RighL  In  poiilics  also  there  are  Irreconcila- 
blcs  enough  for  hira.  As,  indeed,  how  could 
it  be  otherwise  1  For  when  religion  is  torn 
asunder,  and  the  very  heart  of  man's  exist- 
ence set  against  itself,  then,  in  all  subordinate 
departments  there  most  needs  be  holiowness, 
incoherence.  The  English  Natiun  had  re- 
belled against  a  Tyrant:  and,  by  the  hands  of 
religious  tyrannicides.eractcd  stern  vengeance 
of  him :  Democracy  had  risen  iron-sinewed, 
and  "like  an  infant  Hercules,  strangled  ser- 
penLs  in  its  cradle."  But  as  yet  none  knew 
the  meaning  or  extent  of  the  phenomenon. 
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Bnrppe  -wti  not  ripe  for  i[;  not  lo  be  ripened 
for  it,  bai  hj  the  culture  and  various  experi- 
ence of  anolher  century  and  half.  And  now, 
when  the  King-killera  were  all  swepi  away, 
and  a  milder  itamd  ptolure  wa^  painled  over 
Ae  csnvas  of  the/ir>f,  and  belitled '' Glorious 
Revolution,"  who  doubled  bul  the  calaslrophe 
VBS  over,  the  whole  bitajness  finished,  and 
DcKLoeracy  gone  Id  ili  long  sleep  1  Vein 
i(  like  a  business  finished  and  not  finished 
lingering  uo easiness  dwell  in  all  minds:  i 
'  deep-ljing,  resistless  Tendency,  which  t: 
still  to  be  olK^eii,  could  no  longer  be  rtngniitdi 
thus  w«s  ihere  half-ness,  insincerity,  uncer- 
tainty in  men's  ways;  instead  of  heroic  Pun  taod 
and  heroic  Cavaliers,  came  now  a  dawdling 
set  of  argumentative  Whigs,  and  a  dawdling 
sfl  of  deaf^^ared  Tories;  each  hair-foolish, 
each  half-false.  The  Whigs  were  false  and 
without  basis  j  inasmuch  as  iheir  whole  objeol 
iras  Resistance,  Crilicism,  Deroolilioti, — they 
knew  not  why,  or  towards  what  issue.  Tn 
Whiggiiim.  ever  since  a  Charles  and  his 
Jeffries  had  ceased  lo  meddle  ifith  it,  and  lo 
have  any  Russel  or  Sidney  to  meddle  with, 
there  could  be  no  divitieness  nrcharacier ;  not 
till,  in  these  latter  days,  ii  look  the  figure  of  a 
thorough-going,  all -defy  ing  Radicalism,  was 
there  any  solid  footing  for  it  to  stand  on.  Of 
the  like  uncertain.  hatf-hoUow  nature  had 
Tonism  become,  in  Johnson's  lime;  preaching 
fbnb  indeed  an  everlailiag  truth,  the  duty  of 
Loyalty ;  yet  now  (ever  since  Uie  final  expul- 
sion of  the  Stuarts},  having  no  Pinon  bul  only 
u  Offiu  to  be  loyal  to,  no  living  Soid  lo  wor- 
ship, bnl  only  a.  dead  veWel-cushioned  Chair. 
Its  allirade,  therefore,  was  slilf-neclced  refusal 
lo  move :  as  that  of  Whiggmn  was  clamorous 
command  lo  move, — lei  rhyme  and  reason,  on 
both  bands,  say  lo  ii  what  they  mighL  The 
consequence  was :  Immeasurable  floods  of 
coQlentious  jargon,  lending  nowhiiher;  false 

decay  (uliimaiely  lo  become  decease)  of  what- 
soever was  once  undersiood  by  the  words, 
Prinr^le,  or  Hortily  of  heanj  the  louder  and 
loader  triumph  of  Holf-aess  and  Plausibility 
over  HMr-ness  and  Trulb  .'—at  last,  this  all- 
cvershadowing  eOtorescence  of  Quickbri, 
which  we  DDH-  see,  with  all  its  deadening!  and 
killing  fruits,  in  all  its  innumerablfl  branches, 
dotrn  lo  Ihe  lowest.  How,  between  these  jar- 
ring eitremes.  wherein  the  rolien  lay  so  inex- 
tricably inlerininjied  with  ihe  sound,  and  as 
yet  no  eyc>  could  see  through  the  nlierior 
meviing  of  the  mailer,  was  a  faithful  and  true 


self! 


rniat  Johnson,  in  !<pilc  of  all  drawbacks, 
adopted  the  Conservalire  sidcj  stationed  him- 
self as  Ihe  unyielding  opponent  of  Innovaticn. 
resolute  to  hold  fast  the  form  of  sonnd  words, 
could  not  bul  increase,  in  no  small  measure, 
the  difficulties  he  had  lo  strive  wilh.  We 
mean,  the  nmral  difflcullies:  for  in  fanomiral 
respects,  it  might  be  prelly  equally  balanced  ; 
the  Tory  servant  of  the  Public  bad  perhaps 
aboul  the  same  chance  of  promotion  as  the 
Whig:  and  all  the  promotion  Johnson  aimed 
at  was  the  privilege  fo  Ure.  ^ut,  for  what, 
though  onavowed.  was  no  less  indispensable, 
for  his  peace  of  conscience,  and  the  clear 


id  feeling  of 
inliabitaDiof  God'd  world,  the  cue  *«■ 
rendered  much  more  complex.  To  n 
novation  is  easy  mough  on  uae  condltii 
yon  resist  Inquiry.  This  is.  ud  ■ 
common  expedient  of  your  comnoa  Oi 
lives;  but  it  would  noi  do  fur  Jobnna: 
a  sealous  recommeader  and  praclm 
quiry;  once  for  all,  could  nut  and  «i 
believe,  much  less  speak  and  ael,  a  Til 
Ihe  form  of  sound  words,  which  he  k 
musi  have  a  m«iH>iig  in  ii.  Here  lay ' 
culry  ;  to  behold  a  porlenlous  mixlUN 
and  False,  and  feel  that  he  inuii  Ji 
fighi  there;  yet  lo  love  and  debad  i 
Trne.  How  worship,  when  yoD  cu 
will  not  be  an  idolater;  vet  caniuKi 
cerning  thai  the  Symbol  of  ronr  l)i>| 
half  become  idolatrous  T  This  *ii  t 
lion,  which  Johnson,  ihe  man  boib  of  c 
and  devout  believing  hean.  muf 
peril  of  his  life.  The  Whi^  or ' 
oiber  hand,  had  a  much  simpler  pan  m 
To  him  only  the  Idulatruus  sidt  «(  '' 
nowise  ihe  divine  one,  lay  viriUeciMi 
therefore,  nay  in  Ibe  strict  sense  Ml 
honesty,  only  Bi  most  lip,  and  hand'lMI 
required  of  him.  Wb«  spiriloal  lam 
he  can  oonscietrtioasly  employ  in  the  i 
cavilling,  of  pulling  down  what  u  Fah*' 
the  rest,  that  there  is  or  can  be  any  Tn " 
higher  than  sensual  nature,  has  tiflM 
-    him.   Tl)e  utmost,  therefore,  thai  btl 


is  Hun 


of  his  fellow-mep.  Such  saSnjet  h 
weigh  as  well  as'connt;  or  eonufli' 
cording  as  he  is  a  Burke,  or  a  WiOii^ 
beyond  ihese  there  lies  Doihingdirii 
Ihese  attained,  all  is  attained.  TItni 
whole  world  distinct  and  raandellB:^ 
goal  is  set  before  biro;  a  firm  paib,ra 
sniooiher;  at  worst  a  firm  reeioa  trk 
seek  a  palhi  lei  him  gird  op  hll  k 
travel  on  without  misgivings  I  Forlkll 
Con5ervative,again,  nothing  i&ditiUMMl 
rounded  in :  Rs*«cTiBitiTT  can  Mil 
his  highest  Godhead:  not  one  alb  I 
conflicting  aims  to  be  coniinoally  iM 
by  him,  has  lie  lo  strive  aAei.  A  dlfrl 
lien,  as  we  said;  which  accordiagbA 
did.  even  in  those  days,  bat  half  Mi 
Ihe  surrender,  namely,  of  their  e«l  ■ 
bersome  Aenofj  or  even  uMfan 
which  the  completest  defence  m 
Into  this  difficult  position  iot 
less,  threw  himself:  fotuid  il 
difliculties ;  yet  held  it  out  l 
hnnesl-hearted,  open-«ifhud  n 
■Te  wasi;    '  ' 

Such  w 
before  Samuel  Johnson. 
moral  difflcullies ;  and  adtl  ti 
aggravation,  which  lay  it 
stance,  that  be  needed  a  e 
Ihe  Public,  mnst  ei 
imprexsioD  and  convjoUon  oi 
if  be  did  noi.  he  ceased  u  bi 
the  dny  that  was  passing  ol 
not  any  longer  livi  '     " 
once  launched  inl 
onwards  by  Fear ,« 
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Ihaii  to  elotch  what  Provender  (of  Eojoy- 
:  in  any  kind)  he  could  get,  always  if  pox- 
keeping  quite  clear  of  the  Gallows  and 
ry,  (that  is  to  say,  minding  heedfully  both 
•on"  and  "  character,") — would  have 
id  hither  and  thither  in  it ;  and  contrived  to 
ome  three  repasts  daily,  and  wear  some 
suits  yearly,  and  then  to  depart,  and  dis- 
ir,  having  consumed  his  last  ration :  all 
night  be  worth  knowing,  but  were  in 
a  trivial  knowledge.  How  a  noble  man, 
Bte  for  the  Troth,  to  whom  Shams  and 
were  once  for  all  an  abomination, — was 
I  ID  it:  here  lay  the  mystery.  By  what 
pdt,  by  what  gifts  of  eye  and  hand,  does 
oie  Samuel  Johnson,  now  when  ca^st  forth 
hat  waste  Chaos  of  Authorship,  maddest 
logs,  a  mingled  Phlegethon  and  Fleet- 
,  with  its  floating  lumber,  and  sea-krakens, 
nd-spectres,— shape  himself  a  voyage ; 
I  trantient  driftwood,  and  the  enduring  iron, 
him  a  seaworthy  Life-boat,  and  sail  therc- 
irowned,  unpolluted,  through  the  roaring 
brr  of  dead  dogs,"  onwards  to  an  eternal 
■ark,  and  City  that  hath  foundations? 
high  question  is  eren  the  one  answered 
iweil's  Book ;  which  Book  we,  therefore 
» frlnely,  have  named  a  Heroic  Poem,-  for 
Ihere  lies  the  whole  argoment  of  such. 
to  our  brave  Samuel !  His  accomplished 
ronderful  Problem ;  and  now  through 
leDcrations,  we  point  to  him,  and  say: 
ilso  was  a  Man ;  let  the  world  once  more 
11911  ranee  of  a  Man ! 
I  there  been  in  Johnson,  now  when  afloat 
t  confusion  worse  confounded  of  grandeur 
Itialor,  no  light  but  an  earthly  outward 
e  too  must  have  made  shipwreck.  With 
•eased  body,  and  vehement  voracious 
bow  easy  for  him  to  become  a  carpt^ditm 
opher,  like  the  rest,  and  live  and  die  as 
My  as  any  Boyce  of  that  Brotherhood ! 
ippily  there  was  a  higher  light  for  him ; 
g  as  a  lamp  to  his  path ;  which,  in  all 
would  teach  him  to  act  and  walk  not  as 
^  bat  as  wise  in  those  evil  days  also, 
Bming  the  time."  Under  dimmer  or 
r  .manifestations,  a  Truth  had  been  re- 
l  fo  him :  I  also  am  a  Man ;  ieven  in  this 
ifmble  element  of  Authorship,  I  may  live 
eems  a  Man !  That  Wrong  is  not  only 
wt  from  Right,  but  that  it  is  in  strict 
ifie  terms,  injwitely  different ;  even  as  the 
ig  of  the  whole  world  set  against  the 
of  one's  own  soul,  or  (as  Johnson  had 
9eaven  set  against  a  Hell;  that  in  all 
ons  (out  of  the  Pit  of  Tophet),  wherein 
ig  Man  has  stood  or  can  stand,  there  is 
ly  a  Prize  of  quite  infinite  value  placed 
:  biM  reach,  namely  a  Duty  for  him  to  do: 
igbest  Gospel,  which  forms  the  basis  and 
of  all  other  Gospels  whatsoever,  had 
revealed  to  Samuel  Johnson;  and  the 
lad  believed  it,  and  laid  it  faithfully  to 
8iich  knowledge  of  the  tramcepdentaU  im- 
irable  character  of  Duty,  we  call  the  basis 
Gr»5pe1s,  the  essence  of  all  Religion  :  he 
tth  his  whole  soul  knows  not  this,  as  yet 
\  nothing,  as  yet  ii  proptu-Iy  nothing. 
I,  happily  for  him,  Johnson  was  one  of 
tbat  knew:  under  a  certain  authentic 


Symbol,  it  stood  for  ever  present  to  his  tjesi 
a  Symbol,  indeed,  waxing  old  as  doth  a  gar- 
ment ;  yet  which  had  guided  forward,  as  their 
Banner  and  celestial  Pillar  of  Fire,  innumer- 
able saints  and  witnesses,  the  fathers  of  our  mo- 
(lf>rn  world ;  and  for  him  also  had  still  a  sacred 
significance.  It  dues  not  appear  that,  at  any 
time,  Johnson  was  what  we  call  irreligious : 
but  in  his  sorrows  and  isolation,  when  hope 
died  away,  and  only  a  long  vista  of  suflering 
and  toil  lay  before  him  to  the  end,  then  first 
did  Religion  shine  forth  in  its  meek,  everlast- 
ing clearness ;  even  as  the  stars  do  in  black 
night,  which  in  the  daytime  and  dusk  were 
hidden  by  inferior  lights.  How  a  true  man, 
in  the  midst  of  errors  and  uncertainties,  shall 
wurk  out  for  himself  a  sure  Life-truth ;  and 
adjusting  the  transient  to  the  eternal,  amid 
the  fragments  of  ruined  Temples  build  up, 
with  toil  and  pain,  a  little  Altar  for  himself, 
and  worship  there;  how  Samuel  Johnson,  in 
the  era  of  Voltaire,  can  purify  and  fortify  his 
soul,  and  hold  real  communion  with  the  High- 
est, "in  the  Church  of  St.  Clement  Danes:" 
this  too  stands  all  unfolded  in  his  Biography, 
and  is  among  the  most  touching  and  me- 
morable things  there;  a  thing  to  be  looked 
at  with  pity,  admiration,  awe.  Johnson's 
Religion  was  as  the  light  of  life  to  him ;  with- 
out it,  his  heart  was  all  sick,  dark,  and  had 
no  guidance  lef>. 

He  is  now  enlisted,  or  impressed,  into  that 
unspeakable  shoe-black  seraph  Army  of  Au- 
thors ;  but  can  feel  hereby  that  he  fights  under 
a  celestial  flag,  and  will  quit  him  like  a  man. 
The  first  grand  requisite,  an  assured  heart, 
he  therefore  has:  what  his  outward  equip- 
ments and  accoutrements  are,  is  the  next 
question ;  an  important,  though  inferior  one. 
His  intellectual  stock,  intrinsically  viewed,  is 
perhaps  inconsiderable  :  the  furnishings  of  an 
English  School  and  English  University ;  good 
knowledge  of  the  Latin  tongue,  a  more  uncer- 
tain one  of  Greek :  this  is  a  rather  slender 
stock  of  Education  whei'ewith  to  front  the 
world.  But  then  it  is  to  be  remembered  that 
his  world  was  England;  that  such  was  the 
culture  England  commonly  supplied  and  ex- 
pected. Besides,  Johnson  has  been  a  vora- 
cious reader,  though  a  desultory  one,  and  oflen- 
est  in  strange  scholastic,  too  obsolete  Libra- 
ries ;  he  has  also  rubbed  shoulders  with  the 
press  of  actual  Life,  for  some  thirty  years 
now:  views  or  hallucinations  of  innumerable 
things  are  weltering  to  and  fro  in  him.  Above 
all,  be  his  weapons  what  they  may,  he  has  an 
arm  that  can  wield  them.  Nature  has  given 
him  her  choicest  gift:  an  open  eye  and  heart. 
He  will  look  on  the  world,  wheresoever  he 
can  catch  a  glimpse  of  it,  with  eager  curi- 
osity:  to  the  last,  we  find  this  a  striking  cha- 
racteristic of  him  :  for  all  human  interests  he 
has  a  sense:  the  meanest  handicraftsman 
could  interest  him,  even  in  extreme  age,  by 
speaking  of  his  craft :  the  ways  of  men  are 
all  interesting  to  him  ;  any  human  thine*  that 
he  did  not  know,  he  wished  to  know.  Reflec- 
tion, moreover,  Meditation,  was  what  he  prac- 
tised incessantly,  wifh  or  without  his  will:  for 
the  mind  of  the  man  was  earnest,  deep  as  well 
as  humane.     Thus   would  the  world,  such 
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fragmopti  of  it  at  he  eoold  wortfj^  forii  itseU; 
or  ooDdaaaUy  teod  to  fom  itself,  imo  a  cohe<- 
laat  Whole;  on  anyandovtUl  l^haierof  which, 
hia  ^%/im  and  voice  must  be  n^ll  worth  listeo- 
iag^Dw  At  a  Speaker  of^e  Word,  he  will 
apeak  feal  wftros ;  ao  idle  jaraon,  no  boUow 
triTiality  will  isnoe  from  h^B.;  Ilit  aim  too  is 
elear,  attainable,  that  of  woWkdig  for  kit  wagu; 
let  him  do  this  honestly,  and  ail  else  will  fol- 
low of  iia  own  accord. 

With  such  omens,  into  such  a  warfare,  did 
Johnson  go  forth.  A  nigged,  hungry  Kerne, 
or€hdloi^lass,as  we  called  him:  yet  indomi- 
table i  ia'^Mom  lay  the  true  spirit  of  a  Soldier. 
With  giaafs  force  he  toils,  since  snch  is  his 
appointment,  were  it  bot  at  hewing  of  wood 
and  drawiuLof  water  for  old  sedentary,  bashy- 
wiggod  Cafe ;  distingaishes  himself  by  mere 
quantity,  if  thiere  is  to  be  no  ether  distinction. 
He  can  write  ||)1  things ;  frosty  Latin  Terses, 
if  these  are  the  saleable  commodity;  Book- 
mefkees.  Political  Philippics,  Review  Articles,' 
nrliamentary  Debates:  all  things  he  does 
rapidly;  still  more  surprising,  all  things  he 
does  tnoroughly  and  well.  How  he  sits  there, 
in  his  roQgn-hewn,  amorphous  bulk,  in  that 
upper  room  at  8i.  John's  Gate,  and  trundles 
off  sheet  after  sheet  of  those  8enate-of-Lilliput 
Debates,  to  the  clamorous  Printer's  Devils 
waiting  for  them,  with  insatiable  throat,  down 
atairs ;  himself  perhaps  impromotu  all  the 
while  f  Admire  also  toe  greatae!!ts  of  Litera- 
^  tare ;  how  a  grain  of  mustard-seed  cast  into 
its  Nile- waters,  shall  settle  in  the  teeming 
mould,  and  be  found,  one  day,  as  a  Tree,  in 
whose  branches  all  the  fowls  of  heaven  may 
lodge.  Was  it  not  so  with  these  Lilliput  De- 
bates 1  In  that  small  project  and  act,  began 
the  stupendous  Fourth  Estate  ;  whose  wide 
world-embracing  influeoces  what  eye  can  take 
in;  in  whose  boughs  are  there  not  already 
fowls  of  strange  feather  lodged!  Such  things^, 
and  far  stranger,  were  done  in  that  wondrous 
old  Portal,  even  in  latter  times.  And  then 
figure  Samuel  dining  *' behind  the  screen," 
from  a  trencher  covertly  handed  in  to  him,  at  a 
preconcerted  nod  from  the  ''great  bushy  wig;** 
Samuel,  too  ragged  to  show  face,  yet  **  made  a 
happy  man  of*'  by  hearing  his  praise  spoken. 
If  to  Johnson  himself,  then  much  more  to  us, 
may  that  Sr.  John's  Gate  be  a  place  we  can 
^  never  pass  without  veneration."* 

*  AH  Jo1infion*8  places  of  remit  and  abode  are  rtne- 
rabto,  and  now  indeed  to  the  many  ae  well  ae  to  the 
ftw ;  for  hid  name  has  become  wrtBl ;  and,  as  we  must 
oikan  with  a  iilnd  of  sad  admiration  recoimiae,  th«'re  in, 
•▼en  to  ttie  rudest  man,  no  Kreatness  so  venerable  as 
tnt^lectaal,  as  spiritual  jnreatnees;  nny  properly  there 
ie  no  other  venerable  at  all.  For  example,  what  sonl- 
Mbdains  msffic,  for  the  very  clown  or  craftsman  of  our 
EB«tand,  lies  in  the  word  "  Scholar  !**  V  He  is  a  Scho- 
lar :**  he  is  a  man  wuer  than  we ;  of  a  windom  to  us 
*eirad/«M,  infinite :  who  shall  speak  his  worth!  Surh 
thhixs,  we  say,  fill  as  with  a  cerUfn  pathetic  admira> 
tion  of  defaced  and  obstructed  yet  rlorlnus  man :  arch- 
anrel  thnuirh  in  ruins,— or  rather,  thouirh  In  ruMwA,  of 
encumbrances  and  mud-incrustations,  which  also  are 
not  to  be  perpetual. 

Neverthelesii,  in  this  mad-whirling  all-forfettinff  Lon- 
don, the  hsuntsof  the  mifhty  thit  were,  can  oeldom 
without  a  strance  diinculty  be  dL'icover'rid.  Will  nny 
man.  for  instance,  tell  oji  which  Mck»  it  wns  in  IJn- 
coln*s  Inn  Buildings,  that  Ben  Joniion*ii  hand  and 
tntwel  liidi  No  m<«n,  K  is  to  b**  fearerf.— and  n\no 
grumbled  at.  With  Samuel  Johnson  may  it  |frove  other- 
wise !    A  Osailsinsn  of  Um  Brklsa  Masaaai  is  said  to 


PoTtrty*  Distress,  and  M  yM  Obtea 
his  iompanions:  so  poor  ia  he  that  h 
must  leaye  him,  and  seek  shelter  amoi 
relations;  Johnson's  honsehold  has 
modation  fur  one  inmate  only.  To 
eter-varying,  ever-recurring  trouUes 
over,  must  be  added  this  coQtiniial  oi 
health,  and^ita  concomitant  depiessive 
galling  loao,  which  would  have  cmshi 
common  mortals  into  desperation,  is 
pointed  ballast  and  life-burden;  he  **« 
remember  the  day  be  had  passed  fn 
pain."  Nevertheless,  Life,  as  we  said 
IS  always  Life :  a  healthy  soul,  imprti 
you  will,  in  squalid  garrets,  shaU 
bodily  sickness,  or  whatever  else,  wil 
its  beaven-graated  indefeasible  Frec^ 
right  to  conquer  difficaOies,  to  do  ww 
to  feel  gladness.  Johaaon  does  not  wU 
his  existence,  but  \iiaiifally  makes  il 
and  best  of  it:  "  £[a  aai<l^  a  man  mliEk 
a  garret  at  eighteeiMieiioe  a  week;  fes 
would  inquire  where  be  lodged;  aai 
did,  it  was  easy  to  aay,  '8ir^  j  am  to  b 
at  such  a  place,'  .  By  spcttdiBg'  threcf 
a  coffee-house,  he  migki  be  lor  so« 
every  day  in  very  good  company;  b 
dine  for  sixpence,  breakfliat  on,  bread  i 
for  a  penny,  and  do  without  supp 
eUait-ohirl'^mff  he  4&ki  abroad,  and  pud 
Think  by  whom,  and  of  whom  this  was 
and  ask  then,  Whether  there  is  bmr 
in  it  than  in  a  whole  eirenlaiing-Kt 
Giaottn  and  Harotdg,  or  less  pathc 
another  occasion,  **  when  Dr.  Johnsoa, 
read  his  own  Satire,  in  which  the  1 
scholar  is  painted  with  the  various 
tions  thrown  in  his  way  to  fortune  and 
he  burst  into  a  passion  of  tears:  Mr.' 
family  and  Mr.  Scott  only  were  prcse 
in  a  jocose  way,  clapped  him  on  the  b 
said,  *  What's  all  this,  my  dear  sir 
you,  and  I,  and  flernUet,  you  know, 
troubled  with  mtUnrholy*  He  was 
large  man,  and  made  out  the  triumvir 
Johnson  and  Hercules  comically  e 
These  were  sweet  tears ;  the  sweet  vi' 
remembrance  lay  in  them  of  toils  indee 
ful,  yei  never  flinched  from,  and  nowtri 
over.    "  One  day  it  shall  delight  yoi 

have  made  drawtncs  of  all  kia  residences :  the 
of  Old  Mortality  be  upon  him!  We  oane 
without  labour  and  risk,  lately  dfetcorerH 
Squaie,  between  Fleet  Street  and  Hofbom  (i 
both  to  Bolt  Couit  and  Jobrsoh's  Com 
on  the  second  day  of  search,  the  very  llosi 
wherein  the  RnpHnk  DietwiMy  was  conpoM 
the  first  or  corner  hotme  on  the  rif  ht  hand,  si  j 
thrnueh  the  arched  way  (torn  the  Nonh-wesL 
tujil  occnpnnr,  an  elderly,  wrll-washed,  decesi 
man.  invited  us  to  enter;  snd  ronrteoasly  osdi 
be  eietron* ;  th'<uffh  in  his  nemnry  lay  aocbisi 
fnoliiihest  Jumhie  snd  hallnrination.  It  is  s  K 
(hshioned.  uak-balnctrided  house :  »•  I  have  ^ 
a  pound  and  penny  on  it  since  then,**  said  th 
landlord :  •*  here,  you  see.  this  Bedroom  wap  '■ 
tor*8  study:  that  wns  ihe  rarden  **  («  pMc 
Ground  nomewhst  larerr  than  a  bed-qam)  -■ 
wnlked  for  ezen  ise ;  thew  three  tarret  Bei 
(wh»re  his  three  Copvista  sat  and  wrote)  "i 
r>l  ice  he  kept  h'w—Pm'pUn  in  •»•  T^mpmt  tin 
Yer  ftrax  slso:  for  our  fVlend  now  added.  w«l 
f\\\  look,  which  «rrnve  to  seem  merely  hintorioil 
if  all  in  l.od<'inrfi.  tn  respertnhle  renileiwB; 
qinrfer.  or  ihe  monih;  it  's  an  nne  to  ste.**- 
nUo.  '*  whiiiperiid  the  Ghost  of  Samuel,  as  ve  » 
sively  our  ways. 
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iber  laboar  done  !**— Neither,  though  John- 
is  obscure  and  poor,  need  the  highest 
fluent  of  existence,  that  of  heart  freely 
mnning  with  heart,  be  denied  him.    Sa- 
)  and   he  wander  homeless  through   the 
Us ;  without  bed,  yet  not  without  friendly 
rerse;  such  another  conversation  not,  it  is 
producible  in  the  proudest  drawing-room  i 
ondon.    Nor,  under  the  void  Night,  uponj 
bard  pavement,  are  their  own  woes  thej 
topic:  nowiiie;  they  ** will  stand  by  their j 
itry,"  the  two  "  Back-woods-men"  of  the  1 
k  Desart  * 

Tall  outward  evils  Obscurity  is  perhaps  in  - 
f  the  least.  To  Johnson,  as  to  a  heallhy- 
ded  man,  the  fantastic  article,  sold  or  given 
er  the  title  of  FamCf  had  little  or  no  value 
its.  intrinsic  one.  He  prized  it  as  the 
ns  of  getting  him  employment  and  good 
es ;  scarcely  as  any  thing  more.  His  light 
goidance  came  from  a  loAier  source;  of 
ub,  in  honest  aversion  to  all  hypocrisy  or 
rntious  talk,  he  spoke  not  to  men;  nay, 
ftps,  being  of  a  healthy  mind,  had  never 
sen  to  himself.  We  reckon  it  a  striking 
in  Johnson's  history,  this  carelessness  of 
fei  Fame.  Most  authors  speak  of  their 
JBe^  as  if  it  were  a  quite  priceless  matter; 
grand  ultimatum,  and  heavenly  Constan- 
»*Banner  they  had  to  follow,  and  conquer 
T-— Thy  "  Fame  V*  Unhappy  mortal,  where 
>it  and  thou  both  be  in  some  fifty  years  ? 
npeare  himself  has  lasted  but  two  hun- 
;  Homer  (partly  by  accident")  three  thou- 
:  and  does  not  already  an  Eternity 
relc  every  Me  and  every  Thee?  (Jease, 
,  to  sit  feverishly  hatching  on  that "  Fame" 
line;  and  flapping,  and  shrieking  with 
e  hisses,  like''  brood-goose  on  her  last  egg, 
aa  shall  or  dare  approach  it!  Quarrel 
nth  me,  hate  me  not,  my  Brother:  make 
\  Ihou  canst  of  thy  egg,  and  welcome :  God 
ra,  I  will  not  steal  it ;  I  believe  it  to  be 
>— Johnson,  for  his  part,  was  no  man  to 
ailed  **by  a  review;"  concerning  which 
er»  it  was  said  by  a  benevolent  person  : 
diy  author  can  be  reviewed  to  death,  let  it 
rith  all  convenient  despatch,  dmie,**  Juhu- 
thankfully  receives  any  word  spoken  in 
kTour;  is  nowise  disobliged  by  a  lampoon, 
will  look  at  it,  if  pointed  out  to  him,  and 
r  how  it  might  have  been  done  better :  the 
^D  itself  is  indeed  nothings  a  soap-bubble 
Best  moment,  will  become  a  drop  of  sour 
i;  but  in  the  meanwhile,  if  it  do  any  thing, 
i^ps  him  more  in  the  world's  eye,  and  the 
;  tmrgain  will  be  all  the  richer:  **8ir,  if 
ahoQld  cease  to  talk  of  me,  I  must  starve." 
■d  bean  and  understanding  head !  these 
■o  man,  not  even  a  man  of  Letters. 
baenrity,  however,  was,  in  Johnson's  case, 
Aer  a  light  or  heavy  evil,  likely  to  be  no 
9g  one.  He  is  animated  by  the  spirit  of  a 
workman,  resolute  to  do  his  work  well ; 
he  doei  his  work  well;  all  his  work,  that 
rriting,  that  of  livfng.  A  man  of  this 
Ip  is  unhappily  not  so  common  in  the 
iry  or  in  any  other  department  of  the 
d,  that  he  can  continue  always  unnoticed. 
low  degrees,  Johnson  emerges;  looming, 
at,  huge  and  dim  in  the  eye  of  an  observant 


few ;  at  last  disclosed,  in  his  real  proportions, 
to  the  eye  of  the  whole  world,  and  eneirclcMl 
with  a  **  lighten imbus"  of  glory,  so  that  whoso 
is  not  blind  must  and  shall  behold  him.  By 
slow  degrees,  we  said;  for  this  also  is  notable; 
slow  but  sure:  as  his  fame  waxes  not  by  ex- 
aggerated clamour  of  what  he  teems  to  be,  but 
by  better  and  belter  insight  of  what  he  i«,  so  it 
will  last  and  stand  wearing,  being  genuine. 
Thus  indeed  is  it  always,  or  nearly  always, 
with  true  fame.  The  heavenly  Luminary  ri^cs- 
amid  vapours:  star-gazers  enough  must  scan 
it,  with  critical  telescopes;  it  makes  no  blaz- 
ing, the  world  can  either  look  at  it,  or  forbear 
looking  at  it ;  not  till  after  a  time  and  times, 
does  its  celestial,  eternal  nature  become  indu- 
bitable. Pleasant,  on  the  other  hand,  is  the 
blazing  of  a  Tarbarrel ;  the  crowd  dance 
merrily  round  it,  with  loud  huzzaing,  universal 
ihree-times-three,  and,  like  Homer's  peasants, 
*^  bless  the  useful  light :"  but  unhappily  it  so 
soon  ends  in  darkness,  foul  choking  smoke, 
and  is  kicked  into  the  gutters,  a  nameless 
imbroglio  of  charred  staves,  pitch-cinders,  and 
vomitumerU  du  Diable  ! 

But  indeed,  from  the  old,  Johnson  has  enjoyed 
all  or  nearly  all  that  Fame  can  yield  any  man : 
the  respect,  the  obedience  of  those  that  are 
about  him  and  inferior  to  him  ;  of  those  whose 
opinion  alone  can  have  any  forcible  impres- 
sion on  him.  A  little  circle  gathers  round  the 
Wise  man ;  which  gradually  enlarges  as  the 
report  thereof  spreads,  and  more  can  come  to 
see,  and  to  believe ;  for  Wisdom  is  precious, 
and  of  irresistible  attraction  to  all.  "  An  in- 
spired-idiot," Goldsmith,  hangs  strangely  about 
him  ;  though,  as  Hawkins  says,  "  he  loved  not 
Johnson,  but  rather  envied  him  for  his  parts  ; 
and  once  entreated  a  friend  \(\  desist  from 
praising  him,  *for  in  doing  so,'  said  he,  *you 
harrow  up  my  very  soul !' "  Yet  on  the  whole, 
there  is  no  evil  in  the  "  gooseberr}'-fool ;"  but 
rather  much  good;  of  a  finer,  if  of  a  weaker, 
sort  than  Johnson's;  and  all  the  more  genuine 
that  he  himself  cou'd  never  become  rontriouM 
of  it, — though  unhappily  never  cease  aitentpting 
to  become  so:  the  Author  of  the  genuine  yirar 
of  lVake/ield\nil\  he,  will  he\  must  needs  fly 
towards  such  a  mass  of  genuine  Manhood; 
and  Dr.  Minor  keep  gyrating  round  Dr.  Major, 
alternately  attracted  and  repelled.  Then  there 
is  the  chivalrous  Topham  Beauclerk,  with' his 
sharp  wit,  and  gallant,  courtly  ways:  there  is 
Bennet  Langton,  an  orthodox  gentleman,  and 
worthy ;  though  Johnson  once  laughed,  louder 
almost  than  mortal,  at  his  last  will  and  testap 
ment;  and  *'  could  not  stop  his  merriment,  but 
continued  it  all  the  way  till  he  got  without  the 
Temple-gale;  then  burst  into  such  a  fit  of 
laughter  that  he  appeared  to  be  almost  in  a 
convulsion ;  and,  in  order  to  support  himself, 
laid  hold  of  one  of  the  posts  at  the  side  of  the 
foot-pavement,  and  sent  forth  peals  so  loud 
that,  in  the  silence  of  the  night,  his  voice 
seemed  to  resound  from  Temple-bar  to  Flcei- 
ditch !"  Lastly  comes  his  solid-thinking,  solid- 
feeding  Thrale,  the  well-beloved  man;  with 
Thralia,  a  bright  papilionaceous  creature, 
whom  the-elephant  loved  to  plav  with,  and 
wave  to  and  fro  upon  his  trunk.  Not  to  speak 
of  a  reTcrent  Bozzy»  for  what  need  is  there 
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fkrthert — Qr  of  tli€  spiritail  Lnmiovia^  with 
tongoe  or  pen,  who  ^ade  th^  190  rfinarkable ; 
•or  vC  Highland  liMs  ^jnnlnng^^  fierce 
vs^v^kM^i  " Yovi" ^eftlth, Toetorlhons^ !" 
— Btil)  teft.of  JDo^*y  '^ch  as  that  poor  **  Mr.  F. 
Letris,"  .<4der  in  dati^^tf  whose  birth,  dMih, 
ftD^  ^hole  terrestrial  rt»  gnf^t  tbis  only,  and 
•tniige  e|ioii|{b  this  actually,  survives :  ''Sir, 
iia  lived  io  London,  and  hong. loose  upon 

^  society  f  ita/  Piivi  nommit  wml^a^^ 

In  hit  fifty-third  year,  he  is  heneficed^by  the 
royal  hooaty,  with  a  Pension  Cif  th^  fiondred 
poands.  feod  clamour  is  always  more  of  less 
insane^  bn'  probably  the  insanest  of  all  loud 
clamoun  li  the  eighteenth  cento ry,  was  this 
thai  wis  n^sed  about  JohrfiM>n's  Pension.  Men 
seal  to  be  lad  by  the  noses ;  but  in  reality,  it 
is  vf  the  eanf^s  some  ancient  slaves  were,' 

.  who  had  their  ears  bored ;  or  as  some  modem 
quadi'opeds  may  be,  whose  ears  are  long.  Very 
iklsely  was  it  said,  **  Names  do  not  change 
Things ;"  Names  do  change  Things ;  nay  for 
most  part  they  are  jhe  only  substance,  which 
mankind  can  discern  in  Things.  The  wliole 
sum  that  Johnson,  doring  the  remainiog  twenty- 
two  years  of  his  life,  dr^w  from  the  pnbKe 
Amds  of  England,  would  have  supported  some 
Supreme  Priest  for  about  hlilf  as  many  weeks; 
it  .amounts  very  nearly  to  the  revenue  of  our 
poorest  Chureh'-Overseer  for  one  twelvemonth. 
Of  secular  Administrators  of  Provinces,  and 
Horse-subduers,  and  Game-destroyers,  we  shall 
not  so  much  as  speak:  but  who  were  the 
Primates  of  England,  and  the  Primates  of  all 
England,  doring  Johnson's  daysl  No  mail 
has  remembered.  Again,  is  the  Primate  of 
all  England  something,  or  is  he  nothing? 
If  something,  then  what  but  the  man  who, 
in  the  supreme  degree,  teaches  and  spiritu- 
ally edifies,  and  leads  towards  Heaven  by 
guiding  wisely  through  the  Earth,  the  living 
souls  that  inhabit  England?  We  touch  here 
upon  deep  matters ;  which  but  remotely  con- 
cern us,  and  might  lead  us  into  still  deeper : 
clear,  in  the  meanwhile,  it  is  that  the  true 
Spiritual  Edifier  and  Soul's-Father  of  all  Eng- 
land was,  and  till  very  lately  continued  to  be, 
the  man  named  Samuel  Johnson, — whom  this 
scot-and-lot-paying  world  cackled  reproachfully 
io  see  remunerated  like  a  Supervisor  of  Excise ! 
If  Destiny  had  beaten  hard  on  poor  Samuel, 
and  did  never  cease  to  visit  him  too  roughly, 
yet  the  last  section  of  his  Life  might  be  pro- 
nounced victorious,  and  on  the  whole  happy.  He 
was  not  Idle;  but  now  no  longer  goaded  on  by 
want;  the  light  which  had  shone  irradiating  the 
dark  haunts  of  Poverty,  now  illuminates  the 
circles  of  Wealth,  of  a  certain  culture  and  ele- 
gant intelligence ;  he  who  had  once  been  ad- 
mitted to  speak  with  Edmund  Cave  and  To- 
bacco Browne,  now  admits  a  Reynolds  and  a 
Burke  to  speak  with  him.  Loving  friends  are 
there ;  Listeners,  even  Answerers :  the  fruit 
of  his  long  labours  lies  round  him  in  fair 
legible  Writings,  of  Philosophy,  Eloquence, 
Morality,  Philology ;  some  excellent,  all  worthy 
and  genuine  Works ;  for  which,  too,  a  deep, 
earnest  murmur  of  thanks  reaches  him  from 
all  ends  of  his  Fatherland.  Nay»  there  are 
works  of  Ooodness,  of  undying  Mercy,  which 
«ven  he  has   possessed  the    power   to  do: 


'•What  I  gave  I  htTs;  wbat  IsfcMlW! 
Early  friends  had  long  sank  inio  Ike 
yet  in  his  soul  they  ever  lived,  flvsh 
with  soft  pious  breathings  towanbdAI 
without  a  still  hope  of  one  day  mectisf  1 
again  in  purer  union.    Such- 
Life :  the  victorious  Battle  of  a  fl«c^ 
Man.    Fioflfar  Jie  died  the  death  of  ik 
and  true :  aoark  cloud  of  Death,  solea%i 
not  untitfged  with  haloev  of  immoffiA 
"  took  him  away,**  and  oor  eyes  ooaM  ao  I 
behold  him ;  but  can  still  behold  the  tfmj 
impress  of  his  eoorageous,  honest  sf 
legible  in  the  World's  Business, 
he  walked  and  was. 

To  estimate  the  quantity  of  Woik  OsiJ 
son  performed,  how  much  poorer  tibe 
were  had  it  wanted  him,  can,  as  ia  si 
cases,  never  be  accurately  dcnie; 
after  some  longer  space,-  ht 
done.  All  work  is  as' seed  sown;  it 
and  spreads,  and  sows  itself  anew,  sail 
endhsss  palingenesia,  lives  and  .wsdi.' 
Johnson's  Writings, good  and  solid,  all 
profitable  as  they  «re,  we  have  alreaifi 
bis  Lift  and  Conveii|atiaB«s  superior, 
one  and  by  the  other,  whi^ttiUl  eempUi ' 
eifects  hsve  been  produced.  s»d  are  sl^i 
into  deep  Time,  producing] 

80  much,  however,  we  can  aheadyfes;] 
now  some  three  quaners  of  aeeitny 
Johnson  has  been  the  Prophet  of  Ike 
the  man  by  whose  light  the  English 
in  pubh'c  and  in  private,  more  than  If  i 
other   man's,  have    guided    their  ei 
Higher  light  than  that  immediately 
one ;  higher  virtue  than  an  boqest  Pin 
he  could  not  then  communicate;  mir 
could  they  have  received :  such  ligbU 
virtue,  however,  he  did  communicale. 
thread  this  labyrinthic  Time,  the  filln 
falling  Ruin  of  Times;  to  silence  raifl 
pies,  hold  firm  to  the  last  the  fragments  tf< 
Belief,  and  with  earnest  ejre  still  discern 
glimpses  of  a  true  path,  and  go  fonranli 
on,  *<  in  a  world  where  there  is  much  tobei 
and  little  to  be  known :"  this  is  wbtt 
Johnson,  by  act  and  word,  tanght  his 
what  his  nation  received  and  learned  of  I 
more  than  of  any  other.    We  can  view  I 
the  preserver  and  transmitter  of 
was  genuine  in  the  spirit  of  Toryisn; 
genuine  spirit,  it  is  now  becoming 
must  again  imbody  itself  in  all  new  fonsj 
Society,  be  what  they  may,  that  are  to 
and  have  continuance— elsewhere  tkn 
Paper.    The  laU  in  many  things,  JohnMi 
the  last  genuine  Tory;  the  lastof  Ea(" ' 
who,  with  strong  voice,  and  wholly- 
heart,  preached  the  Doctrine  of  Staodiif  < 
who,  without  selfishness  or  slavishsessi 
renc/ed  the  existing  Powers,  and  eooldi 
the  privileges  of  rank,  though  himself  poor,' 
lected,  and  plebeian;  who  had  hesrt4r 
ness  with  heart-hatred  of  cant,  was  oHh*- 
religioos  with  his  eyes  open ;  and  iailltt 
and  everywhere  spoke  out  in  plain  Kifl 
from  a  soul  wherein  Jesuitism  eoohliSi 
harboor,  and  with  the  front  Ibd  tone  sol ^1 
diplomatist  but  of  a 
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his  last  of  the  Tories  was  Johnson :  not 
ke,  as  is  often  said ;  Burke  was  essentially 
'hig,  and  only,  on  reaching  the  verge  of  the 
sm  towards  which  Whiggism  from  the  first 

inevitably  leading,  recoiled ;  and,  like  a  man 
ement  rather  than  earnest, a  resplendent far- 
ited  Rhetorician  rather  than  a  deep  sure 
oker,  recoiled  with  no  meirare,  convul- 
ly,  and  damaging  what  he  drove  hack 
I  him. 

I  a  world  which  exists  by  the  balance  of 
igonisms,  the  respective  merit  of  the  Con- 
aior  and  the  Innovator  must  ever  remain 
iteable.  Great,  in  the  meanwhile,  and  un- 
)ted,  for  both  sides,  is  the  merit  of  him  who, 

day  of  Change,  walks  wisely,  honestly. 
isoD*s  aim  was  in  itself  an  impossible  one; 
of  stemming  the  eternal  Flood  of  Time ; 
iutching  all  things,  and  anchoring  them 
1,  and  saying.  Move  not! — how  could  it,  or 
Id  it,  ever  have  success  *?     The  strongest 

can  but  retard  the  current  partially  and 
,  short  hour.  Yet  even  in  such  shortest 
Jation,  may  not  an  estimable  valae  lie?  If 
&Dd  has  escaped  the  blood-bath  of  a  French 
In  tion ;  and  may  yet,  in  virtue  of  this  delay 
f  ihc  experience  it  has  given,  work  out  her 
erance  calmly  into  a  new  Era,  let  Samuel 
son,  beyond  all  contemporary  or  succeed- 
len,  have  the  praise  for  it  We  said  above 
le  was  appointed  to  be  Ruler  of  the  British 
n  for  a  season :  whoso  will  look  beyond  the 
ce,  into  the  heart  of  the  world's  movements, 
Qnd  that  all  Pitt  Administrations,  and  Cen- 
tal Subsidies,  and  Waterloo  victories,  rest- 
i  the  possibility  of  making  England,  yet  a 
while,  Taryiiht  Loyal  to  the  Old;  and  this 
I  on  the  anterior  reality,  that  the  Wise  had 
1  such  Loyalty  still  practicable,  and  recom- 
table.  England  had  its  Hume,  as  France 
its  Voltaires  and  Djiderots ;  but  the  John- 
ras  peculiar  to  us. 


ask  now  by  what  endowment  it  mainly 
that  Johnson  realized  such  a  Life  for  him- 
Lod  others ;  what  quality  of  character  the 

phenomena  of  his  Life  may  be  most  na- 
ly  deduced  from,  and  his  other  qualities 

Daturally  subordinated  to,  in  ourcnncep- 
of  him,  perhaps  the  answer  were :  The 
ly  of  Courage,  of  Valour;  that  Johnson  was 
%ve  Man.  The  Courage  that  can  go  forth, 
and  away,  to  Chalk-Farm,  and  have  itself 

and  snuffed  out,  with  decency,  is  nowise 
ly  what  we  mean  here.  Such  Courage 
Ddeed  esteem  an  exceeding  small  matter; 
ble  of  coexisting  with  a  life  full  of  false- 
•  feebleness,  poltroonery,  and  despicabiliiy. 

oAener  it  is  Cowardice  rather  that  pro- 
s  the  result :  for  consider,  Is  the  Chalk- 
n  Pistoleer  inspired  with  any  reasonable 
tt  and  Determination  ;  or  is  he  hounded  on 
aggard,  indefinable  Fear, — how  he  will  be 
It  public  places,  and  "  plucked  geese  of  the 
Ihbourhood"  will  wag  their  tongues  at  him 
Ucked  goose  1  If  he  go  then,  and  be  shot 
bout  shrieking,  or  audible  uproar,  it  is  well 
him :  nevertheless  there  is  nothing  amazing 
L  Courage  to  manage  all  this  has  not  per- 
»s  been  denied  to  any  man,  or  to  any  woman, 
u,  do  not  recmiling  sergeants  dram  through 
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the  streetft  of  manufacturing  towns,  and  collect 
ragged  levels  enongh;  every  one  of  whom,  if 
once  dressed  in  red.  and  trained  a  little,  will  re- 
ceive fire  cheerfully  fi»r  the  small  sniil  nf  one 
shilling  per  dicm^  and  have  the  foul  blown  out 
of  him  at  last,  with  perfect  propriety.  The 
Courage  that  dares  only  ^V,  is  on  the  whole  no 
sublime  affair;  necessary  indeed,  yet  univer- 
sal :  pitiful  when  it  begins  to  parade  itself.  On 
this  Globe  of  onrs,  there  are  some  thirty-six 
persons  that  manifest  it,  seldom  with  the  small- 
est failnre,  during  every  second  of  time.  Nay 
look  at  Newgate:  do  not  the  oilheourings  of 
Creation,  when  condemned  to  the  gaQows,  as 
if  they  were  not  men  but  vermin,  walkthither 
with  decency,  and  even  to  the  scowls  and  hoot- 
ings  of  the  whole  Universe  give  their  stern  good- 
night in  silence?  What  is  to  be  undergone 
only  once,  we  may  undergo;  what  must  be, 
comes  almost  of  its  own  accord.  Considered 
as  Duelist,  what  a  poor  figure  does  the  fiercest 
Irish  Whiskeraudo  make,  compared  with  any 
English  Game-cock,  such  as  you  may  buy  for 
fifleen-pence ! 

The  Courage  wc  desire  and  prize  is  not  the 
Courage  to  die  decently,  but  to  live  manfully. 
This,  when  by  God\s  grace  it  has  been  given, 
lies  deep  in  the  soul;  like  genial  heat,  fosters 
all  other  virtues  and  gifts;  without  it  they 
could  not  live.  In  spite  of  our  innumerable 
Waterloos  and  Peterloos,  and  such  campaign- 
ing as  there  has  been,  this  Courage  we  allude 
to,  and  call  the  only  true  one,  is  perhaps  rarer 
in  these  last  ages,  than  it  has  been  in  any 
other  since  the  Saxon  Invasion  under  Hcngist. 
Altogether  extinct  it  can  never  be  among  men ; 
otherwise  the  species  Man  were  no  longer  for 
this  world :  here  and  there,  in  all  times,  under 
various  guises,  men  are  sent  hither  not  only 
to  demonstrate  but  exhibit  it,  and  testify,  as 
from  heart  to  heart,  that  it  is  still  possible, 
still  practicable. 

Johnson,  in  the  eighteenth  century,  and  as 
Man  of  Letters,  was  one  ctf  such ;  and,  in  good 
truth.  "  the  bravest  of  the  brave."  What  mortal 
could  have  more  to  war  with?  Yet,  as  we 
saw,  he  yielded  not,  faltered  not;  he  fought, 
and  even,  such  was  his  blessedness,  prevailed. 
Whoso  will  understand  what  it  is  to  have  a 
man*s  heart,  may  find  that,  since  the  time  of 
John  Milton,  no  braver  heart  had  beat  in  any 
English  bosom  than  Samuel  Johnson  now 
bore.  Observe  too  that  he  never  called  him* 
self  brave,  never  felj  himself  to  be  so ;  the 
more  completely  wn»  so.  No  Giant  Despair, 
no  Golgotha-Death-dance  or  Sorcerer's-Sab- 
bath  of  "Literary  Life  in  London,"  appals  this 
pilgrim;  he  works  resolutely  for  deliverance; 
in  still  defiance,  steps  stoutly  along.  The  thing 
that  is  given  him  to  do  he  can  make  himself  do ; 
what  is  to  be  endured  he  can  endure  in  silence. 

How  the  great  soul  of  old  Samuel,  consum- 
ing daily  his  own  bitter  unalleviable  allotment 
of  misery  and  toil,  shows  beside  the  poor  tlimsy 
little  soul  of  young  Boswell;  one  day  flaunting 
in  the  ring  of  vanity,  tarrying  by  the  wine-cup, 
and  crying.  Aha,  the  wine  is  red;  the  neit 
day  deploring  his  downpressed,  night-shaded, 
quite  poor  estate;  and  thinking  it  unkind 
.  that  the  whole  movement  of  the  Univente 
I  sboold  go  OS,  while  hi»  digestive-apparatus  ha4 
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tUfflfp^t  We  reckon  Johnson's  ** lalent^f  si- 
iener*  to  be  among  his  great  and  toQ  rare  gifts. 
WhifB  there  is  aouthg  farther  to  be  dpne,  there 
•haH  itfhing  fartherfie  sais :  like  hiipw.n  poor 
blind  Welihwoqian,  he  accomplished  sobe- 
whatrABd  alstf^^ndaredAAy  years  of  wretc^ed- 
MSB  witl^  ii9shake4  fonitude."  How  grim  wa9 
Lifeto.him;  a  sick  Prison*hoase  andDonbt- 
ing-castle!  **His  great  business,"  he  would 
profess,  **  was  to  escape  from  himself.**  Yet 
towards  all  this  he  has  taken  his  position  and 
Rsolution ;  ci^n  dismiss  it  all  **  with  frigid  m- 
4itrerence«^^Ting  little  to  hope  or  to  ftar." 
Friends  aivffnpid  and  pusillanimotisand  parsi- 
nonioiA ;  "  wearied  or  his  stay,  yet  offended  at 
hit  departure :"  it  is  the  manner  of  the  world. 
**Br  popular , delusion /'  remarks  be  with  a 
gi^bntie  cal||iless,  **  illiterate  writers  will  rise' 
fiito  renownr'' it  is  portion  of  the  History  of 
'  BngUab  Literature;  a  perennial  thing,  this 
■am^  popular  delusion  ;  and  will — alter  the 
ehar^cter  of  the  Language. 
Closely  connected  with  this  quality  of  Valour, 

grtly  as  springing  from  it,  partly  as  protected 
it,  are  the  more  recognisable  qualities  of 
ntbfblness  in  word  and  thought,  and  Hones- 
Sr  in  action.    There  is  a  reciprocity  of  in- 
uence  here :  for  as  the  realizing  of  Tmthfhl- 
ness  and  Honesty  is  the  Life-light  and  grtat 
aim  of  Valour*  so  without  Valour  they  cannot, 
in  anjrwise,  be  realized.    Now,  in  spite  of  all 
practical  shortcomings,  no  one  that  sees  into 
Oe  significance  of  Johnson,  will  say  that  his 
prime  object  was  not  Truth.    In  conrersation, 
doubtless,  you  may  obsenre  him,  on  occasion, 
fighting  as  if  for  victory ; — and  must  pardon 
these  ebulliences  of  a  careless  hour,  which 
were  not  without  temptation  and  provocation. 
Remark  likewise  two  things;  that  such  prize- 
arguings  were  ever  on  merely  superficial  debat- 
able questions ;  and  then  that  they  were  argued 
generally   by  the    fair    laws    of  battle,  and 
logic-fence,  by  one  cunning  in  that  same.     If 
their  purpose  was  excusable,  their  efiect  was 
harmless,  perhaps  beneficial :  that  of  taming 
nnisy  mediocrity,  and  showing  it  another  side 
of  a  debatable  matter ;  to  see  bo  h  sides  of 
which  wa;:,  for  the  first  time,  to  see  the  Truth 
of  it    In  his  Writings  themselves,  are  errors 
enough,  crabbed  prepossessions  enough,  yet 
these  also  of  a  quite  extraneous  and  accidental 
nature;  nowhere  a  wilful  shotting  of  the  eyes 
to  the  Truth.    Nay,  is  there  not  everywhere 
a  heartfelt  discernment,  singular,  almost  ad- 
mirable, if  we  consider  through  what  confused 
conflicting  lights  and  hallucinations  it  had  to 
be  attained,  of  the  highest  everlasting  Truth, 
and  beginning  of  all  Troths:  this,  namely,  that 
man  is  ever,  and  even  in  the  age  of  Wilkes 
and  Whitfield,  a  Revelation  of  God  to  roan ; 
and  lives,  moves,  and  has  his  being  in  Truth 
only;  is  either  true,  or,  in  strict  speech,  U  not 
atain 

Quite  spotless,  on  the  other  hand,  is  John- 
8on*s  love  of  Truth,  if  we  look  at  it  as  ex- 

Eressed  in  Practice,  as  what  we  have  named 
[onesty  of  action.  "Clear  your  mind  of  Cant ;" 
eleur  it,  throw  Cant  utterly  away :  such  was 
his  emphatic,  repeated  prer ept ;  and  did  not  he 
himself  faithfully  conform  to  it?  The  Life  of 
this  man  has  been,  as  it  were,  turned  inside  1 
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out,  and  examined  with 
and  foe ;  yet  was  thf  re  iio' 
His  Doings  and  WritiajpsreiMifiiHl 
formanm :  you  m^y  wtij^  thnoTiB  tie  li 
and  they  will  stand  weif^t'  Votiiliiii 
sentence  is  dishonestly  done,  is  ote 
pretends  to  be.    Alaa !  and  he  wme  iKi 
of  inward  inspiration,  but  to  em  lub 
and  with  thjfgrand  perennial  tide  of*] 
delusion"  flowing  by;  in  wboie 
nevertheless  refused  to  fish,  to 
oyster-betls  the  dire  was  too  moi 
Observe,  again,  with  what  innate 
Cant,  he  takes  for  himself,  and  offnstoi 
the  lowest  possible  view  of  his  bii£icsi|! 
he  followed  with  stich  nobleness, 
writing  he  had  none,  as  he  often  afli] 
money;  and  yet  he  wrote  m,    Itfolhei  ' 
ofPoetic  Art  be  indeed  never  rote;  tell 
no  ideal  without  him  svowing  Mt^\ 
work:  the  nobler  Ws  that  ua 
which  lay  within  him,  and  commauMi 
Work  out  thy  Artisanahip  in  the  s^ 
Artist!    They  who  talk  loadest  aboMf 
nity  of  Art,  and  fiuicy  that  they  too  aie . 
guild-brethren,  and  oftheCelmalir-lal 
consider  well  what  manner  dpm  (feii^ 
who  felt  himself  to  be  onljjl|,liired  dai 
A  labourer  that  was  wordij  of  hit 
has  laboured  not  as  an  eyie-iierftti,  bMi 
found  faithful!  Neidier  was  jphnaoa n 
days  perhaps  wholly  a  viuque.    Itej 
when,  for  money,  yoa  mogfat  have  wm:' 
needed  not,  in  all' departments.  v>  ihiki^ 
Epic  Poem,  in  that  <nthe  BlaekiBg* 
rest  content  with  the  mere  jiiiiMiin 
had  ware.    It  was  a  happier  time.   Bitii] 
the  seventh  Apocalyptic  Bladder  (of  T 
had  not  been  rent  open, — to.wfairiand^i 
in  a  West-Indian  Tornado,  all  earthlfi 
and  things  into  wreck,  and  dust,  and 
mation, — and  regeneration.  Be  it  qoicklj,] 
it  must  be ! — 

That  Mercy  can  dwell  only  with  Vil 
an  old  sentiment  or  proposition;  whn 
Johnson,  again  receives  confinnatios. 
men  on  record  have  had  a  more  mrrciftl.1 
derly  affectionate  nature  than  old  SafflUcL^ 
was  called  the  Bear;  and  did  indeed  too  i' 
look,  and  roar,  like  one ;  being  forced  to 
his  own  defence:  yet  within  that  shi^j 
terior  of  his,  there  beat  a  heart  wara 
mother's,  soA  as  a  little  child's.  Najj 
ly,  his  very  roaring  was  but  the  infii 
affection :  the  rage  of  a  Bear,  if  yoo  vitti[ 
of  a  Bear  bereaved  of  her  whelps.  IWk 
Religion,  glance  at  the  Church  of  Enf'"^ 
the  Divine  Right;  and  he  was  apoa 
These  things  were  his  Symbols  of  all  tbiA\ 
good,  and  precious  for  men ;  his  very  "  ^ 
the  Covenant:  whoso  laid  hand  oo  then < 
asunder  his  heart  of  hearts.  Not  oat  of  I 
to  the  opponent,  but  of  love  to  the  thin^oj 
did  Johnson  grow  cruel,  fiercely  costr 
this  is  an  important  distinction ;  nfTcr' 
forgotten  in  our  censure  of  his  conversrt 
outrages.  But  observe  also  with  »Wt-:^ 
manity,  what  openness  of  love,  heciBi«*j 
himself  to  all  things:  to  a  blind  old  v<^BtMl 
a  Doctor  Leveit,  to  a  Cat  •'Hodgf"  **] 
thonghta  in  the  latter  part  of  his  liie  ^\ 


BOSWELL'S  LIFi:  OF  JOKHSON. 


atiy  employed  on  bis  deceased  friends ; 

:fl  mallereddieseorsacb-likcseuuiices^ 

_     aan '.  »nd   iben   hi-   died."     How   be 

Mly  converts  his  poor  bume  lalo  a  Lhzs- 

nt   endures,  for  king  years,  ihe  conliodic- 

'  t  niserable  and  unreascniable;  wiih 

»  uncuiinecled,  lave  ihal  Ihe;  had  do  olh«r 

»  yield   ihcm   refuge  1     Geoeraas   old   man! 

VurMly  possession  he  has  laile;  yet  ot  this 

iffs  freely ;  tt<im   his  own   hard-earneil 

IK.    tlie    half'peoce    for   Ihe   poor,   ifaMl 

e>l   his  comiofi  oui,"  »re  not  wiihbeld: 

3><r  "  waited  liie  cuming  oai"  of  one  not 

so  |ioor!    A  Sierac  can  wrile  senlimpnt- 

iUtirs   on  Dead  Asses;  Jobaion  has  a  rough  '  pusbible 

i   but  he  finds  the  vrelched  Daugbier  of  ' 

pKe    fallen  doim  in  the  Mreets;  carries  her 

D  shiiulden,  and  like  a  good 

i   helfi   to   the    help-neediDg. 

rrhy  ..r  unwonhy.    Ought  nolCharily.even 

[that  sense,  10  cover  a  mnliilude  of  Bins  T 

Penny-a-weell  Commillee-Lady,  no  man- 

■r  of  Soup-Kiiehens,  dancer  al  Charily  Balls, 

»  ^hl^  rugged,  sle  m- visa  ged  man;  but  where, 

^  &U   England,  could  there  have  been  found 

«ther  soul  so  fall  of  Pily.  a  hand  so  heaven- 

ous  as  lysl     The  widow's  mile,  we 

grealer  ihan  a)I  the  other  gifts. 

it  is  this  divine  feeliug  of  AlTectiun. 

■nanifesiEdi  lhai  principally  al  tracts 

towards  Johnson.    A  irue  broiher  of  men 

filial  loverof  the  Earth;  who, with 

II  spots  of  Ailachment, "  where  lives 

*"  some  loved  oue,"  has   beautified 

■olitary  Earth  into  a  peopled  gar- 

iSeld,   with   its   mostly  dull   and 

{■biiatiis,  is  lo  the  last  one  of  the 

,  itieis  fur  him  :  Saitt  magna  jmrmi!     Or 
Iboie  Letters  on  his  Mother's  death :  what 
itune  solemn  grief  and  pity  lies  recorded 
loiibing  back  into  the  Past,  unspeak- 
aoamrul,  antpFakably  tender.    And  jet 
';  for  he  must  now  act. not  hioki 
I  veoeraied   Mother   has  been  taken   from 
^f  bat  he  must  now  write  a  Rauiliir  to  de- 
li her  interment!     Again  in  this  liule  inci- 
lt>  recanted  in  his  Bookof  Devotion,  are  not 
\  lonea  uf  tacred   Sorrow   and  Greatness 
n  many  a  blank-verse  Tragedy  ; 
UMleed,  X  the  fifth  act  of  a  Tragedy"  (though 
■cd)  does  ■■  lie  in  every  death-bed,  were 
tuanl'i,  and  uf  straw  ;" 
kanday,  October  18,  ITST.     Yesterday,  at 
rat  lea  in  the  morning.  I  took  my  leave  for 
»  of  my  dear  old  friend.  Catherine  Cham- 
)  live  with  my  mother  about 
h  and  has  been  but  little  parted  from  us 
"'     '      '  d  my  falher,  my  broiher,  and 
is  now  fifty-eight  years  old. 
[^I  deaired  all  to  withdraw;  (hen  tuld  her 
■re  to  pan  for  ever;  that  as  Chris- 
sbould  pari  with  prayer;  and  that 
ICwanM.  if  she  was  willine.  say  a  nhort  prayer 
lidcher.    She  ei  pressed  great  desire  to  hear 
;  and  held  op  her  poor  hands  as  she  lay  in 
I,  with  great  fervour,  while  1  prayed  kneel- 

i.  "l  then  killed  her.    She  tntd  me  that  to  part 
■  the  grealeil  (lain  she  had  ever  felt,  and 
it  nbe  hoptd  we  slinuld  meei  again  in  a  bet- 
I  expresied  with  swelled  eyes,  and 


same  hdJd^^B 
nope,  to  mMf        V 


grral  emntiun  of  teudeinssi,  the  same  b 
We  kissed  and  parted;  1  humbly  hope,  ti 
again,  and  to  part  no  tnore." 

Tears  trickling  down  the  granite  meli:  a 
soft  swell  of  Pity  tprings  iKtOiiu  !  Still  more 
tragical  is  this  other  acone:  '^JohnsoB  inni' 
tinned  that  be  could  not  in  general  accuse 
himself  of  having  been  an  iinduiintl  ana. 
"Once  indeed,"  said  he.  "1  was  disobedtenl! 
I  refused  to  alleud  my  father  lo  Ultoxeler  mar- 
kei.  Pride  was  ihe  source  of  thai  refusal,  awl 
the  remembrance  of  tt  was  painful-  A  few 
years  ago  I  desired  to  alone  fur  this  fbult." — 
by  what  meihml  T— What  method  was  now 
"'  *  Hear  it;  the  word*  .tte  again  giv«a 
as  Dis  own.  though  here  evidently  by  a  leas 
capable  reporter: 

"  Madam,  I  beg  your  pardon  Ibr  the  abmpl- 
ness  of  my  departure  in  Ihe  morning,  but  I 
was  cumpellud  lo  do  it  by  eouscienc<.  Filtf 
years  ago.  Madam,  ou  this  day.  t  dotnmilted  a 
breach  of  filial  piety.  My  father  had  been  in 
the  habit  of  attending  Uitowier  market,  aoft 
opening  a  ilalt  there  fur  the  sale  of  his  Books. 
Confined  by  indisposition,  he  desired  mc,  dial 
day,  to  go  and  attend  the  stall  in  his  place- 
My  pride  prevented  me;  1  gave  my  father  a 
refusal. — And  now  lo-day  I  have  been  at  Ut- 
toieter;  I  went  into  the  market,  at  tha  time  of 
business,  uncovered  my  head,  and  stood  wilb 
it  bare,  for  an  hoar,  on  the  spot  where  mr 
father's  stall  used  to  stand.  In  contrition  1 
stood,  and  I  hope  the  penance  was  eipiatary." 

Who  does  not  figure  to  himself  i)jis  ■peot>' 
cle,  amid  the  "  rainy  weather,  and  the  sneen,*' 
or  wonder,  "of  Ihe  by-s landers  1"  The  iim' 
mory  of  old  Michael  Johnson,  rising  from  the 
far  distance ;  sad-beckoning  in  the  "  moonlight 
of  memory:"  how  he  hod  toiled  (liitbruily 
hither  and  thither ;  patiently  among  the  lowest 
of  Ihe  low;  been  bufletied  and  beaten  down, 
yet  ever  risen  again,  ever  tried  it  anew — And 
oh !  when  the  wearied  old  man,  as  Bookseller, 
or  Uawker.  or  Tinker,  or  wbaisoefer  it  wad 
that  Pale  had  reduced  him  lo,  begged  help  of 
llin  for  one  dayr— how  savage,  diabntlc,  wa*' 
that  mean  Vanity,  which  answered,  No!  He 
sleeps  now;  after  life's  fitful  fever,  he  sleep*; 
but  thou,  O  Merciless,  how  now  wilt  Iboii  atiU 
the  sting  of  that  remembrance  !—'JV  pteiqrc 
of  Samuel  Johnson  suinding  bareheaded  in  tb« 
market  there,  is  one  of  the  grandest  and  aaddeu 
we  can  paint.  "Repentance!  Repentance t" 
he  proclaims,  as  with  passionate  sobs: — bM 
only  to  the  ear  of  Heaven,  if  Heaven  will  give 
him  andiencc:  the  earthly  ear,  and  heart,  that 
should  have  heard  it,  are  now  cloaed,  imra- 

That  this  ao  keen-Wing,  sofl-irembliag 
Afleclionatenesi,  the  inmost  essence  of  hia 
bemg,  must  have  looked  forth,  in  one  form  or 
another,  through  Johnson's  whole  charaeier, 
practical  and  intellectual,  modifying  both,  lit 
not  to  be  duubted.  Yet  through  what  singular 
dihtonions  and  superstitions,  moping  melan- 
cholies, blind  habits,  whims  about  "enienng 
wilh  ihe  riffht  P'Ot,"  and  "  t.iuching  every  prart  . 
as  he  walked  nlon^:"  and  all  the  other  mad 
with  iiun-clear 


nily.— m 


e  ed  foi 

I  that 
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Itohtd  fbrdi;  anrecognisable  to  mil  bat  the 
■ott  obteiTftDt !  Aecordingly  it  was  not  re- 
0OKnised ;  Jobmaon  passed  not  for  a  fine  nature, 
•tat  for  a  dall,  almost  bmtal  ooe.  Might  not, 
Ibr  eimmple.  the  firsl^lhiit  of  sach  a  Loving- 
lieas,.coapt^  with  his  qoicb  Insight,  hare 
been  expected  to  be  a  peculiarly  conrteoas 
demeauonr  as  man  among  meni  ki  John- 
•od's  **  Politeness,"  which  he  oflen,  to  the 
wonder  of  some,  asserted  to  be  great,  there  was 
indeed  somewhat  that  needed  explanation, 
nevertheless,  if  he  insisted  always  on  handing 
lady-Fisitora  to  their  carriage ;  though  with  the 
^•rtaioty  of  collecting  a  mob  of  gazers  in  Fleet 
Street^ — as  might  well  be,  the  beau  having  on, 
by  way  of  court  dress,  **  his  rusty  brown  mom- 
iof  suit,  a  pair  of  old  shoes  for  slippers,  a  little 
■brlvelled  wl|r  sticking  on  the  top  of  his  head, 
and  the  sleeves  of  his  shirt  and  the  knees  of 
Ui  bieecbes  hanging  loose  :^-^in  all  this  we 
Mn  aee  the  spirit  of  true  Politeness,  only 
ablning  througn  a  strange  medium.  Thus 
l^fain,  in  his  api^rtments,  at  one  time,  there 
vers  unfortunately  no  chairs.  **  A  gentleman 
jwlio  frequently  visited  him  whilst  writing  bis 
JUbrv,  constantly  found  him  at  his  desk,  sitting 
%pa  one  with  three  legs;  and  on  rising  from  it, 
lie  renwriced  that  Johnson  never  forgot  its 
delbet ;  but  would  either  hold  it  in  his  hand,  or 
place  it  with  great  composure  against  some 
'feQppoTi  I  taking  no  notice  of  its  imperfection 
to  us  visitor,'*— who  meanwhile,  ife  supposte, 
tat  upon  folios,  or  in  the  sartorial  mhion. 
*It  was  remarkable  in  Johnson,*  continues 
Miss  Reynolds,  ("Rerniy  dear,")  «<that  no  ex- 
ternal circumstances  ever  prompted  him  to 
make  any  apology,  or  to  seem  even  sensible 
cf  their  existence.  Whether  this  was  the 
effect  of  philosophic  pride,  or  of  some  partial 
notion  of  his  respecting  hig^h  breeding,  is  doubt- 
ful." That  it  wu,  for  one  thing,  the  eflect  of 
genuine  Politeness,  is  nowise  doubtful.  Not  of 
the  Pharisaical  Brummellian  Politeness,  which 
would  suffer  cracifixion  rather  than  ask  twice 
for  soup:  but  the  noble  universal  Politeness 
of  a  man,  that  knows  the  dignity  of  men,  and 
•ftels  his  own ;  such  as  may  be  seen  in  the 
.patriarchial  bearing  of  an  Indian  Sachem; 
juch  as  Johnson  himself  exhibited,  when  a 
sudden  ohance  brought  him  into  dialogue  with 
)iis  King.  To  us,  with  our  view  of  the  man, 
it  nowise  appears  "strange"  that  he  should 
bave  boasted  himself  canning  in  the  laws  of 
Politeness;  nor  ''stranger  still,"  habitually 
attentive  to  practise  them. 

More  legibly  Ls  this  influence  of  the  Loving 
heart  to  be  traced  in  his  intellectual  character. 
i¥hat,  indeed,  is  the  beginning  of  intellect,  the 
first  inducement  to  the  exercise  thereof,  but 
attraction  towards  somewhat,  nffertion  for  it? 
Thus  too,  who  ever  saw,  or  will  sec,  any  true 
talent,  not  to  speak  of  genius,  the  foundation 
of  which  is  not  go<idness,  love  1  From  John- 
son's strength  of  Affection,  wc  deduce  many 
of  his  intellectaal  peculiariiies;  especially  fhat 
Ibreatening  array  of  perversions,  known  under  i 
the  name  of  **  Johnson's  Prejudices."  Looking 
well  into  the  root  from  which  these  sprung,  we 
have  long  ceased  to  view  them  with  hostility, 
ran  pardon  and  reverently  pity  them.  Con- 
sider with  what  force  early-imbibed  opinions  < 


most  have  citing  to  n  sonl  of  ttiS: 
Those  evil-fitm«l  Prejndiees 
Jacobitism,  Church-of-BngUndisa 
the  Scotch,  belief  in  Witches, 
what  were  they  but  the  ordini 
well-doing,  well-meaning  proviaeu^ 
men  in  that  day?  First  galbe^^-Sf^' 
Father's  hearth ;  round  the  kin*-  ^  « 
fires"  of  native  Staffordshire;  thc^^^^ 
his  growth  and  strengthened  with  ^"^j»^ 
they  were  hallowed  by  fondest  saer-^^ 
tions :  to  part  with  them  was  nart3ff^j^5? 
heart's  bl<K>d.  If  the  man  who  baft  nog^Jl 
of  Affection,  strength  of  Belief,  hav»  aotuS, 
of  Prejudice,  let  him  th^k  HearvaiSr^r 
to  himself  take  small  thanks. 

Melancholy  it  was,  indeed,  tbnf  Af 
Johnson  could  not  work  himself  Insti 
these  adhesions;  that  he  could  oslf 
them,  and  wear  tbem  with  sonw 
Tet  let  us  understand  how  they  grnrM|l 
the  very  centre  of  his  beinp^ :  a^,  mm 
how  tbey  came  to  cohere  in  hia  vML 
formed  Uie  business  aad  worth  ofUi"' 
sum  of  his  whole  Spiritnal  Eadearoir. 
is  on  the  same  ground  that  he  beotmt' 
out  an  Edifier  and  Bepairar,  nol^  ai  A 
of  his  make  were,  a  Pnller^own;  thitbi 
of  nniversid  Skepticism,  Bnglaad  «• 
produce  its  Believer.    Mark  loohii 
even  here ;  while  a  Dr.  Adans,  wtt 
surprise,  asks,  "Have  we  npt  evideoeei 
of  the  sonl's  immortality  i^    Johana  i 
'Twish  for  more."    But  the  tradi  ii,fii 
judice,  as  in  all  things,  Johnson  was  A(e 
duct  of  England ;  one  of  those  ifoti 
whose  limbs  were  made  in  England:  alt^ltj 
last  of  such  Invincibles,  their  day  being  MV] 
done !    His  culture  is  wholly  English;  tititi  ^ 
of  a  Thinker  but  of  a  "  Scholar:"  his  ioWi 
are  wholly  English ;  he  sees  and  koovs  i^j 
thing  but  England;  he   is  the  John  Btll4| 
Spiritual  Europe:  let  him  live, love  hiin,ii» 
was  and  could  not  but  be!    Pitiable  it i«»*j 
doubt,  that  a  Samuel  Johnson  mn!«t  corfiVj 
Home's  irreligious  Philosophy  by  sope'^Jj 
from  a  Clergyman  of  the  Bishopric  of^ 
ham;"  should  see  nothing;  in  the  freat' 
erick  but  "Voltaire's  lackey ;"  in  Voltaire  I 
self  but  a  man  anerrimi  ingeniit  paucann  fi^ j 
rum:  in  Rousseau  but  one  worthy  to  be  ha^lj 
and  in  the  universal,  long-prepared.  iDefiBw! 
Tendency  of  European  Thought  but  a?^| 
sick  milkmaid's  crotchet  of  (for  varietj''-*'«>''J'j 
-milking  the  Bull."    Our  good,  dearJotalJ 
Observe  too  what  it  is  that  he  sees  in  ihe«? 
of  Paris :  no  feeblest  glimpse  of  those  V^^, 
berts  and  Diderots,  or  of  the  strange  q'i^»o^l 
able  work  they  did ;  solely  some  Bened w| 
Priests,  to  talk  kitchen-latin  with  themat"^ 
Edi  i'mcB  Prinripft,     "  Mot^shftr  Iftrnf^fo* 
— Our  dear,  foolish  John ;  yet  is  there  a*" 
heart  within  him !— Pitiable  all  these  M\ 
were,  we  say;  yet  nowise  inexcusable;  a  J*! 
basis  or  as  foil  to  much  else  that  was  JP ** 
son',  almost  venerable.    Oni?hl  we  "'^.j'J* 
to  honour  Ene;land,  and  English  In^tiB^  ^ 
and  Way  of  Life,  that  they  conld  slill  ♦ij  ] 
such  a  man;  could  furnish  him  in  be*rti|* 
head  to  be  a  Samnel  Johnson,  and  TettoJJ 
them,  and  unyieldingly  fight  for  theal  "■* 
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I  vigour  must  such  Institntions 
I,  when,  in  the  middle  of  the 
tury,  there  was  still  enough  lef^ 
i! 

)f  note  that,  in  our  little  British 
^rand  Antagonisms  of  Europe 
3od  imbodied,  under  their  very 
tration,  in  two  men  produced 

among  ourselves.  Samuel 
)avid  Hume,  as  was  observed, 
•f  the  same  year:  through  life 
tators  of  the  same  Life-move* 
u habitants  of  the  same  city. 
St,  in  all  things,  between  two 
lid  not  be.  Hume,  well-born, 
jvided  for,  whole  in  body  and 
in  determination  forces  a  way 
:  Johnson,  poor,  moonstruck, 
n,  is  forced  into  it  **  with  the 
sssity  at  his  back."  And  what 
severally  play  there !  As  John- 
father  of  all  succeeding  Tories ; 

the  father  of  all  succeeding 
>  own  Jacobitism  was  but  an 
rthy  to  be  named  Prejudice  as 
s.  Again,  if  Johnson^s  culture 
'  English;  Hume's,  in  Scotland, 
an  ; — for  which  reason  too  we 
ze  spread  deeply  over  all  quar- 
traceable  deeply  in  all  specula- 
jrerman,  as  well  as  domestic; 
;  name,  out  of  England,  is  hardly 
met  with.  In  spiritual  stature 
t  equal;  both  great,  among  the 
Dw'unlike  in  likeness!    Hume 

methodizing,  comprehensive 
he  keenest  for  perspicacity  and 
so  had,  perhaps  chiefly,  their 
ed  it.  Neither  of  the  two  rose 
t  both  to  some  approximation 
to  something  of  an  Epic  clear- 
)d.  as  in  his  delineation  of  the 

Wars ;  Johnson  to  many  a 
?  of  plaintiveness,  and  impetu- 
wer,  scattered  over  his  fugitive 
Both,  rather  to  the  general  sur- 
rtain  rugged  Humour  shining 
amestness :  the  indication,  in- 


deed, that  they  were  earnest  men,  and  had  m^ 
tf%ud  their  wild  world  into  a  kind  of  temporarf 
home,  and  safe  dwelling.  Botn  were,  by  prin^ 
ciple  and  habit.  Stoics :  yet  Johnson  with  the 
greater  merit,  for  he  alone  had  very  much  ta 
triumph  over;  farther,  he  alone  ennobled  hit 
Stoicism  into  Devotion.  To  Johnson  Life  wa# 
as  a  Prison,  to  be  endured  with  heroic  faith  f 
to  Hume  it  was  little  more  than  a  foolish  Bar^ 
tholomew-Fair  Show-booth,  with  the  foolish 
crowdings  and  elbowings  of  which  it  was  not 
worth  while  to  quarrel;  the  whole  would  break 
up,  and  be  at  liberty,  so  §oon.  Both  realissed 
the  highest  task  of  Manhood,  that  of  living  liktf 
men  ;  each  died  not  unfitly,  in  his  way :  Hum* 
as  one,  with  factitious,  half-false  gayety,  takio^ 
leave  of  what  was  itself  wholly  but  a  Lie^ 
Johnson  as  one,  with  awe-struck,  yet  resolnte 
and  piously  expectant  heart,  taking  leave  of  tk 
Reality,  to  enter  a  Reality  still  higher.  John^ 
son  had  the  harder  problem  of  it,  from  first  to 
last:  whether,  with  some  hesitation,  we  can 
admit  that  he  Was  intrinsically  the  better-giAcd/ 
— may  remain  undecided. 

These  two  men  now  rest ;  the  one  in  West'' 
minster  Abbey  here ;  the  other  in  the  Calton 
Hill  Churchyard  of  Edinburgh.  Through  Life 
they  did  not  meet :  as  contrasts,  **  like  in  Qn'' 
like,"  love  each  other ;  so  might  they  two  havtf 
loved,  and  communed  kindly^ — ^had  not  the' 
terrestrial  dross  and  darkness,  that  was  in 
them,  withstood !  One  day  their  spirits,  what 
truth  was  in  each,  will  be  found  working,  lir-^ 
ing  in  harmony  and  free  union,  even  here  be' 
low.  They  were  the  two  half-men  of  theii' 
time :  whoso  should  combine  the  intrepid  Can^ 
dour,  and  decisive  scientific  Clearness  of 
Hume,  with  the  Reverence,  the  Love,  and  de^ 
vout  Humility  of  Johnson,  were  the  whol^ 
man  of  a  new  time.  Till  such  whole  man  ar-' 
rive  for  us,  and  the  distracted  time  admit  of 
such,  might  the  heavens  but  bless  poor  Enf 
land  with  half-men  worthy  to  tie  the  shoe^ 
latchets  of  these,  resembling  these  even  frooi 
afar!  Be  both  attentively  regarded,  let  tlie 
true  Effort  of  both  prosper ; — and  for  the  piv 
sent,  both  take  oar  affectionate  farewell ! 
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iry  of  these  days  stands  one 
peculiar  import ;  (he  time,  the 
icniars  of  which  will  have  to 
d,  and  re-written,  and  continue 
'  many  centuries:  this,namely, 
'^olffrang:  von  Goethe  died  at 
c  22fd  March,  1832.  It  was 
1  the  morning;  "he  expired," 
"  wiihoui  any  apparent  suffer- 
pw  minutes  previously,  called 
le  purpose  of  writing,  and  ex- 
ight  at  the  arrival  of  spring." 


A  beautiful  death ;  like  that  of  a  soldier  foon^ 
faithful  at  his  post,  and  in  the  cold  hand  hie 
arms  still  grasped !  The  Poet's  last  words  artf 
a  greeting  of  the  new-awakened  earth;  hie 
last  movement  is  to  work  at  his  appointed 
task.  Beautiful :  what  we  might  call  a  Cla»* 
sic,  sacred  death ;  if  it  were  not  rather  a# 
Elijah-translation, — in  a  chariot,  not  of  fire 
and  terror,  but  of  hope  and  soft  vernal  sun^ 
beams  !  It  was  at  Frankfort  on  the  Mayn,oo 
the  28thof  August,  1749,  that  this  man  enteredl 
the  world — and  now,  gently  welcoming  tb# 
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MllHlty  of  bii  eigfaty-seeond  spring,  he  closes 
fill  eyes,  and  U^  fmrewell. 

Bo  then,  our  greatest  has  departed.    That 
nelody  of  life,  with  its  ctmning  tones,  which 
4do1e  captive  ear  and  heart,  has  gone  silent ; 
4he  heavenly  force  that  dwelt  here  victorions' 
j09fx  bo  much,  is  here  no  longer ;  thus  far,  not 
Ikrther,  by  speech  and  by  act,  shall  the  wise 
nan  atter  himself  forth.    The  End !    What 
^•olemn  meaning  lies  in  that  sound,  as  it  peals 
^monrefally  through  the  soal,  when  a  living 
Drfend  hiss  passed  away !    All  now  is  closed, 
Imvocable;  the  changeful  life-picture,  grow* 
iBf  daily  into   new  colMrence,  under   new 
Jnoehes  and  hues,  has  st^denly  become  coro- 
jMeted  and  unchangeable ;  there,  as  it  lay,  it  is 
jupped,  from  this  moment,  in  the  sether  of  the 
Heavens,  and  shines  transfigured,  to  endure 
even  80---for  ever.  Time  and  Time's  Empire ; 
^m,  wide  devouring,  yei  not  without  their 
grandeur!    The  week-day  man,  who  was  one 
nf  OS,  has  put  on  the  garment  of  Eternity,  and 
jMcome  radiant  and  triumphant;  the  preseA 
it  all  at  once  the  past ;  Hope  is  suddenly  cut 
iiwny,  and  only  the  backward  vistas  of  Me- 
'  monr  remain,  shone  on  by  a  light  that  pro- 
iteeds  not  from  this  earthly  siu. 

The  death  of  Ooethe,  even  for  the  many 
Iwarts  that  personally  loved  him,  is  not  a  tiling 
|o  be  lamented  over ;  is  to  be  vlewedi  in  his 
iiWB  spirit,  as  a  thing  foil  of  greatness  and 
Meredneas.    **  For  all  men  it  is  appointed 
pB»t  to  die.**    To  this  man  the  fnll  measure 
'si  a  man's  life  hlMl  been  granted,  and  a  course 
^nd  task  such  as  to  only  a  few  in  die  whole 
generations  of  the  worid ;  what  else  could  we 
pope  or  require  but  that  now  he  should  be 
failed  hence  and  have  leave  to  depart,  **  hav- 
ing finished  the  work  that  was  given  him  to 
jio!"    If  his  course,  as  we  may  say  of  him 
more  justly  than  of  any  other,  was  like  the 
fion's,  so  also  was  his  going  down.    For  io- 
deed,  as  the  material  Sun  is  the  eye  and  re- 
vealer  of  all  things,  so  is   Poetry,  so  is  the 
'World-Poet   in  a  spiritual   sense.    Goethe's 
life,  too,  if  we  examine  it,  is  well  represented 
in  that  emblem  of  a  solar  Day.    Beautifully 
fose  our  summer  sun,  gorgeous  in   the  red 
lervid  East,  scattering  the  spectres  and  sickly 
4amps  (of  both  of  which  there  were  enough 
40  scatter) — strong,  benij^ant  in  his  noon-day 
X^learness,  walking  triumphant  through  the  up- 
per realms  ;  and  now,  mark  also  how  he  sets  ! 
So  Stirbt  ein  Held:  anbttungsvoll !     "80  dies  a 
hero ;  sight  to  be  worshipped." 

And  yet,  when  the  inanimate,  material  sun 
has  sunk  and  disappeared,  it  will  happen  that 
we  stand  to  gaze  into  the  still  glowing  West; 
^d  here  rise  great,  pale,  motionless  clouds, 
like  coulisses  or  curtains,  to  close  the  flame- 
theatre  within ;  and  then,  in  that  death-pause 
of  the  Day,  an  unspeakable  feeling  will  come 
over  us ;  it  is  as  if  the  poor  sounds  of  Time, 
those  hammerings  of  tired  Labour  on  his  an- 
vils, those  voices  of  simple  men,  had  become 
nwful  and  supernatural ;  as  if  in  listening,  we 
could  hear  them  ^  mingle  with  the  ever-pealing 
»ones  of  old  Eternity."  In  such  moments  the 
secrets  of  Life  lie  opener  to  us;  mysterious 
Ihings  flit  over  the  soul ;  Life  itself  seems  ho- 
fffiT,  wonderful,  and  fearful    How  much  more 


h» 


of  man  (the  uttered  thoughts  of  mas)  ^ 
a  magic  formula,  whereby  he  rules  il*^? 
Do  not  the  winds  and  waters,  and  alltBt^i 
ous  powers,  inanimate  and  animate,oW*^' 
A  poor,  quite  mechanical,  Magiciaa  ^f^ii 
and  fire-winged  ships  cross  the  ocetf^^, 
bidding.    Or  mark,  above  all,  ihat^i>pK 


when  onr  tnnfel  ww  of  a  }Mng 
bright  coQtttenance  and  shining  mvw 
not  00  the  morrow,  but  **  no  nnr« 
for  ever !"    In  such  a  scene,  si; 
the  mysterious  great,  is  for'him  that 
feeling  thereof  the  fittest  mood. 
by  silence,  the  distant  is  not  broi^ht  i^S 
munion :  the  feeling  of  each   is  wi 
sponse  from  the  bosom  of  his 
are  now,  what  some  years  ago  thepe 
English  hearts  that  know  som^ethii 
those  three  words,  **  Death  of 
to^such  men,  among  their  mnny 
the  event,  which  are  not  to  be  trans 
speech,  may  these  few,  thronghthat 
medium,  prove  acceptable.  ^ 

« Death,"  says  the  Philosopher,  "^  jmh^ 
mingling  of  Eternity  with  Time;  im.   (^ 
of  a  ffood  man.  Eternity   is 
flinnigjh  Time."    With  soch  a  snbliaii^ 
oflTercd  to  eye  and  heart,  it  is  not 
to  look  with  new  earnestness  Mom 
hind,  and  ask,  what  space  in  thesa 
SBons  of  computed  Time,  this  msi 
activity  may  infioenca ;  What  rahliN  U 
world  of  ahanga  andT  mortality,  lUil' 
earthly  name  Life,  he  who  is  even  sot 
to  the  Immortals  has  borne  and  maj  kea 
Ooethe,  it  is  commonly  said,  mk  t 
er|k  in  LiteratanB;.a  Poetic  era  kcfB 
him,  the  end  or  ulterior  tendeheki  a 
are  yet  nowise  gtneraUy  visible.  1^ 
mon  saying  is  a  true  one,  aad  true  vtt 
deeper  meaning  than,  to  the  most,  it 
Were  the  Poet  bat  a  sweet  sound  tad 
sotaciog  the  ear  of  the  idle  with  pkisast 
and  the  new  Poet  one  who  could  siag  hii 
pleasant  song,  to  a  new  air,  we  sfaooM      _ 
him  a  small  matter,  and  his   perfotaaB 
small.  But  this  man,  it  is  not  unknown  tpaig 
was  a  Poet  in  such  a  sense  as  the  latt  gei^ 
tionshave  witnessed  no  other;  as  it  is, is ■ 
generation,  a  kind  of  distinction  to  briieW" 
the  existence  of,  in  the  possibility  ot  W 
true  Poet  is  ever,  as  of  old,  the  8efr;v** 
eye  has  been  gii\ed  to  discern  the  gp^^^l 
tery  of  God's  universe,  and  decipher 
new  lines  of  its  celestial  writing ;  ve  ci 
call  him  a  Vatei  and  Seer;  for  heiwfjnto 
greatest  of  secrets  "  the  open  secret  ;* 
things  become  clear;  how  the  fotore 
resting  on  Eternity)  is  but  another   ' 
the   present;  thereby  are  his  '"^^^  **   ^ 
truth  prophetic ;  what  he  has  spoken  skii  ■ 
done. 

It  begins  now  to  be  everywhere  ^^ 
that  the  real  Force,  which  in  this  vofs 
things  must  obey,  is  Insight,  Spiritoal 
and  Determination.    The  Thought  is 
of  the  Deed,  nay,  is  living  soul  of  ii, •■■^ 
and  continual,  as  well  as  first  mover  of  ■• 
the  foundation,  and  beginning,  and 
therefore,  of  man's  whole  existence  - 
low.    In  this  sense,  it  has  been  said,  t^*? 
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wholly  in  contention,  despera- 
c  chaotic  fury;  how  the  roeek 
brew  Martyr  and  Redeemer  stills 

and  a  savage  Earth  becomes 
iitiful,  and  the  "  habitation  of 
"  a  temple  of  peace.  The  true 
he  world,  who  moulds  the  world 
according  to  his  pleasure,  is  he 
ncs  into  the  world;  the** inspired 
om  in  these  days  we  name  Poeu 
reis;n  is  the  Wise  Man. 
s  the  Moon,  which  can  heave  up 
ends  not  in  her  obedient  billows 
gradually  ;  and,  for  example,  the 
swells  to-day  on  our  shores,  and 

creek,  rose  in  the  bosom  of  the 
i!>ironomers  assure  us)  eight  and 
^o;  and  indeed  all  world-move- 
ire  decp«  are  by  nature  calm,  and 
1  onwards  with  a  certain  majes- 
— so,  too,  with  the  impulse  of  a 
nd  the  effect  he  has  to  manifest 
To  such  an  one  wc  may  grant 
ion  or  two  before  the  celestial 
mpressed  on  the  world  will  uni- 
aim  itself,  and  become  (like  the 
le  moon)  if  still  not  intelligible, 
10  all  men ;  some  generation  or 
erein  it  has  to  grow,  and  expand, 
ill  things,  -before  it  can  reach  its 
thereafter  mingling  with  other 
nd  new  impulses,  at  length  cease 
specific  observation  or  designa- 
•  or  shorter  such  period  may  be, 
the  nature  of  the  impulse  itself, 
emenis  it  works  in;  according, 

the  impulse  was  intrinsically 
p-reaching,  or  only  wide-spread, 
.nd  transient.  Thus,  if  David 
iis  hour  pontiff  of  the  world,  and 
earts,  and  guides  most  tongues, 
id  tongues,  even  in  those  that  in 
.insl  him,)  there  arc,  nevertheless, 
at  his  task  draws  towards  com- 
now  in  the  distance  his  j^ucces- 
visible.  On  the  other  hand,  we 
Napoleon,  like  some  gunpowder 
hich  son  he,  indeed,  was  appoint- 
work)  explode  his  whole  virtue 
I  thunder  himself  out  and  silent, 
f  five-and-twenty  years.  While 
man  of  true  greatness,  working 
1  implements,  two  centuries  is  no 
erind;  nay,  on  this  Earth  of  ours, 
en  men  whose  impuhe  had  not 
s  development  till  after  fifteen 
••<,  and  might,  perhaps,  be  seen 
illy  subsisteni  after  two  thousand. 
s  once  written, "  thonpjh  our  clock 
there  is  a  change  from  hour  to 
mer  in  the  horolop:e  of  time  peals 
iniverse  to  proclaim  that  there  is 
n  era  to  era."  The  true  begin- 
esi  unnoticed,  and  unnoticeable. 
I  go  wrong  in  their  reckonin;^; 
liilicr  and  thither,  not  knowing 
re,  in  what  course  their  history 
n  this  last  century,  for  instance, 

doings  and  de^troyinq^s,  what 
*»d  in  miscalculation,  ending  in 
nt !      How   many   world-famous 


victories  were  gained  and  lost,  dynasties 
founded  and  subverted,  revolutions  accom- 
plished, constitutions  sworn  t3 ;  and  ever  the 
"  new  era"  was  come,  was  coming,  yet  still  it 
came  not,  but  the  time  continued  sick !  Alas, 
all  these  were  but  spasmodic  convulsions  of 
the  death-sick  time ;  the  crisis  of  cure  and  re- 
generation to  the  time  was  not  there  indicated. 
The  real  new  era  was  when  a  Wise  Man  came 
into  the  world,  with  clearness  of  vision  and 
greatness  of  soul  to  accomplish  this  old  high 
enterprise,  amid  these  new  difiiculties,  yet 
again :  A  Life  of  Wisdom.  Such  a  roan  be- 
came, by  Heaven's  pre-appointment,  in  very 
deed,  the  Redeemer  of  the  time.  Did  he  not 
bear  the  curse  of  the  time  1  He  was  filled  full 
with  its  skepticism,  bitterness,  hollowness,  and 
thousandfold  contradictions,  till  his  heart  was 
like  to  break ;  but  he  subdued  all  this,  rose 
victorious  over  this,  and  manifoldlv  by  word 
and  act  showed  others  that  come  after,  how  to 
do  the  like.  Honour  to  him  who  first,  **  through 
the  impassable,  paves  a  road !"  Such  indeed 
is  the  task  of  every  great  man ;  nay,  of  every 
good  man  in  one  or  the  other  sphere,  since 
goodness  is  greatness,  and  the  good  man,  high 
or  humble,  is  ever  a  martyr,  and  a  **  spirited 
hero  that  ventures  forward  into  the  gulf  for 
our  deliverance."  The  gplf  into  which  this 
man  ventured,  which  he  tamed  and  rendered 
habitable,  was  the  greatest  and  most  perilous 
of  all,  wherein  truly  all  others  lie  included: 
The  whole  dittracled  Existence  of  nuin  in  an  age 
of  unbelief  Whoso  lives,  whoso  with  earnest 
mind  studies  to  live  wisely  in  that  mad  element, 
may  yet  know,  perhaps,  too  well,  what  an  en- 
terprise was  here ;  and  for  the  chosen  of  our 
time,  who  could  prevail  in  that  same,  have  the 
higher  reverence,  and  a  gratitude  such  as  be- 
long to  no  other. 

How  far  he  prevailed  in  it,  and  by  what 
means,  with  what  endurances  and  achieve- 
ments, will  in  due  season  be  estimated;  those 
volumes  called  Goethe's  Works,  will  receive  no 
further  addition  or  alteration ;  and  the  record 
of  his  whole  spiritual  Endeavour  lies  written 
there, — were  the  man  or  men  but  ready  who 
could  read  it  rightly !  A  glorious  record ; 
wherein  he  that  would  understand  himself  and 
his  environment,  and  struggles  for  escape  out 
of  darkness  into  light,  as  for  the  one  thing 
necdtul.  will  long  thankfully  study.  For  the 
whole  chaotic  time,  what  it  has  suffered,  at- 
tained, and  striven  after,  stands  imaged  there; 
interpreted,  ennobled  into  poetic  clearness. 
From  the  passionate  lotigings  and  waitings  of 
"  Wertor"  spoken  as  from  the  heart  of  all 
Europe;  onwards  through  the  wild  unearthly 
melody  of  "Faust"  (like  the  spirit  song  of 
falling  worlds ;)  to  that  serenely  smiling  wis- 
dom of  "  Meisters  Lehrjahre,"  and  the  "Ger- 
man Hafiz," — what  an  interval ;  and  all  en- 
folded in  an  ethereal  music,  as  from  unknown 
spheres,  harmoniously  uniting  all!  A  long 
interval;  and  wide  as  well  as  I'Ujg;  for  this 
was  a  UDiversal  man.  History,  Science,  Art, 
human  Activity  under  every  aspect;  the  laws 
of  light  in  his  *•  Farbenlehre;"  the  laws  of 
wild  Italian  life  in  his  "Benvenuto  Cellini;"— 
Tiothing  escaped  him,  nothing  that  he  did  not 
look  into,  that  he  did  not  see  into.    Consider 
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too  te  fennioeiiaM  of  whalsoerer  he  did ;  hit 
iMortjiMiomatic  way;  simplicity  with  loftiness, 
•ad  Bohleness,  and  aerial  graces— Pore  works 
of  arty  coinpleted  with  an  antique  Greeian 

Siliiib  as  '*Torqaato  Tasso,^  as  "Iphigenie,** 
fo?erbs;  '^Xeoien;**  Patriarchal  Sayings, 
which,  since  the  Hebrew  Scriptures  were  closed, 
we  know  not  where  to  match ;  in  whose  homely 
depths  lie  often  the  materials  for  yolames. 

To  measure  and  estimate  all  this,  as  we 
aaid,  th#4ime  is  not  come ;  a  century  hence 
will  hr  the  fitter  time.  He  who  inrestigates  it 
best  will  find  its  meaning  greatest,  and  be  tbr 
nadiest  to  acknowledge  that  it  transcends 
him^^Let  the  readar  hapj^-ftm,  before  he  $U 
tampts  to  oMTMc  A  poor  reader,  in  the  mean* 
while  were  he,  who  discerned  not  here  the 
aathentie  rudiments  of  that  same  New  Era, 
whereof  we  haye  so  often  had  false  warning. 
Wondrousljr,  the  wrecks  and  puWerized  rut 
biah  of  ancient  tliings»  institutions,  retigiau^ 
forgotten  noblenesses,  made  alire  again  by  ma 
breath  of  Genius^  He  here  in  new  c<:^erenef 
and  incipient  onion,  the  spirit  of  Art  working 
crealiTe  through  the  mass:  that  dhmi,  into 
which  the  eighteenth  centniy  with  ito  wild  war 
of  hypoeritas  and  skeptics  had  reduced  the 
Faatt  oegins  here  to  be  once  more  a  world, — 
This,  the  highest  that  can  be  said  of  written 
books,  is  to  be  said  of  these ;  there  is  in  them 
a.  new  time,  the  propheey  and  beginning  of  a 
new  time.  The  comer  stone  of  a  new  social 
edifice  for  mankind  is  laid  there ;  firmly,  as 
before,  on  the  natural  rock,  for  extending  traces 
of  a  ground-plan  we  can  also  see,  which  ftiture 
centuries  may  go  on  to  enlarge,  amend,  and 
work  into  reality.  These  sayings  seem  strange 
to  some;  nevertheless  they  are  not  empty  ex- 
aggerations,  but  expressions,  in  their  way,  of 
a  belief,  which  is  not  now  of  yesterday  ;  per- 
haps when  Goethe  has  been  read  and  medi- 
tated for  another  generation,  they  will  not  seem 
so  strange. 

Precious  is  the  new   light  of  knowledge 
which  our  teacher  conquers  for  as ;  yet  small 
to  the  new  light  of  Love  which  also  we  derive 
from  him ;  the  most  important  element  of  any 
man's  performance  is  the  life  he  has  accom- 
plished.   Under  the  intellectual  union  of  man 
and  man,  which  works  by  precept,  lies  a  holier 
union  of  affection,  working  by  example :  the 
influences  of  which  latter,  mystic,  deep-reach- 
ing, all-embracing,  can  still  less  be  computed. 
For  Love  is  ever  the  beginning  of  Knowledge, 
as  fire  is  of  light;  works  also  more  in  the 
manner  of  fire.    That  Goethe   was   a  great 
teacher  of  men,  means  already  that  he  was  a 
good  man;   that  he  himself  learned;  ih  the 
school  of  experience  had  striven  and  prored 
victorious.    To  bow  many  hearers  languish- 
ing, nigh  dead,  in  the  airless  dungeon  of  Un- 
belief (a  true  vacuum  and  nonentity)  has  the 
assurance  that  there  was  such  a  man,  that  such 
a  man  was  still  possible,  come  like  tidings  of 
great  joy !   He  who  would  learn  to  reconcile  | 
Reverence  with  clearness,  to  deny  and  defy ! 
what  is  false,  yet  believe  and  worship  what  is  | 
true;  amid  raging  factions,  bent  on  what  is  I 
either  altogether  empty  or  has  subi;iance  in  it  j 
only  for  a  day,  which  stormfully  convulse  and  i 
tear  hither  and  thither  a  distracted,  expiring  I 
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system  of  society,  to  adjust  hiauelf  ari|{hl; 
and»  working  for  the  wmd.  and  im  die  worfi 
keep  himself  nnspptted  ftom  the  vorMr-M 
him  look  here.    This  man*  we  ]Uij8ay.t» 
came  morally  great,  by  being  in  bis  wwa  a^ 
what  in  some  other  ages  many  mii^  hm 
been — a  genuine'  roan.    His  grand  execUeMf 
was  this,ihat  he  was  genuine.   As  his  primnr 
Acuity,  the  foundation  of  all  others,  was  Mt 
lect,  depth  and  foree  of  Vision*  so  his  priaay 
virtue  was  Justice,  was  the  conra^  to  be  jHL 
A  giant's  strength  we  admired  in  him;  yd, 
strengdi  ennobled  into  softest  mildness;  tvm 
l)|s  tkat  **  silent  rock-bound   strength  of  i 
worid,    on  whose  bosom,  that  rests  mi  tht 
adamant,  grow  flowers.  The  greatest  of  hesiti 
was  also  the  bravest:  fearless,  nnweariei 
peacefully  inidncible.    A  completed  man;  tht 
trembling  sensibility,  the  wild  enthusiasm  oft . 
Mignop,  can  assart  with  the  a<M>mfnl  wsri^ 
moekeiy  of  a  Mephistophiles ;  and  each  mk 
of  many-sided  life  receires  its  dae  from  hnk 
Goethe  reckoned  Schiller  linp|>y  thathedaf 
young,  in  the  MX  rigour  of  hia  days:  Atflt 
could  "  figure  him  as  a  yontb  for  ever* 
himself  a  diflerent,  higher  destlnj  WM 
pointed.    Tbvotigh  all  ^  cimafes  oT 
liie,  onwards  to  its  extreme  Tcrge,  ht 

So;  and  through  thepi  all  nobly,    b 
atterings  of  fortune,  nniniemipied 
prosperity  cannot  cormpC  bim;.  avw 
senrer  must  remark,  **  only  a  Ooelha_tf 
sum  of  earthly  happiness*  can  kaep  his 
wings  unsinged.**— Through  manheo^iii 
most  complex  relation,  as  poet,  eoaniaf 
ticiau;  man  of  business,  man  of 
in  the  middle  of  revolutions  and  coaoi 
lutions,  outward  and  spiritual ;  with  the 
loudly  for  him,  with  the  world  loodlfWl^ 
lently  against  him ;  in  all  seasons  sad  Mr 
tions,  he  holds  equally  on  his  way.  Old  Ip 
itself,  which  is  called  dark  and  feeble»kMi 
to  render  lovely :  who  that  looked  op^jjj 
there,  venerable  in  himself,  and  in  riiewdft 
reverence,  ever  the  clearer,  the  purer,  W 
could  have  prayed  that  he  too  were  wd  ■ 
old  man  ?    And  did  not  the  kind  Hearosc* 
tinue  kind,  and  grant  to  a  career  so  gioM 
the  worthiest  end  1 

Such  was  Goethe's  life;  such  hss  toy 
parture  been — ^he  sleeps  now  beside  hi*  8^ 
Icr  and  his  Carl  August :  so  had  the  Pri''^ 
willed  it,  that  between  these  two  shoabl  be 
own  final  rest.    In  life  they  were  nnia4 
death  they  are  not  divided.    The  nn' 
Workman  now  rests  from  his  labours: 
fruit  of  these  is  left  growing,  aod  to 
His  earthly  years  have  been  numbered 
ended:  but  of  his  activity  (for  it  stood n 
in  the  Eternal)  ihrt-e  is  no  end.    .\H  tbit* 
mean  by  the  higher  Literature  o(  " 
which  i.s  the  higher  Literature  of  Eorcpe. 
ready  gathers  round  this  man,  as  its  crtM 
of  which  grand  object,  dawnin?  mysicw*** 
a  world  that  hoped  not  for  it,  who  is  iheie** 
can  asNume  the  significance  and  far-reKl|J 
influences?     The  Literature  of  Eorope^ 
pass  away;  Europe  itself, the  Eaiihiil^^ 
pass  away;  this  little  life-boat  of  «  &* 
with  its  noisy  crew  of  Mankind,  andiM** 
troubled  History,  will  one  day  have  tivM 
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fd  like  a  cloud-speck  from  the  azure  of  the 
!  What  then  is  man  ?  What  then  is  man  ? 
endures  but  for  an  hour,  and  is  crushed 
>re  the  moth.  Yet  in  the  being  and  in  the 
-king  of  a  faithful  man  is  there  already  (as 
faith,  from  the  beginning,  gives  assurance) 
lomething  that  pertains  not  to  this  wild 
lb-element  of  tims  ;  that  triumphs  over 
M,  and  is,  and  will  be,  when  Time  shall  be 
more, 
kod  now  we  turn  back  into  the  world,  with- 


drawing from  this  new  made  grare.  The  maa 
whom  we  love  lies  there :  but  glorious,  worthy: 
and  his  spirit  yet  lives  in  uh  with  an  authentic 
life.  Could  each  here  vow  to  do  his  little  task» 
even  as  the  Departed  did  his  great  one;  in  the 
manner  of  a  true  man,  not  for  a  Day,  but 
for  Eternity!  To  live,  as  he  counselled  and 
commanded,  not  commodiously  in  the  Repa* 
table,  the  Plausible,  the  Half,  but  resolutely  ia 
the  Whole,  the  Good,  the  True : 

"  /m  0«iiz«ii,  OuUn,  fVahren  r—clut  tu 
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[FoiBieir  QuARTBELT  Review,  1832.] 


V  is  now  four  years  smce  we  specially  in- 
Id  attention  to  this  Book ;  first  in  an  essay 
the  graceful  little  fantasy-piece  of  Helena, 
a  in  a  more  general  one  on  the  merits  and 
rkings  of  Goethe  himself:  since  which  time 
»  important  things  have  happened  in  refe- 
Ke  to  it ;  for  the  publication,  aidvancing  with 
eessful  regularity,  reached  its  fortieth  and 

Tolume  in  1830;  and  now,  still  more  em- 
Cically  to  conclude  both  this  *<  completed 
1  edition,"  and  all  other  editions,  endeavours 

attainments  of  one  in  whose  hands  lay  so 
shy  come  tidings  that  the  venerable  man  has 
&  recalled  from  our  earth,  and  of  his  long 
»iirs  and  high  faithful  stewardship  we  have 

what  was  appointed  us. 
lie  greatest  epoch  in  a  man's  life  is  not 
^ys  his  death ;  yet  for  bystanders,  such  as 
^mporaries,  it  is  always  the  most  notice- 
s' All  other  epochs  are  transition-points 
ca  one  visible  condition  to  another  visible; 
^ays  of  their  occurrence  are  like  any  other 
aa,  from  which  only  the  clearer-sighted  will 
anguish  them ;  bridges  they  are,  over  which 
smooth  highway  runs  continuous,  as  if  no 
>icon  were  there.  But  the  day  in  a  mortal's 
tanies  which  is  like  no  other,  is  his  death- 

:  here  too  is  a  transition,  what  we  may  call 
i^^ge,  as  at  other  epochs ;  but  now  from  the 
^tone  onwards  half  the  arch  rests  on  in- 
^ility;  this  is  a  transition  out  of  visible 
^«  into  invisible  Eternity. 
^ince  death,  as  the  palpable  revelation  (not 
•^  overlooked  by  the  dullest)  of  the  mystery 
bonder,  and  depth,  and  fear,  which  every- 
^ve  from  beginning  to  ending  through  its 
c^le  course  and  movement  lies  under  life,  is 
^tiy  case  so  great,  we  find  it  not  unnatural 
^  hereby  a  new  look  of  greatness,  a  new  in- 
*Jat  should  be  impressed  on  whatsoever  has 
"^edcd  it  and  led  to  it;  that  even  towards 
*i«  man,  whose  history  did  not  then  first 
^mc  significant,  the  world  should  turn,  at 

departure,  with  a  quite  peculiar  earnest- 
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ness,  and  now  seriously  ask  itself  a  question^. 
perhaps  never  seriously  asked  before :  What 
the  purport  and  character  of  his  presence  here 
was :  now  when  he  has  gone  hence,  and  is  not 
present  here,  and  will  remain  absent  for  ever* 
more.  It  is  the  conclusion  that  crowns  the 
work ;  much  more  the  irreversible  conclusion 
wherein  all  is  concluded:  thus  is  there  no  life 
so  mean  but  a  death  will  make  it  memorable. 

At  all  lykcwakes,  accordingly,  the  doings 
and  endurantes  of  the  Departed  are  the  theme : 
rude  souls,  rude  tongues  grow  eloquently  busy 
with  him ;  a  whole  septuagint  of  beldames  are 
striving  to  reuder,  in  such  dialect  as  they  have, 
the  small  bible,  or  apochry  pha«  of  his  existence, 
for  the  general  perusal.    The  least  famous  of 
mankind  will  for  once  become  public,  and  have 
his  name  printed,  and  read  not  without  interest : 
in  the  Newspaper  obituaries;  on  some  frail 
memorial,  under  which  he  has  crept  to  sleep. 
Foolish  lovesick  girls  know  that  there  is  one 
method  to  impress  the  obdurate,  false  Lovelace, 
and  wring  his  bosom ;  the  method  of  drowning : 
foolish  ruined  dandies,  whom  the  tailor  will  no 
longer  trust,  and  the  world  turning  on  its  heel 
is  about  forgetting,  can  recall  it  to  attention  by 
report  of  pistol ;  and  so,  in  a  worthless  death, 
if  in  a  worthless  life  no  more,  re-attain  the  lop- 
gallant  of  renown, — for  one  day.    Death   is 
ever  a  sublimity,  and  supernatural  wonder, 
were  there  no  other  leA :  the  last  act  of  a  most 
strange  drama,  which  is  not  dramatic  but  has 
now  hecome  real :  wherein,  miraculously.  Fu- 
ries, god-missioned,   have   in   actual    person 
risen   from   the   abys.s,  and  do  verily  dance 
there  in  that  terror  of  all.  terrors,  and  wave 
their  dusky-glaring  torches,  and  shake  their 
serpent-hair!    Out  of  which  heart-thrilling,  so 
auiheniically  tragic  fifth  act  there  goes,  as  we 
said,  a  new  meaning  over  all  the  other  four: 
making  them  likewise  tragic  and  auUieotic, 
and  memorable  in  some  measure,  were  they 
formerly  the  sorriest  pickle-herring  farce. 

Dui  above  all,  when  a  Great  Man  dies,  then 
has  the  time  come  for  putting  us  in  mind  that 
he  was  alive :  biographies  and  biographic 
sketches,    criticisms,   characters,    anecdotea 
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Mrfniseeneet,  isvoe  forth  at  firom  opened 
•|MlBghig  foantains ;  the  worid,  irith  a  passion 
irhetled  by  impossibility,  will  yet  awhile  retain, 
jet  a  while  speak  with,  ihoogh  only  to  the  an- 
aiuwering  echoes,  what  it  has  lo8t  withoat 
temedy :  thas  is  the  last  ereAt  of  life  often  the 
loiidest;  and  real  Spiritual  Jyparitvmr,  (who 
have  been  named  Men,)  as  false  imaginary 
ones  are  fabled  to  do,  vanish  in  thunder. 

For  oarselves,  as  regards  the  great  beauty,  if 
notseelahgto  be  foremost  in  this  nataral  move- 
mcq^heither  do  we  shun  to  mingle  in  it  The 
life  and  ways  of  sach  men  as  be,  are,  in  all  sear 
aoRs,  a  matter  profitable  toMntem plate,  to  speak 
of;  if  in  this  death  seasoifftng  with  a  sad  reve- 
renee  looked  forward  to,  fiiere  has  little  increase 
of  light,  little  change  of  feeling  arisen  for  the 
writer,  a  readier  attention,  nay  a  certain  expect- 
uiee»  from  some  tenders  is  caH  sufficient  In- 
aomerable  meditations  and  disquisitions  on^ia 
mbject  .must  yet  pass  through  the  minds  of 
1A6D ;  on  all  sides  must  it  be  taken  q]>,  by 
Tmrions  observers,  by  successive  generatipns, 
and  ever  a  new  light  may  evolve  itself:  why 
•Hoaid  not  this  obmver,  on  this  side,  set  dom 
wlwt  he  partially  has  seen  into,  and  the  neces- 
iuf  process  thereby  be  forwarded,  at  any  rate, 
«0BtiBiied1 

A  continental  Humourist,  of  deep-piercing, 
naolote,  though  strangely  perverse  faeulty, 
whose  works  are  as  yet  but  sparingly  if  at  all 
efled  io  English  literature,  has  written  a 
•chapter,  somewhat  In  the  nondescript  ma^er 
of  metaphysieo-rhetorical,  homiletxo-ezesetic 
ffhai^Mdy,  on  the  Onatnen  ofgrtdtmen;  indch 
t6pic  we  agree  with  him  in  reckoning  one  of 
^e  most  pregnant  The  time,  indeed,  is  come 
when  much  that  was  once  found  visibly  sub- 
sistent  Without  must  anew  be  sought  for  With- 
in ;  many  a  human  feeling,  indestructible,  and  to 
man's  well-being  indispensable,  which  once 
manifested  itself  in  expressive  forms  to  the 
dense,  now  lies  hidden  in  the  formles*  depths 
of  the  Spirit,  or  at  best  struggles  out  obscurely 
in  forms  become  superannuated,  altogether 
inexpressive,  and  unrecognisable ;  from  which 
paralysed,  imprisoned  state,  oAen  the  best 
effort  of  the  thinker  is  required,  and  moreover 
were  well  applied,  to  deliver  it.  For  if  the 
Present  is  to  be  the  "  living  sum-total  of  the 
whole  Past,"  nothing  that  ever  lived  in  the 
Past  must  be  let  wholly  die;  whatsoever  was 
done,  whatsoever  was  said  or  written  an)retime, 
was  done  and  written  for  our  edification.  In 
such  state  of  imprisonment,  paralysis  and  un- 
recognisable defacement,  as  compared  with  its 
condition  in  the  old  ages,  lies  this  our  feeling  to- 
wards great  men;  wherein,  and  in  the  much  that 
else  belongs  to  it,  some  of  the  deepest  human 
interests  will  be  found  involved.  A  few  words 
from  Herr  Professor  Teufelsdreck,  if  they  help 
to  set  this  preliminary  matter  in  a  clearer 
light,  may  be  worth  translating  here.  I^et  us 
first  remark  with  him,  however, "  how  wonder- 
ful in  all  cases,  great  or  little,  is  the  importance 
of  man  to  man  :** 

"Deny  it  as  he  will,"  says  Teufelsdreck, 
**  man  reverently  loves  man,  and  daily  by  ac- 
tion evidences  his  belief  in  the  divineness  of 
man.  What  a  more  than  regal  mystery  en- 
circles the  poorest  of  living  souls  for  us !  The 
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highest  is  not  independent  of  Ite; 
haa  value:  could  the  highett 
vince  himself  that  the  humblesi 
cere  mind  despised  him,  no  1 
halberdier^  and  body-guania 
some  little  twinge  of  pain ;  some 
from  the  low  had  pierced  into  the  b 
high.   Of  a  truth,  men  are  mysticall;r 
mystic •l)ond  of  brotherhood  makes  aL 

**Thus  too  has  that  fierce  hunting 
larity,  which  yon  dfVen  wonder  at.  a 
a  basis  on  something  true :  nay,  und^M^ 
aspect,  what  is  that  wdnderfot  spi 
ference,  were  it  bat  manifested  as 
scandal  and  tea-table  backbiting, 
inversely  or  directly,  a  heartfelt  i 
sympathy  of  man  wjth  man  !  Ht-^-^^ 
but  an  inverse  love.  The  philoso-^^^f* 
complained  to  the  philosopher  that^«^' 
legged  animals  without  feathers  B^mk^* 
him,  spitefully  criticised  his  goift^y^i^ 
comings  in ;  wherein  she  too  failed  aoicfM 
share :  *  Light  of  my  life,'  anawerevi  (ftejAiiJ 
sopher,  '  it  is  their  love  of  ua,  nmkm 
themselves,  and  taking  a  fooli^  du^,* 
them  for  it,  and  do  thou  love  them  nan  1 
Were  we  mere  steam-engines  woitiif 
under  this  rooftree,  they  would  aoonn 
of  us  once  in  a  twelve-month.'  TkelM 
of  human  perversion,  it  has  been  laiiii 
sympathy  cormpta  itse)f  into  eatj;  nl 
indestructible  interest  we  take  in  mca'^A ' 
has  become  a  joy  over  their  ftulu  ol 
fortunes :  this  la  the  last  and  lowoi 
lower  than  this  we  cannot  go:  ikit- 
petrifaction  of  indifference  is  not  attiiiabk 
this  side  total  death. 

"  And  now,"  continues  the  Professor, *riai| 
from  these  lowest  tea-table  regions  of  Iiiili.' 
communion  into  the  higher  and  biglM^* 
there  not  still  in  the  world's  demeiBOir  Ij 
wards  Great  Men,  enough  to  m«lreiiit* 
practice  oi  Hero-worship  intelligible,  MJiS^* 
ficaoti     Simpleton!    I  tell  thiee Hero-i«jJ 
still   continues ;   it  is   the  only  creed  s^ 
never  and  nowhere  grows  or  can  groe*^ 
leie.    For  always  and  everywhere  ihisrenajj 
a  true  saying :  II  y  a  dans  U  anur  AwMi^wf* 
religieux,     Man  always    tporskipi  soaettog 
always  he  sees  the  Infinite  shadoiredfortka 
something  finite ;  and  indeed  can  sod  bb^ 
see  it  in  any  finite  thing,  once  tempt  b*** 
to  fix  his  eyes  thereon.    Yes,  in  prictirtil* 
it  in  theory  or  not,  we  are  all  Snpernaiarili** 
and  have  an  infinite  happiness  or  an  ^^^ 
wo  not  only  waiting  us  hereafter,  hot  l^^jj 
out  on  us  through  any  pitifoUest  presest^ 
or  evil;— as,  for  example,  on  a  higHpfl* 
Byron  through  his  lameness;  as  on  ill  T^ 
souls  through  their  first  lovesuit;  asooflM* 
souls,  still  more  foolishly,  through  manytl^ 
suit,  paper-battle,  political  horse-race  or  l» 
race.    Atheism,  it  has  ocen  said,  is  iffipM* 
ble ;   and    truly,  if  we   will  consider  it,  • 
Atheist  denies  a  Divinity,  but  only  some5»* 
(Xnmen,  Numen)  of  a  Divinity:  the  Godis!* 
present  there,  working  in  that  benighted tM 
were  it  only  as  a  god  of  darkness.    Thoustt** 
of  stern  Sansculottes,  to  seek  no  other  institf^ 
go  chanting  martyr  hymns  to  their  gaiBotUTt 
these  spurn  at  the  name  of  a  God;  yetiwA 
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sapless  *  Proseljrtes  vithont  the  Gate') 
new  pseudonym  of  Freedom.  What 
all  this  that  is  ciilled  political  fanati- 
olutioiiary  madness,  force  of  hatred, 
ove,  and  so  forth  ;  but  merely  under 
^nations,  that  same  wondrous,  won- 
ng  reflex  from  the  Infinite,  which  in 
has  given  the  Finite  its  empyrean  or 
liue,  thereby  its  blessedness  or  cursed- 
narketable  worth  or  un worth? 
rk,  however,  as  illustrative  of  several 
d  more  to  the  purpose  here,  that  man 
rict  speech  always  remain  the  clearest 
f  the  Divinity  to  man.  Friend  Nova- 
ivoutest  heart  I  knew,  and  of  purest 
s  not  scrupled  to  call  man  what  the 
Ian  is  called  in  Scripture,  a 'Revela- 
he  Flesh.*  *  There  is  but  one  temple 
orld,'  says  he,  *  and  that  is  the  body 
Bending  before  men  is  a  reverence 
his  revelation  in  the  flesh.  We  touch 
vhen  we  lay  our  hand  on  a  human 
[n  which  notable  words,  a  reader  that 
s  them,  may  find  such  meaning  and 
''  accuracy  as  will  surprise  him. 
age  of  superstition,  it  appears  to  be 
tly  known,  are  behind  us.  To  no 
re  he  never  so  heroic,  are  shrines  any 
ilt,  and  vows  offered  as  to  one  having 
ural  power.  The  sphere  of  the  trait- 
TAL  cannot  now,  by  that  avenue  of 
orth,  of  eloquent  wisdom,  or  by  any 
^enue,  be  so  easily  reached.  The 
lat  in  these  days  could  iramcend  all 
or  survey,  and  lead  men  willingly  cap- 
ififiniit  admiration,  into  worship,  is 
ed  for  (with  little  hope)  from  the  un- 
ie.  All  that  can  be  said  to  offer  itself 
cind,  at  present,  is  some  slight  house- 
Dtion,  {HauB-Andacht ^)  whereby  this  or 
•  enthusiast,  privately  in  all  quietness, 
;  his  hero  or  sage  without  measure, 
lize,  and,  so  in  a  sense,  idolize  him ; 
practice,  as  man  is  by  necessity  an 
thipper,  (no  offence  in  him  to  long  as 
is  accurately  rmon,  clear  symbolj)  and 
ed  idolatry  is  but  a  more  idolatrous 
may  be  excusable,  in  certain  cases, 
>rthy.  Be  this  as  it  will,  let  the  curious 
fy  itself  in  observing  how  the  old  ante- 
feeling  still,  though  now  struggling 
iperfectly,  and  forced  into  unexpected 
asserts  its  existence  in  the  newest 
d  the  Chaldeans  or  old  Persians,  with 
?rdusht,  differ  only  in  vesture  and 
rom  the  French,  with  their  Voltaire 
t»  des  ros€$"* 

ioubtless,  is  a  wonderful  phraseology, 
•able,  as  the  Professor  urges,  to  that 
IS  reservoir  and  convenience,  ''the 
f  the  time :"  "  A  time,"  says  he, "  when 
me  Destruction  of  a  Roman  Empire, 
fold  things  are  everywhere  confusedly 
with  rudiments  of  new;  so  that,  till 
;  mixture  and  amalgamation  be  com- 
d  even  have  long  continued  complete, 
'ersally  apparent,  no  grammatical  tan- 
)r  langue  d*oui  can  establish  itself,  but 
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only  some  barbarous  mixed  lingtia  ruttica,  more 
like  a  jargon  than  a  language,  must  prevail;  and 
thus  the  deepest  matters  be  either  barbarously 
spoken  of,  or  wholly  omitted  and  lost  sight  of, 
which  were  still  worse."  But  to  let  the  homily 
proceed : 

'*  Consider,  at  any  rate,"  continue:*  he  else- 
where, •'  under  how  many  categories,  down  to 
the  most  impertinent,  the  world  inquires  con- 
cerning Great  Men,  and  never  wearies  striving 
to  represent  to  itself  their  whole  structure, 
aspect,  procedure,  outward  and  inward !  Blame 
not  the  world  for  such  minutest  curiosity  about 
its  great  ones :  this  comes  of  the  world's  old- 
established  necessity  to  worship:  and.  indeed, 
whom  but  its  great  ones,  that  "like  celestial 
fire-pillars  go  before  it  on  the  march,"  ought 
it  to  worship  ?  Blame  not  even  that  mistaken 
worship  of  sham  great  ones,  that  are  not 
celestial  fire-pillars,  but  terrestrial  glass-Iaa- 
terns  with  wick  and  tallow,  under  no  guidance 
but  a  stupid  fatuous  one ;  of  which  worship 
the  litanies,  and  gossip-homilies-  are,  in  some 
quarters  of  the  globe,  so  inexpressibly  unin- 
teresting. Blame  it  not;  pity  it  rather,  with  a 
certain  loving  respect. 

"  Man  is  never,  let  me  assure  thee,  altogether 
a  clothes-horse;  under  the  clothes  there  is 
always  a  body  and  a  soul.  The  Count  von 
Bugeleisen,  so  idolized  by  our  fashionable 
classes,  is  not,  as  the  English  Swif^  asserts, 
created  wholly  by  the  Tailor :  but  partially,  also, 
by  the  supernatural  Powers.  His  beautifully 
cut  apparel,  and  graceful  expensive  tackle  and 
environment  of  all  kinds,  are  but  the  symbols 
of  a  beauty  and  gracefulness  supposed  to  be 
inherent  in  the  Count  himself;  under  which 
predicament  come  also  our  reverence  for  his 
counthood,  and  in  good  part  that  other  notable 
phenomenon  of  his  being  worshipped,  because 
he  is  worshipped,  of  one  idolater,  sheep-like, 
running  after  him,  because  many  have  already 
run.  Nay,  on  what  other  principle  but  this 
latter  hast  thou,  O  reader,  (if  thou  be  not  one 
of  a  thousand,)  read,  for  example,  thy  Homers 
and  found  some  real  joy  therein  ?  All  these 
things,  I  say,  the  apparel,  the  counthood,  the 
existing  popularity,  and  whatever  else  can  com- 
bine them,  are  symbols ; — bank  notes,  which, 
whether  there  be  gold  behind  them,  or  only 
bankruptcy  and  empty  drawers,  pass  current 
for  gold.  But  how,  now,  could  they  so  pass, 
if  gold  itself  were  not  prized,  and  believed  and 
known  to  be  somewhere  extant  1  Produce  the 
actual  gold  visibly,  and  mark  how,  in  these 
distrustful  days,  your  most  accredited  bank- 
paper  stagnates  in  the  market !  No  holy  Alli- 
ance, though  plush,  and  gilding,  and  genealo- 
gical parchment,  to  the  utmost  that  the  time 
yields,  be  hung  round  it,  can  gain  for  itself  a 
dominion  in  the  heart  of  any  man  ;  some  thirty 
or  forty  millions  of  men's  hearts  being,  on  the 
other  hand,  subdued  into  loyal  reverence  by  a 
Corsican  Lieutenant  of  Artillery.  Such  is  the 
difference  between  God-creation  and  Tailor- 
creation.  Great  is  the  tailor,  but  not  the 
greatest.  So,  too,  in  matters  spiritual,  what 
!  avails  it  that  a  man  be  Doctor  of  the  Sorbonne, 
j  Doctor  of  Laws,  of  Both  Laws,  and  can  cover 
!  half  a  square  foot  in  pica-type  with  the  list  of 
I  his  fellowships,  arranged  as  equilateral  trianglCi 
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■I  flM  rertez  aa  'Ac'  0T«r  and  aboT«,  tad 
with  tbe  parchment  of  his  diplomas  coold 
thatch  the  whole  street  he  lives  in:  What 
araik  itt  The  man  is  bat  an  owl;  of  pre- 
poesessing  grarity  indeed ;  much  respected  by 
aimple  neighbours;  bat  to  whose  sorrowful 
hootings  no  creature  hastens,  eager  to  listen. 
While,  again,  let  bat  some  riding  ganger  arrive 
under  cload  of  night  at  a  Scottish  inn,  and 
wofd  be  whispered  that  it  is  Robert  Barns ;  in 
ttm  instants  all  beds  and  truckle-beds,  from 
garnt  to  cellar,  are  left  vacant,  and  gentle  and 
aimpfc,  with  open  eyes  and  erect  ears,  are 
gathered  together." 

Whereby,  at  least,  Ijpom  amid  this  question- 
M9  ImgiM, "  more  like  a  jargon  than  a  lan- 
gaage,^  so  much  ma^  have  become  apparent : 
What  unspeakable  importance  the  world  at- 
^acheSy  has  ever  attachdU  (expressing  the  same 
hgr  all  possible  methods,)  and  will  ever  attach, 
to  ita  great  men.  Deep  and  venerable,  whether 
looked  at  in  the  Teofelsdreck  manner  or  other- 
wiae,  is  this  lore  of  men  for  great  men,  this 
thdr  exclusive  admiration  of  great  men;  a 
quality  oi  vast  significance,  if  we  consider  it 
well ;  for,  as  in  its  ongia  it  reaches  up  into  the 
hif^beat  and  even  holiest  provinces  of  man's 
Datura,  so,  in  his  practicsi  history  it  will  be 
found  to  play  the  most  surprising  part  Does 
tto^  for  one  example,  the  fact  of  such  a  temper 
iadestructibly  existing  in  all  men,  point  out 
laaa  as  an  essentially  governable  and  teach- 
able creatnre,  and  for  ever  refute  that  calumny 
of  his  being  by  natare  insubordinate,  prone  to 
rebellion  t  Men  seldom,  or  rather  pever  for  a 
length  of  time  and  deliberately,  rebel  against 
any  thing  that  does  not  deserve  rebelling  against 
Ready,  ever  zealous  is  the  obedience  and  de- 
votedness  they  show  to  the  great,  to  the  really 
high ;  prostrating  their  whole  possession  and 
Beit,  body,  heart,  soul,  and  spirit,  under  the  feet 
of  whatsoever  is  authentically  above  them. 
Nay,  in  most  times,  it  is  rather  a  slavish  de- 
votedness  to  those  who  only  seem  and  pretend 
to  be  above  them  that  constitutes  their  fault. 

Bat  why  seek  special  instances  1  Is*  not 
Love,  from  of  old,  known  to  be  the  beginning 
of  all  things  ?  And  what  is  admiration  of  the 
great  but  love  of  the  truly  loveablel  The 
first  product  of  love  is  imitation^  that  all- 
important  peculiar  gift  of  man,  whereby  Mao- 
kind  is  not  only  held  socially  together  in  the 
present  time,  but  connected  in  like  union  with 
the  past  and  the  future ;  so  that  the  atiainraent 
of  the  innumerable  Departed  can  be  conveyed 
down  to  the  Living,  and  transmitted  with  in- 
crease to  the  Unborn.  Now  great  men,  in 
S articular  spiritually  great  men,  for  all  men 
ave  a  spirit  to  guide,  though  all  have  not 
kingdoms  to  govern  and  battles  to  fight,  are 
the  men  universally  imitated  and  learned  of, 
the  glass  in  which  whole  generations  survey 
and  shape  themselves. 

Thus  is  the  Great  Man  of  an  age,  beyond 
comparison,  the  most  important  phenomenon 
therein ;  all  other  phenomena,  were  they  Water- 
loo Victories,  Constitutions  of  the  year  One, 
glorious  revolutions,  new  births  of  the  golden 
age,  in  what  sort  you  will,  are  small  and  trivial. 
Alas,  all  these  pass  away,  and  are  left  extinct 
behind,  like  the  tar-barrels  they  were  celebrated 


41 


I 


i 


with,  and  tha  new-born  foUca 

riu»ys  to  be  still-bom :  neither  is  r 

there,  or  will  there,  be  any  of 

sible,  save  only  in  this:  in  aew 

worth  and  wisdom  t— that  is  to  say,  th 

the  new  arrival  among  us  of 

men.    Such  arrivals  are  the 

though  unnoticed  ones ;  all  else  that» 

in  what  kind  soever,  is  but  the  rwrf, 

down  hill,  rougher  or  smoother:  n>^^    j| 

poicvr  that  will  nerve  us  for  trasrellicaL^^i. 

thereon.     So  little  comparatively-  -  ~  -^ 

thought  or  the  cnnningest  mechanics 

trivance  do  for  a  nation,  for  i 

must  we  wait  on  the  bounty  of 

what  leader  shall  be  bomfor  us,  and 

will  lead.    Thus  too,  in  defect  of- 

noted  men  become  important :  the 

of  an  age  is  the  emblem  and  livi  

of  the  Ideal  which  that  age  has  foa»4A^ 
itself:  show  me  the  noted  maa  of  sls^  J! 
show  me -the  age  that  produced  faua  ^ 
figures  walk  in  the  van,  forr  great  9004  tr^ 
mat  evil ;  if  not  leading  then  drivca  mi 
farther  misleading.  The  apotheoaif  cC 
Brummel  has  marred  many  a  piettryM^i: 
landed  him  not  at  any  goof  where  oak  frtiil^ 
earned  by  fiiithfol  labour  and  vsloir,  caq^ 
men  to  the  immortal  gods;  bnt,  liystelii^ 
version,  at  the  King's  Bench  gii,^^lmU 
that  has  never  sowed  shall  not  aay  loigcri^ 
still  ^ess  an^  bnger  bum  his  barii,1»iti>i# 
himself  with  potsherds  amoag  tia  ijy . 
thereof,  and  consider  with  all  ddiboii* 
**  what  he  wanted,  and  what  he  ''•■^v'  ^ 
To  enlighten  this  principle  of  rrrenMew 
the  great,  to  leach  us  reverence,  and  •^* 
are  to  revere  and  admire,  should  ever  be  icM 
aim  of  Education,  (indeed  it  is  ncrein  thitiij 
struction  properly  both  begins  and  ends  ;)ai 
in  these  late  ages,  perhaps  more  than  ew,» 
indispensable  is  now  our  need  of  clear  wa* 
rence,  so  inexpressibly  poor  our  supply^  *^* 
reverence !"  it  was  once  responded  to  *^*J 
of  light :  "  all  want  it,  perhaps  thoa  thy«»' 
What  wretched  idols,  of  Leeds  cloth,  stw* 
out  with  bran  of  one  kind  or  other,  do  aa 
either  worship,  or  being  tired  of  worshippiil 
(so  expensively  without  fruit,)  rend  i".P*2 
and  kick  out  of  doors,  amid  loud  shouting** 
crowing,  what  they  call  **  tremendous  cheeft 
as  if  the  feat  were  miraculous !  In  pn^ 
life,  as  in  public,  delusion  in  this  sortdoeia 
work ;  the  blind  leading  the  blind,  both  laUa* 
the  ditch. 

"For  alas!"  cries  Teufelsdreck  on  tlus J 
casion.  "  though  in  susceptive  hearts  ii  is  ■• 
that  a  great  man  is  unspeakably  great,* 
specific  marks  of  him  are  mournfully  mistakas 
thus  must  innamerable  pilgrims  joomcy.a 
toil  and  hope,  to   shrines  where  there  is  a 
healing.     On  the  fairer  half  of  the  crttli* 
above  all,  such  error  presses  hard.    Woa* 
are   born   worshippers;    in   their  good  lit* 
hearts  lies  the  most  craving  relish  forgrrt^ 
ness:  it  is  even  said,  each  chooses  herhi^ 
band  on  the  hypothesis  of  his  being  a  f^ 
man — in  his  way.    The  good  creatures, yet tk 
foolish  !     For  their  choices,  no  insight,  or  Dfil 
to  none,  being  vouchsafed  them,  are  nnotw* 
able.    Yet  how  touching,  also  to  see,  for  ex- 


60ETHE*8  W0RK8. 


840 


flirisian  ladies  of  quality,  all  rustHng 
1  nd  laces,  visit  the  condemned-cell  of 
3artoache»  and  in  silver  accents,  and 
looks  of  angels,  beg  locks  of  hair 
i  ;  as  from  the  greatest,  were  it  only 
>fession  of  highwayman  !  Still  more 
tiat  other  mistake,  the  commonest  of 
eby  the  devotional  youth,  seeking  for 
lan  to  worship,  finds  such  within  his 
L  hy  person,  and  proceeds  with  all  zeal 
p  there.  Unhappy  enough  !  to  realize, 
?  of  such  gas-light  illumination,  this 
uperstition  of  the  ages  of  Egyptian 

.rk,  however,  and  not  without  emo- 
t  of  all  rituals,  and  divine  services, 
lances  ever  instituted  for  the  worship 
nd,  this  of  Self- worship  is  the  ritual 
.thfully   observed.     Trouble    enough 

Hindoo  devotee,  with  his  washings, 
tkings,  and  perplexed  formularies, 
m  up  at  every  function  of  his  exist- 
ut  is  it  greater  trouble  than  that  of  his 

self-worshipping  brother;  is  it  trouble 
'  the  devoutest  Fakir,  so  honestly  un- 
1  and  fulfilled  1  I  answer.  No  ;  for  the 
I's  heart  is  in  it.  The  German  wor- 
,  for  whom  does  he  work,  and  scheme, 
uggle,  and  fight,  at  his  rising  up  and 
)wn,  in  all  times  and  places,  but  for  his 
y  ?  Can  he  escape  from  that  divine 
e  of  Self;  can  his  heart  waver,  or  his 
IX  faint  in  that  sacred  service  1     The 

Jonah,  prophet  as  he  was,  rather  than 
lessage  lo  Nineveh,  took  ship  to  Tarsh- 
ing  to  hide  there  from  his  Sender;  but 

ship-hull  or  whale's  belly,  shall  the 
German  Jonah  cherish  hope  of  hiding 
limself !  Consider  too  the  temples  he 
md  the  services  of  (shoulder-knotted) 
ie  ordains  and  maintains;  the  smoking 
;s,  thrice  a  day  or  ofiener,  with  per- 
psalmist  or  two,  of  broken-winded  lau- 
]d  literators,  if  such  are  to  be  had. 
e  his  votive  gifts  wanting,  of  rings, 
eels,  and  gold  embroideries,  such  as 
iy  of  Loreito  might  grow  yellower  to 
pon.  A  toilsome,  perpetual  worship, 
Ily  gone  through ;  and  then  with  what 

Alas,  with  the  worst.  The  old  Egyp- 
*k-worshipper  had,  it  is  to  be   hoped, 

of  light  and  faith  :  his  leek-god  seems 
*  on  him ;  he  is  humbled,  and  in  humi- 
Ited,  before  the  majesty  of  something, 
only  that  of  germinative  Physical  Na- 
en  through  a  germinating,  not  unnou- 

potherb.  The  Self-worshipper,  again, 
seasons  of  light,  which  are  not  of  blue 
-light ;  hungry,  envious  pride,  not  hu- 
n  any  sort,  is  the  ashy  fnift  of  his  wor- 
is  self-god  growls  on  him  with  the 
al  wolf-cry.  Give  !  Give  !  and  your  de- 
jrron,  as  the  Frau  Hunt,  with  a  wise 
ity  {s^cixtreich  nair,)  once  said,  *  must  sit 

like  a  great  schoolboy,  in  pet  because 
ve  given  him  a  plain  bun  and  not  a 
)ne.' — His  bun  was  a  lif»vrent  of  God*s 
c,  with  the  tasks  it  offered,  and  the 
>  do  them  with;  a  priori,  one  might 
ncied  it  could  be  put  up  with  for  once." 

which  wondrous  glimpses  into   the 


Teufelsdreck  Homily  on  the  Gnattius  of  Grtai 
Men,  it  may  now  be  high  time  to  proceed  with 
the  matter  more  in  hand ;  and  remark  that 
our  much  calumniated  age,  so  fruitful  in  noted 
men,  is  also  not  without  its  great.  In  noted 
men,  undoubtedly  enough,  we  surpass  all  ages 
since  the  creation  of  the  world;  and  from  two 
plain  causes :  First,  that  there  has  been  a 
French  Revolution,  and  that  there  is  now 
pretty  rapidly  proceeding  a  European  Revuln- 
tion ;  whereby  every  thing,  as  in  the  Term- 
day  of  a  great  city,  when  all  mortals  art  re- 
moving, has  been,  so  to  speak,  set  out  into 
the  street ;  and  many  a  foolish  vessel  of  dis- 
honour, unnoticed,  and  worth  no  notice  in  its 
own  dark  corner,  has  become  universally  re- 
cognisable when  once  mounted  on  the  summit 
of  some  furniture-wagon,  and  tottering  there— 
(as  committee-president,  or  other  head-direc- 
tor,) with  what  is  put  under  it,  slowly  onwards 
to  its  new  lodging  and  arrangement,  itself, 
alas,  hardly  to  get  thither  without  breakage. 
Secondly,  that  the  Printing  Press,  with  stitched 
and  loose  leaves,  has  now  come  into  full  ac- 
tion ;  and  makes,  as  it  were,  a  sort  of  univer- 
sal day-light  for  removal  and  revolution,  and 
every  thing  else,  to  proceed  in,  far  more  com- 
modiously,  yet  also  far  more  conspicuously. 
A  complaint  has  accordingly  been  heard  that 
famous  men  abound,  that  we  are  quite  overrun 
with  famous  men  :  however,  the  remedy  lies 
in  the  disease  itself;  crowded  succession  •  al- 
ready means  quick  oblivion.  For  wagon  after 
wagon  rolls  off,  and  either  arrives  or  is  ovei^ 
set ;  and  so,  in  either  case  the  vessel  of  disho- 
nour, which,  at  worst,  we  saw  only  in  crossing 
some  street,  will  afflict  us  no  more. 

Of  great  men,  among  so  many  millions  of 
noted  men,  it  is  computed  that  in  our  time 
there  have  been  two ;  one  in  the  practical,  an- 
other in  the  speculative  province :  Napoleon 
Bonaparte  and  Johaiin  Wolfgang  von  Goethe. 
In  which  dual  number,  inconsiderable  as  it  is, 
our  time  may,  perhaps,  specially  pride  itself, 
and  take  precedence  of  many  others ;  in  par- 
ticular, reckon  itself  the  fiower-time  of  the 
whole  last  century  and  half.  Every  age  will, 
no  doubt,  have  its  superior  man  or  men :  but 
one  to  superior  as  to  take  rank  among  the 
high  of  all  ages ;  this  is  what  we  call  a  great 
man  ;  this  rarely  makes  his  appearance,  such 
bounty  of  nature  and  accident  must  combine 
to  produce  and  unfold  him.  Of  Napoleon 
and  his  works  all  ends  of  the  world  have 
heard ;  for  surh  a  host  marched  not  in  silence 
through  the  frighted  deep :  few  heads  there 
are  in  this  Planet  which  have  not  formed  to 
themselves  some  featured  or  featureless  image 
of  him ;  bis  history  has  been  written  about, 
on  the  great  scale  and  on  the  small,  some 
millions  of  times,  and  still  remains  to  be  writ- 
ten: one  of  our  highest  literary  problems. 
For  such  a  "light-nimbus"  of  glory  and  re- 
nown encircled  the  man;  the  environment  he 
walked  in  was  i\se]f  so  stupendous  that  the 
eye  grew  dazzled  and  mistook  his  proportions; 
or  quite  turned  away  from  him  in  pain  and 
temporary  blindness.  Thus  even  among  the 
clear-sighted  there  is  no  unanimity  about  Na- 
poleon ;  and  only  here  and  there  does  his  own 
greatness  be^in  to  be  interpreted,  and  aeen- 
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nirir  acffnUed  from  the  mere  greatnese  of 
Ml  nme  and  forUme. 

Goethe,  agmin,  though  of  longer  contiouance 
ui  the  world,  and  intrinsically  of  mach  more 
vnqaettionable  greatness,  and  even  import- 
ance there,  could  not  be  so  noted  by  the  world : 
tar  if  the  explosion  of  powder^mines  and  ar- 
tUlffiy-parks  naturally  attracts  every  eye  and 
car;  the  approach  of  a  new-created  star 
(dawning  on  us  in  new-created  radiance, 
from  the  eternal  Deeps !)  though  ihii^  and  not 
the  ytiUery-parks,  is  to  shape  our  destiny  and 
nrftlbe  lower  earth,  is  nouble  at  first  only 
to  certain  star-gazers  and  weather-prophets. 
Amoni^  oarselves,  especially,  Goethe  had  little 
racognitioo :  indeed,  it  was  only  of  late  that 
his  existence,  as  a  man  and  not  as-  a  mere 
sounds  became  authentically  known  to  tis : 
•ad  some  shadow  of  his  high*  endowments 
and  endeavours,  and  of  the  high  meaning  that 
might  lie  therein,  arose  in  the  general  mind 
^TEnglaad,  even  of  intelligent  England.  Five 
▼ears  ago,  to  rank  him  with  ;NapoIeott,  like 
him  as  ritins  unattainable  beyond  his  class, 
like  him  and  mpre  than  he  of  quite  peculiar 
Bomeni  to  all  Europe,  would  have  seemed  a 
wonderfiil  procedure;  cahdoor  even,  and 
aniighlened'  liberality,  to  grant  him  place 
beside  this  and  the  othcfr  home-bom  ready- 
writer,  blessed  with  that  special  privilege  of 
"BngUsh  oulttvation,"  and  able  thereby  to 
write  novels,  heart  captivating,  heart-rending, 
or  of  enchaining  interest. 

Since  which  time,  however,  let.  us  say,  the 
prof^resa  of  clearer  apprehension  has  been 
rapid  and  satisfactory:  innumerable  unmu- 
sical voices  have  already  fallen  silent  on  this 
matter;  for  in  fowls  of  every  feather,  even  in 
the  pertest  choughs  and  thievish  magpies, 
there  dwells  a  singular  reverence  of  the  eagle; 
DO  Dullness  is  so  courageous,  but  if  you  once 
show  it  any  gleam  of  a  heavenly  Resplen- 
dence, it  will,  at  lowest,  shut  its  eyes  and  say 
nothing.  80  fares  it  here  with  the  "  old  estab- 
lished British  critic ;''  who,  indeed  in  these 
days  of  ours,  begins  to  be  strangely  situated; 
so  many  new  things  risins:  on  his  horizon. 
black  indefinable  shapes,  magical  or  not;  the 
old  brickfield  (where  he  kneaded  insufficient 
marketable  bricks)  all  stirring  under  his  feet ; 
preternatural,  mad-making  tones  in  the  earth 
and  air: — with  all  which  what  shall  an  old- 
established  British  critic  and  brickmaker  do, 
but,  at  wisest,  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
and,  with  the  face  and  heart  of  a  British  mas- 
titf,  though  amid  dismal  enough  forebodings, 
see  what  it  will  turn  to  ? 

In  the  younger,  more  hopeful  minds,  again, 
in  most  minds  that  can  be  considered  as  in  a 
state  of  growth,  German  literature  is  taking  its 
due  place :  in  such,  and  in  generations  of  other 
such  that  are  to  follow  them,  some  thankful 
appreciation  of  the  greatest  in  German  litera- 
ture cannot  fail :  at  all  events  this  feeling  that 
he  M  great  and  the  greatest,  whereby  apprecia- 
tion, and,  what  alone  is  of  much  value,  appro- 
priation, first  becomes  rightly  possible.  To 
forward  such  on  their  way  towards  appropriat- 
ing what  excellence  this  man  realized  and 
created  for  them,  somewhat  has  already  been 
done,  yet  not  much;  much  still  waits  to  be 


done.    The. field,  indeed,  is  ]mm:^  M^ 
fqfty  volumes  of  the  most  lipiniii^m  ^ 
that  has  been  produced  for  the  Uimai 
turies ;  there  is  the  whole  long  Ufe  atj 
Character  of  hiai  who  prodaeed  Vfif^mi 
to  expatiate  over  and  inquire  isptoiHb^ 
which  departments  the  dSsepest  dailc^  w 
most  far-sighted,  may  find  scope  emo^ 

Nevertheless,  in  these  dap  ciihel^^ 
franchise,  when  all  the  world  (perceni^T^ 
like  the  Irish  innkeeper,  that  "deatfcnl, 
structibn  are  just  coming  in  ")  will  luie 
represented  in  parliament ;  and  tbe  vrbtfj 
many  are  gone  in  this  direction  togilhera 
and  must  needs  return  mere  or  leniAiiit 
were  foolish  to  invite  either  yoaiif  or  oU 
great  depths  of  thought  on  such  a  feanei 
ter;  the  tendency  of  which  is  netikrlir 
Reform  Bill  nor  against  it,  but  qsiflllf  ' 
it  and  beyond  it ;  nowise  to  presenke 
that  inode  of  earing  memben,  hot  oilf 
duce  a  few.  members  wonk  eleeUBSi  ^ 
many  years  (4  ho  knows  howmaiij!)  ii 
harassed,  hand-to-month  circuattMHi 
the  world's  bleared  tytu  open  tkwiM 
study  the  true  import  of  such  tof  ies;  d 
topic  the  highest  of  such.    As  tiaafi  MT 
sund,  some  quite  cursory  glaneet»iil 
siderations  close  on  the  surfdicf,to 
few  (unelected,  unelective)  partiei 
that  it  lies  over  for  study,  are  all  thit 
attempted  here :  could  #e,  by  aijj 
any  measure,  disdose  for  such  the 
wonder-working  tkmttu  it  hoveniii^ 
it  is  to  be  studied  and  inquired  afters, 
is  needfullest  at  present  were  aceoBj 

One  class  of  considerations,  near 
the  surface,  we  avoid;  all  that  partite ai 
elegiac  character.  True  enough,  DOlhi»f « 
be  done  or  suffered,  but  there  is  jom«lai|l. 
be  saifi,  wisely  or  unwisely.  The  depinj 
of  our  Greatest  contemporary  Mad  cooldw 
be  other  than  a  great  event;  fitied  toawij*! 
in  all  who  with  understanding  beheld  it, » 
ing  sad,  but  high  and  sacred,  of  mo™ 
and  immortality,  of  mourning  and  rf  w 
umph;  far  lookings  into  tlie  Fist  and  it 
the  Future ;  so  many  changes,  fearfnl  W 
wonderful,  of  fleeting  Time;  glimpses wf 
the  Eternity  these  rest  on,  which  know* 
change.  At  the  present  date  and  disti^ 
however,  all  this  pertains  not  to  as;  htf  hf 
uttered  elsewhere,  or  may  be  leA  forniOT*p 
there.  Let  us  consider  the  Exequies  up^ 
that  the  high  Bogus,  with  itt  sweet  i«<i 
wood,  amid  the  wail  of  music  eloqnM** 
speechless  hearts,  has  flamed  aloH,  ktt^ 
kissing,  in  sight  of  all  the  Greeks ;  aN  iff 
now  the  ashes  of  the  Hero  aregatherwjj 
their  urn,  aii4  the  host  has  marched  ooot 
to  new  victories  and  new  toils;  fTtf*" 
mindful  of  the  dead,  not  to  moom  for  hiai^ 
more.  The  host  of  the  Greeks,  in  thisd* 
was  all  thinking  Eumpe:  whether  their faOT 
games  were  appropriate  and  worthy  we  <f 
n(»t  to  inquire;  the  time,  in  regard  *>. ** 
things,  is  empty  or  ill  provided,  and  tils •■ 
what  the  time  could  conveniently  d*  la 
canonization  and  siWemn  cremalioo  *^t^ 
by;  and  as  yet  nothing  suitable,  nothiafSf 
does  not  border  upon  parody,  has  appeal*'' 
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vm,  A  Bentham  bequeaths  his  re- 
be  lectured  oyer  in  a  school  of  ana- 
"id  perhaps,  even  in  this  way,  finds, as 
^he  Utilitarians,  a  really  nobler  funeral 
|r  other,  which  the  prosaic  a^e,  rich 
trapes  and  hollow  scutcheons,  (of  tim- 
r  words,)  coutd  have  afforded  him. 
natter  in  hand  heinej  Gofthe^s  Worh^ 
greatest  work  of  every  man,  or  rather 
rnary  and  net  amount  of  all  his  works, 
e  Life  he  has  led,  we  ask,  as  the  first 
i: — How  it  went  with  Ooethe  in  that 

what  was  the  practical  basis,  of  want 
ilment,  of  joy  and  sorrow,  from  which 
itual  productions  grew  forth  ;  the  char- 
tf  which  they  must  morfi  or  less  lepibly 
[d  which  sense,  those  Volumes  entitled 

DicfUunt^  und  Wakrheif,  wherein  his 
i\  history,  what  he  has  thought  fit  to 
nown  of  it,  stands  delineated,  will  long 
able.  A  noble  commentary,  instructive 
y  ways,  lies  opened  there,  and  yearly 
ing  in  worth  and  interest;  which  all 
,  now  when  the  true  quality  of  it  is 
ined,  will  rejoice  that  circumstances 
I  and  allowed  him  to  write:  for  surely 
Cellini's  counsel  have  any  propriety,  it 
ly  proper  in  this  case ;  the  autobiogra- 
"actice  he  recommends  (of  which  the 
itury  in  particular  has  seen  so  many 

and  worthless  examples)  was  never 
h  in  place  as  here.  **  All  men,  of  what 
oever,^  thus  counsels  the  brave  Ben- 

"  who  have  accomplished  aught  vir- 
ir  virtuous-like,  should,  provided  they 
icious  of  really  good  purposes,  write 
heir   own   life ;  nevertheless,   not  put 

so  worthy  an  enterprise  till  aAer  they 
*ached  the  age  of  forty."  All  which 
egulations  Goethe  had  abundantly  ful- 
ihe  last  as  abundantly  as  any,  for  he 
V  reached  the  age  of  sixty-two. 
s  year,  1811,"  says  he,  "distinguishes 
r  me  by  persevering  outward  activity. 
^e  of  PhJip  Harkerl  went  to  press;  the 
committed  to  me  all  carefully  elaborated 
lase  required.  By  this  task  I  was  once 
itracted  to  the  South  :  the  occurrences 
at  that  period,  had  befallen  me  there,  in 
t*s  company  or  neighbourhood,  became 
a  the  imagination ;  I  had  cause  to  ask. 
his  which  I  was  doing  for  another 
not  be  attempted  for  myself  1  I  turned, 
ingly,  before  completion  of  that  volume, 
own  earliest  personal  history ;  and,  in 
bund  here  that  I  had  delayed  too  lonsr- 
irk  should  have  been  undertaken  while 
Iher  yet  lived ;  thereby  had  I  got  nigher 
cenes  of  childhood,  and  been,  by  her 
trength  of  memory,  transported  into  the 
of  them.  Now,  however,  must  these 
?d  apparitions  be  recalled  by  my  own 
ind,  first,  with  labour,  many  an  inciie- 
j  recollection,  like  a  necessary  magic- 
tus  be  devised.  To  represent  the  de- 
ent  of  a  child  who  had  grown  to  be  re- 
)le,  how  Ihir  exhibited  itself  und'^r  given 
stances,  and  yet  how  in  general  it  cou'd 
;  the  student  of  human  nature  and  his 

such  was  the  thing  I  had  to  do. 
:his  tenae,  nDpretendingly  enough,  to  a 


work  treated,  with  anxious  fidelity,  I  gave  tlye 
name  Wahrheit  und  Dirhtwig,  (Truth  and  Fic- 
tion ;)  deeply  convinced  that  man,  in  immedi' 
ate  Presence,  still  more  in  Remembrance, 
fashions  and  models  the  external  world  accord- 
ing to  his  own  peculiarities. 

"  The  bosine.ss,  as,  with  historical  studying, 
and  otherwise  recalling  of  placed  and  persons, 
I  had  much  time  to  spend  on  it,  busied  me 
wheresoever  I  went  or  stood,  at  home  anil 
abroad,  to  such  a  degree  that  my  actual  con- 
dition became  like  a  secondary  matter;  though 
again,  on  all  hands,  when  summoned  outwards 
by  occasion,  I  with  full  force  and  undivided 
sense  proved  myself  present." — II  VrAfx  xxii.  62. 

These  Volumes,  with  what  other  supple- 
mentary matter  has  been  added  to  them,  (the 
rather  as  Goethe's  was  a  life  of  manifold  rela- 
tion, of  the  widest  connection  with  important 
or  elevated  persons,  not  to  be  carelessly  laid 
before  the  world,  and  he  had  the  rare  good  for- 
tune of  arranging  all  things  that  regarded  even 
his  posthumous  concernment  with  the  existing 
generation,  according  to  his  own  deliberate 
judgment,)  are  perhaps  likely  to  be,  for  a  long 
time,  our  only  authentic  reference.  By  the 
la.st  will  of  the  deceased,  it  would  seem,  all  his 
papers  and  efiTects  are  to  lie  exactly  as  they 
are,  till  aAer  another  twenty  years. 

Looking  now  into  these  magically-f^called 
scenes  of  childhood  and  manhood,  the  studenX 
of  human  nature  will,  under  all  manner  of 
««hape.s,  from  first  to  la.st,  note  one  thing:  The 
singularly  complex  Possibility  ofiTered  from 
without,  yet  along  with  it  the  deep  never-fail- 
ing Force  from  within,  whereby  all  this  i$ 
conquered  and  realized.  It  was  as  if  accident 
and  primary  endowment  had  conspired  to  pro- 
duce a  character  on  the  great  scale ;  a  will  is 
cast  abroad  into  the  widest,  wildest  element, 
and  giAed  also  in  an  extreme  degree,  to  prevail 
over  this,  to  fashion  this  to  its  own  form :  in 
which  subordinating  and  self-fa.shioniog  of  its 
circumstances,  a  character  properly  consists. 
In  external  situations,  it  is  true,  in  occurrences, 
such  as  could  be  recited  in  the  Newspapers, 
Goethe's  existence  is  not  more  complex  than 
other  men's;  outwardly  rather  a  pacific  smooth 
existence:  but  in  his  inward  specialities  and 
depth  of  faculty  and  temper,  in  his  position 
spiritual  and  temporal  towards  the  world  as  it 
was  and  the  world  as  he  could  have  wished  it, 
the  observant  eye  may  discern  complexity, 
perplexity  enough ;  an  extent  of  data  greater, 
perhaps,  than  had  lain  in  any  life-problem  for 
some  centuries.  And  now,  as  mentioned,  the 
force  for  solving  this  was,  in  like  manner, 
granted  him  in  extraordinary  measure;  so  that 
we  must  say,  his  po.^^sibilities  were  faithfully 
and  with  wonderful  success  turned  into  acqui- 
sitions ;  and  this  man  fought  the  good  fight,  nqt 
only  victorious,  as  all  true  men  arc,  but  victo- 
rious without  damage,  and  with  an  ever-in- 
creasing strength  for  new  victory,  as  only 
ffreat  and  happy  men  are.  Not  wounds  and 
loss  (beyond  fast-healing,  skin- Icep  wounds) 
has  the  unconquerable  to  suffer ;  only  ever- 
enduring  toil;  weariness — from  which,  aAcr 
re»st,  he  will  ri.se  stronger  than  before. 

Good  fortune,  what  the  world  calls  good  for- 
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tnMb  awaits  him  from  beginniDg  to  end;  bm^withdrawn  from  his  ebntniL   Therid^i|p|^ 
aim  a  far  deejter  felicity  than  this..    Soch  has  his  whole  life  u>  guide,  wilboit  ffi 


worldly  giUs  of  good  fortune  are  what  we 
called  pofftibilities :  happy  he  that  can  rale 
oirer  them ;  hut  rftmblg  unhappy  he  that  cannot. 
Only  in  virtne  of  good  gnid  i  nee  does  that  same 
sood  fortune  prove  good.  Wealth,  health,  fiery 
ught  with  Pniteus  manysidedness  of  mind, 
peace,  honoor,  len^h  of  days:  with  all  this 
you  may  make  no  Goethe,  but  only  some  Vol- 
taire; with  the  most  that  was  fortuitous  in  all 
this,'  make  only  some  short-lived,  unhappy, 
unprofitable  Byron. 

At  no  period  of  the  World's  History  can  a 
gifted  man  be  bom  when  he  will  not  find 
«nofigh  to  do ;  in  no  circumstances  come  into 
life  but  there  will  be  contradictions  for  him  to 
reconcile^  -diffioulties  which  it  .will  task  his 
whole  strength  to  sormount,  if  his  whole 
ttrem|th  safllce.  Eveiywhere  the  human  soul 
ataaiM  l>etweeB  a  hemisphere  of  light  and 
asother  of  darkness ;  on  the  confines  of  two 
CTerlastiDglT  hostile  empires,  Necessity  and 
Freewill.  A  pious  adage  says,  "  the  back  is 
aaade  for  die  burden  :**  we  might  with  no  less 
troth  invert  it,  and  say,  the  burden  was  made 
fbr  the  back.  Nay,  so  perverse  is  the  nature 
cf  man,  it  has  in  all  times  l>een  found  that  an 
external  allotment  superior  to  the  common 
was  more  dangerous  than  one  inferior;  thus 
Ibr  a  hundred  &at  can  bear  adversity,  there  is 
hardly  one  that  can  bear  prosperity. 

Of  riches,  in  particular,  as  of  the  grossest 
apecies  of  prosperity,  the  perils  are  recorded 
by  all  moralists;  and  ever,  as  of  old,  must  the 
sad  observation  from  time  to  time  occur: 
•Easier  for  a  camel  to  pass  throuRhthe  eye 
of  a  needle!**  Riches  in  a  cultured  commaoity 
are  the  strangest  of  things :  a  power  all-mov- 
ing, yet  which  any  the  most  powerless  and 
akilless  can  puf  in  motion  ;  they  are  the  rtatlictt 
of  possibilities ;  the  readiest  to  become  a  great 
blessing  or  a  great  curse.  *<  Beneath  gold 
thrones  and  mountains,"  says  Jean  Paul,  **  who 
knows  how  many  giant  spirits  lie  entombed!** 
•  The  first  fruit  of  riches,  especially  for  the  man 
bom  rich,  is  to  teach  him  faith  in  them,  and  all 
but  hide  from  him  that  there  is  any  other  faith  : 
thus  is  he  trained  up  in  the  miserable  eye-ser- 
Tice  of  what  is  called  Honour,  Respectability; 
instead  of  a  man  we  have  but  a  fcigman, — one 
who  "always  kept  a  gig,"  two-wheeled  or  four- 
wheeled.  Consider  too  what  this  same  gig- 
manhood  issues  in;  consider  that  first  and 
most  stupendous  of  giermen.  Phaeton,  the  son 
of  Sol,  who  drove  the  brightest  of  all  conceiv- 
able gigs,  yet  with  the  sorrowfullest  result. 
Alas,  Phaeton  was  his  father's  heir;  born  to 
attain  the  highest  fortune  without  earning  it: 
he  had  buU'  no  sun-chariot,  (could  not  build  the 
simplest  wheelbarrow,)  but  could  and  would 
insist  on  driving  one ;  and  so  broke  his  own 
stiff  neck,  sent  gig  and  horses  spinning  through 
infinit«>  space,  and  set  the  universe  on  fire! — 
Or,  to  ypeak  in  more  modest  figures,  Poverty, 
we  may  say,  surrounds  a  man  with  ready-made 
barriers,  which,  if  they  mournfully  gall  and 
hamper,  do  at  least  prescribe  for  him  and  force 
on  him  a  sort  of  course  and  goal;  a  ^^afe  and 
beaten  though  a  eirenicons  course;  great  part 
of  his  guidance  is  secure  against  fatal  error,  is 


barrier,  save  of  his  own  choosing;  iMiMfi  Wi 
a«  we  have  seen^  is  too  likely  to  itttklUgi 

often,  instead  df  jC^alkiog  straigkl  finniii 
he  might,  does  but,  like  ieshuruB,  if^*AL|| 
kick;  in  which  process,  it  is  des^MJb 
adamantine  circle  of  Necessity  v^M^ 
World  is  built,  but  only  hisowa  '" 
must  go  to  pieces ! — ^Tmly,  in  pliis  , 
we  bethink  us  what  a  road  many  tByni 
Mirabeau,  especially  in  these  latter 
have  gone,  it  is  proof  of  an  -unconmot 
wealth  in  Goethe;  that  the  ontvari 
whether  of  money  or  other  happineti 
Fortune  ofiered  him,^did  in  no  case 
power  of  Nature  to  appropriate  tair 
somely  assimilate ;  that  all  outward ' 
ness  grew  to  inward  stre&gdi,  and 
only  blessed  effects  for  him.     Thdto 
mountains**  of  Jean  Paul,  to  tbegiaat 
rise  above  them,  are  ezeelleat,  botk 
and  speculatory,  heights ;  and  do  ii 
come  a  throite,  where  happily  they 
been  a  tomb. 

Goethe's  childhood  is  throughout  ff 
joyful  character:  kind  plea^,  ia ereiy 
security,  affection,  manifold  exBitnrtk 
straction,  encircles  him :  wholly  u 
of  sun  and  azure,  wherein  the  jouK 
awakening  and  attaining,  can  on  iu 
richly  unfold  itself!  A  l>eautifnl  boy,  of 
lucid,  serenely  deep  nature,  with  the 
completeness  yet  infinite  incessant 
ness  of  a  boy,  has,  in  the  fittest  ean 
begun  to  be:  beautiful  be  looks  and 
rapid,  gracefully  prompt,  like  the  snnof 
wise,  noble,  like  Latona's  son :  nay  (asiO 
may  notv  see)  he  is,  iu  ver)'  troth,  a  mini 
incipient  world-poet;  of  all  heavenlj  f 
the  beautifullest  we  know  of  that  can  risA 
lower  earth.  Lovely  enough  shine  frr 
those  young  years  in  old  Teutonic  FriokfcJ 
mirrored  in  the  far  remembrance  of  the •# 
historian,  real  yet  ideal,  they  are  among 
most  genuine  poetic  Idyls.  No  smallest i 
ter  is  too  small  for  us,  when  we  think  idti 
was  that  did  it  or  suffered  it.  The  little  t«i 
clothed  urchin,  mercnrial  enough  with  all» 
stillness,  can  throw  a  whole  cargo  of  i^ 
marketed  crockery,  piece  by  piece,  fin*  w 
balcony  into  the  street,  (once  the  fett  i» 
gested  to  him ;)  and  comically  shaners  dj 
delf-ware  with  the  same  right  hand,  i^ 
tragically  wrote  and  hurled  forth  the  6twm 
scorn  of  Mephistophiles,  or  as  "right  haiTa 
Faust,  "  smote  the  universe  to  rains."  ^M., 
smile  more  than  enough  (if  thou  be  ^i*f)W 
the  gray-haired,  all-experienced  raanreme«l# 
how  the  boy  walked  on  the  Mayn  bridff.*^ 
"  liked  to  look  at  the  bright  weaihcr-cod^* 
the  barrier  there.  That  foolish  piece  rf(P 
wood,  there  glittering  sun-lit,  with  its  rf* 
wavering  in  the  Mayn  waters,  is  s*akeijj 
quite  another  glitter  in  the  young  piMs^ 
is  not  this  foolish  sun-lit  splendour  al<^■J• 
when  ihere  is  an  eye  to  behold  it,  onerf* 
ture's  doings?  The  eye  <if  the  yonnfi** 
here,  through  the  paltriest  chink,  kwkiajf** 
the  infinite  Splendours  of  Nature— wbet^** 
day,  himself  is  to  enter  and  dweU. 
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oettie's  mother  appears  to  have  been  ihs 

e    g-iftrd  of  Ihe  parents  ;  a  wnman  of  allo- 
ler  grntaJ  eharacier,  great  spiritual  faculty 


r  vsgoa^ 


n  ibe  s. 


•Id  family  friends  in  mind  of.  tl  is  gralt- 
X  for  as  Ihal  she  lived  1o  witness  his  ma- 
rtty  in  works  and  honours;  lo  know  that  the 
"  ^  infant  ihe  had  sorsed  was  grcxvn  to  be  a 
btjr  man.  the  Hr^I  man  of  hii>  oatioD  aori 
In  the  father,  as  prosperous  citizen  of 
Itforl,  skilled  in  many  things,  ipiproveJ 
Mvel.  by  siadies  both  practical  and  orna- 
'^' ;  decorated  with  some  diplomatic  title, 
t*UsiDg,  among  his  books,  paintings,  cal- 
~  I  and  heusehold  possessions,  social  or 
"ml,  spiritaal  or  material,  a  quite undi- 
:  indepeadenl  life,  we  become  ac- 
k»led  with  a  German  (doI  coanlry)  but 
Mttman  of  the  last  centory;  a  character 
'j  ever  familiar  in  our  Islands;  now 
,3  almost  obsolete  among  Ihe  Germans 
A  positive,  methodical  man.  sound- 
Bed,  honeist'hearted,  sharp-tempered ;  with 
mmon  share  of  volition,  among  other 
lo  that  scarcely  any  obstacle  would 
n  back,  but  whatsoever  he  could  not 
juld  struggle  round,  and  in 
I  case  bt  al  Ibe  end  of  his  journey :  many 
dt  of  whose  good  qualities  passed  also  over 
teritmnee;  and,  in  fairer  combination,  on 
r  t)bjMls>  to  Ihe  whole  world's  profit, 
*MB  a  lecood  time  in  action. 
tnlly  incidents;  house-buildinajs,  or  re- 
liBfS  ;  arrivals,  departures;  in  any  case, 
^Hf's-days  and  birth-days,  are  not  wanl- 
!  norciiy-incidenis;  many  coloured  tumult 
FfmrkfPTt  fairn;  Kaisere'  coronations,  ei- 

■  T>^t»f  iPid  witnessed;  or  that  glorious  cere- 
mi.  ni.i  I  111'  ihe  yearly  PfriffrrgnicM,  wherein  the 
fr.iri.J'.i:li-r  himself  plays  So  imptrial  a  part. 
Wi:.ii,l  .iiciilents  too  roll  'forth  their  billows  into 
(be  remniest  creek,  and  alter  the  current  there. 

■  Th«    Earthquake   of  Lisboi 
^  frmnkfuri  boy  into  wondrous  depths  of  another 

ton;  enunciating  dark  theological  problems 
vbiehnotheolo^orhis  will  solve.  Direction 
iaiiruction,  in  tike  manner,  awaits  him  in  Ih 
Orett  Frederic's  Seven  Years'  War;  especi 
tf  I]p  in  that  long  billetling  a(  King's  Lieutenan 
■"  ""e  de  Thorane.  with  his  ser]eants  ani 
_  tnts,  with  his  painters  and  picture-easel! . 
i  ^niok  precision  and  decision,  his  "dry 
^ttlry"  and  stately  Spanish  bearing;— 
fk  collisions  with  the  "  house-father," 
K  0«RDan  hoDse-stairs  (though  he  silently 
hiRs  the  inevitable)  were  not  new-built  to 
I  French  highway  of;  who  besides 
•  not  the  French,  but  the  great  invinc 
ills  Ihey  are  striving  to  beat  down.  Thi 
|~fi>r«iample,orthal  singular  congratulalior 
Ike  »iciDry  at  Bergen  : 

"So  then,  al  lasL  afler  a  restless  Pass! 
wc«b,  Passion-Friday.  I7S9,  arrived.  A  deep 
stillness  announced  Ibe  approaching  storm. 
We  children  were  forbidden  lo  leave  the 
h»DSe;  onrfather  bad  no  re^it.  and  went  out. 
The  battle  began;  I  mounted  lo  the  top  story, 
_vbere  the  field,  indeed,  was  still  out  of  m^r 
~jt>t,  but  Ihe  thunder  of  the  cannon  and  the 
lO'ty  of  Ihe  small  anus  could  be  fully  dia- 
After  tome  hours,  we  taw  the  first 


tokens  of  the  badle,  in 
whereon  wounded  men,  it 
.1  dismembcrmeni  and  gesture,  were  drivra 
iftly  past  us  to  Ihe  Liebfrauen-Klosler,  whlek 
had  been  changed  into  a  hospital.  The  cum* 
>assion  of  the  cilizens  forthwith  awoke.  Becri 
vine,  bread,  iDooey  were  given  lo  such  as  bad 
iiill  power  of  receiving.  But  when,  ere  long, 
vonnded  and  captive  Germans  also  were 
loticed  in  that  train,  the  pily  had  no  limits;  it 
seemed  as  if  each  were  benl  to  strip  himiielf 
if  whatever  movable  thing  be  had,  to  aid  hii 
countrymen  therewith  in  their  extremity. 
■■  The  prisoners,  meanwhile,  were  the  sjmp- 
m  of  a  battle  unprosperous  for  the  Allita. 
y  father,  in  his  parliality,  quite  certain  thai 
these  would  gain,  had  Ihe  passionate  rashness 
It  to  meet  the  expected  visitors;  not 
reflecting  that  the  beaten  side  would  in  thai 
:  have  lo  ran  over  him.  He  went  first  into 
garden,  at  the  Friedberg  Gale,  where  be 
found  all  quiet  and  solitary;  then  ventured 
forth  to  the  Bornheim  Heath,  where  sooui 
various  scattered  oulrunners  and 
la^age-men  came  in  sight,  who  took  Um 
sati.t  fact  ion.  as  they  passed,  of  shooting  al  the 
bonndary-stones,  and  sent  our  eager  wanderer 
the  reverberated  lead  singing  abont  his  ean. 
^e  reckoned  it  wiser,  therefore,  to  come  back; 
ind  learned  on  some  inquiry,  wbat  Ihe  snund 
if  Ibe  firing  might  already  have  laaghi  him, 
that  for  the  French  all  went  n-clt,  and  no  re- 
thought of.  Arriving  home  full  of 
black  humour,  he  quite,  at  sight  of  his  wounded 
ner  conntrymen,  lo«i  all  composure. 
n  also  many  a  gift  went  out  far  the 
passing  wagons^,  but  only  Germans  were  10 
lasle  of  it ;  which  arrangement,  as  Talc  had  so 
huddled  frieudK  and  foes  together,  could  not 
Iways  be  adhered  lo. 

"Our  molher,  and  we  children,  who  had 
from  Ihe  first  built  npon  the  Count's  word,  and 
so  passed  a  tolerably  quiet  day,  were  greatly 
rejoiced,  and  our  mother  doubly  comforled,  as 
she  thai  morning,  on  questioning  the  oraclo 
of  her  jewel  box  by  the  scralch  of  a  needia,  • 
had  obtained  a  most  consolatory  answer  not 
only  for  Ihe  present  but  for  Ibe  future.  We 
wished  onrfather  a  similar  belief  and  disposi- 
tion :  we  Haltered  him  what  we  could,  we  en- 
treated him  to  lake  some  food,  which  he  had 
forborne  all  dayj  he  refused  onr  caresses  and 
every  enjovmeol,  and  retired  to  his  room. 
Our  joy,  in  the  meanwhile,  was  not  disturbed; 
the  business  was  oven  the  King's  Lieolenant, 
who  lo-day,  contrary  lo  custom,  had  been  on 
horseback,  at  length  relumed ;  his  presence  at 
home  was  more  needful  Ihan  ever.  We  sprang 
out  lo  meel  him,  kissed  his  hands,  teslilied  our 
joy.  It  seemed  to  please  him  greaily.  '  Well  I' 
said  he,  wiih  more  sofiness  than  usual,  '[  am 
glad  too  for  your  sake,  dear  children.'  He 
ordered  ns  sweeimeats,  sweet  wine,  evrrything 
the  best,  and  went  to  his  chamber,  where  al- 
ready a  mass  of  imporiuners,  sidicitors,  peli- 
lioners.  were  crowded. 

•■  We  held  now  a  dainty  collation^  deplored 
our  good  father,  who  could  not  participate 
therein,  and  pressed  our  molher  to  bring  him 
down ;  she,  however,  knew  better,  and  how 
uncheerine  such  gifli  would  be  U>  him.   Kcv^r 


r  tkt   owe  Mia  cje*  aad  Ac  Itiftlj  aaMk 

II  ti  ai  dM  T«T  tkrohoU  eT  jsaA  ikl  Ikn 
^NOiIc  of  GRtehra  (KMpune.  Mvf'M'-b.) 
Mean  i  the  ronae  cnuc  of  >li«  Mcki  «■< . 
tne  Uilt  ef e<  tbill  sow  knov  iiimi  ihiai.  of 
■Mnral  magic.and  Ac  imporbBMof  e*«a»Av- 
lal  to  aaolbcri  ihi  ■ild-Sovias boonataa hs 
of  huntMi  Pusioa.  ffanom  in  ABrofal  li^i.| 
(which,  alas,  m>r  bccone  inferaal  bshuiac,) 
VDVeili  lUelf  a  Uult  lo  buD.  A  erauM  lifili 
Vpiaodr;  vrieckDH  it;  and  Gmcnra  benenkaa 
no*t  6tti  ItFcn :  wbollf  as  innijccsi,  wise, 
datat;  matdn:  pure  anil  poor, — «h«  ra- 
Si>)i«>  rrom  ni  bcre;  bat,  sr  imM.  ia  iomt 
quiet  Douk  of  tlu  Rhincitnil.  became  vifeud 
inuihcr,  and  wm  the  juy  and  socrow  af  mbc 
brave  man'i  bean, — accordion  am  uappoini- 
ed.  To  ihe  bi>y  biiDMlf  it  ended  painroUj  and 
almo«t  fatalJj,  had  Dot  sick-ne»  conw  to  bU 
deliverance;  and  here  lou  be  may  experience 
)w»  "aUiadow  chasctiuio  all  manner  of  sau- 
fbine."  and  in  thii,  Whii-ify-iail-ii  of  Exitience 
the  ira^  elemeni  is  not  waniiDg.  The  name 
pf  OrclchcD,  not  her  tlory.  which  had  nothiiig 
in  it  or  ibai  guili  and  terror,  has  been  made 
world-fa  mom  in  the  plaf  b(  F-nut. — 

Leipsio  University  has  ihe  honoor  at  malri- 
Aulaling  him.  The  name  of  his  "propitioa^ 
Bolher''ihe[nay  boasior.batnot  ortherealitj: 
>lu,  in  iheie  days,  the  Universiij  of  the  Uni- 
rerie  i"  ihe  only  propilious  mother  of  sttch ;  all 
other  propiuuui  movers  are  but  anpmpiiious 
■uperannnaled  dry-nurses  fallen  bedrid,  from 
whom  the  famished  nurMlinghasIo««i/  even 
bread  and  water,  if  he  will  noi  die;  vhom  for 
inoit  pari  he  Houn  lakes  leave  of.  giving  per- 
bapn.CaiinOibbon'tcase,)  for  farewell  than  k;, 
•ome  rough  liveak  of  the  nose  ^  and  rushes  de 
seraie  inio  the  wide  world  an  orphan.  The  tin: 
U  adranciofc.  slower  or  fasKr,  when  ibe  bedr 
(lry-nu^^e  will  decease,  and  be  succeeded  by 
walking  and  siirriog  wet  one.  Goeihe's  en 
ploymenis  and  cullnre  al  LeipMC  lay  in  qui 
other  groves  than  the  academic :  he  listened  i 
the  Cicernoian  Ernesii  with  eagerness,  but  Ibe 
life-giving  word  flowed  not  from  his  mouth ;  to 
theaacenlalal,ecleciic-sPntiinenialGellert,(ihe 
diviDily  of  all  lea-iable  moral  philosnpht 
.both  «»eaO  witnessed  "the  pure  sou 
fennjne  will  of  the  noble  msD."  heard  "  b 
inoDitioDs,  warnings,  and  entri^aiiEs,  uttered 
in  a  lomewbal  hollow  and  melancholy  tone," 
— and  then  the  Frenchman  hay  In  il  all,  Lauuz 
It  fairtiil  nout  Jomt  dei  dupti,  "In  logic 
■eemtd  to  me  very  strange  ihnt  I  must  no 
lake  up  Ihoae  apiritual  operatians  which  rrom 
of  olil  I  had  exeeuied  with  Ihe  utmos 
eooe,  and  taller  Ihcm  asunder,  iOEula 


«bouI  ai  much  vt  the  Doctor  himself;  and  he 


M.f.H-aI«>«fWu» 
kara  c-^^B*.  Wilhh 
M^  be  k>3  an  tnierviM^. 
atea.Mia  a  f««i«Zm  cmdt  (»  detJuooedl 
8hMn.wkHC  tiae  ■■  the  tiunrj  beanaii 
^h  tw» :  fcr  aa  Ol*«p«i  it^it.  «•'  IMmf 
gm |ii  iii  M^  *>A amodttr  cooaelfc.  Gl» 
mtM k^  mundmof*  *e  rctga  of  mtUr.a  a 
r  I  •  r  •  '"'  "'^  ^^  ^°^  Bl-'Mrfr 
fUiillit  Ttt  dbe  *Maa;  bat  Mw  thM  H 
•f  it.  a*d  Ike  -  rajles«  nujesly'  (W 
0  kerc  beb«:j  ili-  rayed  oat 


asy  n».  wr  fucied  ke  had  beckoMd  Vl>t^ 
■SMx  iMD  ••  adfoiuag  elumtwr.    Wcfii* 
Ml  a  snKalai'   aceae ;  for,  M  tm 
ral,  OMUchtd,  ike  h»st  bnailfr 

o eomid  Ina  the  uppoailc  iott,ia 

j^eu  itaTff»<*  nigkiBoan, lined  with  red  uftMl 
bat  his  enonDOBs  head  was  bald  and  vilbNl 
■overing.  This,  faowever,  was  the  verj  wait 
o  be  now  supplied ;  for  ihe  servant  eaw 
pnngiog  in  al  a  side-door,  wilb  a  faU-banDWC 
rig  on  ~bi.<  band,  (the  locks  fell  don  In  bb 
elbowi,]  and  held  it  oai,  with  lemfied  EeoW 
u>  his  Qiasler.  GoUfcbed.  wilboat  nlleti^ 
the  smatlesi  complaiiii,  lifted  ih«  b«Bi«<v 
viih  bis  lefl  band  from  the  set«aat*s  ara  i  aid 
very  de/il)*  swinging  il  op  lo  iis  place  •«  lk« 
head,  ai  the  same  ume.  with  his  rifchl  baal 
gave  Ihe  poor  man  a  box  on  the  ear.  whidMl 
is  seen  in  comedies,  dashed  him   spmoinf  Ml 


seated,  and  with  proper  dignity  wrni  thcoiik 
a  loleribly  lone  discourse," 

In  which  discourse,  however,  it  i*  Uk^ 
I iiile  edification  fur  the  young  inquircretwl 
lie.  Already  by  muliifarious  discoaninpni 
readings  he  has  convinced  himself;  to  htt  d» 
spair.of  the  walety  condition  of  the  Ootistbiiin 
world,  and  bow  -the  Noarkidr  (Noafaeid)  rf 
Bodiner  is  a  true  symbol  of  the  deluaciU 
has  swelled  up  round  Ibe  German  Panunii' 
and  in  literature  as  in  philosophy  then  b 
neither  landmark  nor  loadstar.  Herctoo^ht 
resnbies  his  inquiries  aboiil  religmn.  faUitU* 
"  black  scruple?"  about  most  things,  and  i« 
"the  bald  and  feeble  deli  veranceH"pnip<WBW 
him,  has  sorry  comfort  Oalwsrd  lhiligi,B«fe- 
over,  go  not  as  they  should  ;  iha  copiiiu  fU- 
losDpbie  harlequinades  of  that  wag  Btjnai, 
■■with  Ihe  lonK  nose,"  iinseitle  rather  lb* 
selilp;  as  do,  in  many  ways,  oihrr  wiae  ud 
foolish  mortnls  of  both  sexes ;  maticra  era* 
worse  and  worse.  He  falls  sick,  beoooKi 
wretched  eniiugh ;  yet  unfolds  wilha)  "U 
nudncious  humour  which  feels  itself  laporiM 
to  [he  moment;  not  only  fears  no  danger.  Ml 
even  wilTully  conrts  it."  And  thus,  somewhat 
in  a  wrecked  stale,  he  quits  bis  propiiiow 
mother,  and  returns  home. 
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prrenhelrss   Ir(   ihere   be   no  relleclionsi 

n  eBrnwl  gel  forward  wilh  his 

OB  to  Sirasburg  lo  complete  himsFlf 

,,, ,  JO  has  ihepttiernaljitd^meni  arranged 

K.  A  lawyer,  ihe  ihing  in  iheae  latler  days 
called  Lawyer,  or  a  man  in  whom  ever  bounle- 
oBs  Nature  has  seni  us  a  Poel  U>t  Ihe  World  \ 
O  blind  mortals,  blind  over  what  lirs  closest 
to  us,  what  we  have  the  truest  wish  ta  see! 
lA  this  yonng  eoll  that  caprioles  there  in  young 
lOElihood,  and  snuffs  the  wind  wilh  an  "au- 
^toui  hutnoar,"  rather  dangerous  looking, 
ao  SleswiA  Dobbin,  lo  rise  to  dromedary 
ttolure.  and  draw  three  (uns  avoirdupois  (of 
ctfcel-tnud  or  whatever  else,)  has  been  tfooch- 
Mfrdi  but  a  winged  miraculous  Pegasus  to 
Mrry  us  lo  the  heavens !— Whereon  too  (if  we 
flMKider  11]  many  a  heroic  Betlerophon  shall, 
In  lime!'  coming,  mount  aud  destroy  Chimairas, 
and  deliver    afflicted  nations   on   the   lower 

lutb. 

Meanwhile,  be  this  as  il  may,  the  yoalh  is 
gone  lo  Strasburg  to  prepare  for  the  cr-inuH 
ngantum;  ihough,  as  it  turned  uul,  for  quile  a 
different  than  the  Law  one.  Confusion  etiough 
tain  his  head  and  heart;  poelic  objects  too 
hare  taken  root  there,  and  will  not  rest  till  they 
have  worked  themselves  into  fortn.  "These," 
lays  he,  "  were  Gdtz  von  Beriichingen  and 
rmatt.  The  wriiien  Life  of  Ihe  former  had 
Mtzed  my  inmost  soul.  The  figure  of  a  rude 
well.meaninp^cIf-helper,in  wild  anarchic  time, 
(zcited  my  deepest  sympathy.  The  impressive 

EDppet-show  Fable  of  the  other  sounded  and 
ntumed  throtigh  me  manj'toned  enough," — 
■Let  us  wiihdraw,  however,"  subjoins  he, 
■  into  the  free  tir,  lo  Ihe  high  broad  platform 
of  Ihe  Minster ;  as  if  the  time  were  siill  here, 
wbm  weyoangonesonen  reodezvoused  thither 
to  Mlate,  with  full  rummers,  the  sinking  sun." 
W«ey  had  good  telescopes  with  Ihem ;  "and 
one  friend  after  another  saarched  out  the  spot 
io  Ihe  disiance  which  had  become  the  dearest 
to  him  :  neither  was  I  without  a  little  cye- 
atsrb  of  ihe  like,  which,  though  it  rose  not 
conspicuous  in  ihe  landsoape,  drew  me  lo  it 
Vyond  all  else  wilh  a  kindly  magic"  This 
Eludes,  we  perceive,  to  that  Alsatian  Vicar  of 
Wakefield,  and  his  daughter  the  fairPrederike; 
eanceming  which  matter  a  word  may  not  be 
nteless  here.  Exception  has  been  taken  by 
certain  tender  souls,  of  Ihe  all-far-love  sori, 
■gainst  Goethe's  conduct  in  this  mailer.  He 
flirted  with  this  blooming  blue-eyed  Atsalian. 
■he  wilh  him.  innocently  enough,  Ihoughtless- 
tj  enough,  till  they  both  came  to  love  each 
other;  atid  then,  when  Ihe  marrying  point 
began  lo  grow  visible  in  the  distance,  he  stopt 
ahon.  and  would  no  farther.  Adieu,  he  cried, 
and  wared  his  lily  hand.  "  The  good  Prede- 
rike  vas  weeping ;  I  too  was  sick  enough  at 
heart"  Whereupon  arises  Ihe  question  :  Is 
Goethe  a  bad  man;  or  is  he  not  a  bad  man  1 
Alas,  worthy  souU!  if  this  world  were  all  a 
wedding  dance,  and  ihau  ihah  never  come  into 
colti«ion  with  tkeu  wilt,  what  a  new  improved 
time  we  hnd  of  il!  It  is  man's  miserable  lou 
in  the  meanwhile  to  eat  and  labour  us  well  as 
wed-,  alas,  how  ollen.lihe  Corporal  "Trim,  does 
be  spend  the  whole  oighl ;  one  moment  divid- 
l  Ihe  world  into  two  halves  with  his  fair 


Begnine ;  neil  moment  remembering  thai  b9 

has  only  a  knapsack  and  fiAeen  llorint  .10 
divide  wilh  any  one  \  Besides,  you  do  nut  con- 
rider  thai  our  dear  Frederike,  whum  we  too 
could  Veep  fur  if  it  served,  had  a  souiuj  Ger- 
man heart  within  her  stays ;  had  furthermore 
abundance  of  irork  lo  do.  and  not  eveu  leisur* 
to  die  of  love ;  above  all.  thai  at  this  period, 
in  the  country  parts  of  AlaaUo,  there  were  na 
circulating  library  novels. 

With  regard  lo  tbe  false  one'A  cruelly  of 
temper,  who.  if  we  remember,  saw  a  ghost  ia 
broad  noon  thai  day  he  rode  away  from  her, 
let  us,  on  the  other  hand,  hear  Jung  8tilliD^ 
for  he  also  had  experience  thereof  at  this  veij 
date.  Poor  Jung,  a  sort  of  German  Dominit 
^mpson,  awkward,  honest,  irascible,  "  in  old* 
fashioned  clothes  and  bag-wig,"  who  had  been 
several  ibiags,  charcoal -burner,  and,  in  re- 
peated alternation,  tailor  and  school-ma sier, 
was  nowcome  loSirasburg  to  study  medicine  | 
with  purse  long-necked, yet  with  head  thai  had 
brains  in  it,  and  heart  full  of  trust  in  God.  A 
pious  soul,  who  if  he  did  afterwards  wrin 
books  on  Ihe  Nature  of  Depaned  Spirits,  also 
restored  to  sight  (by  his  skill  in  eye-opera- 
tions) above  lao  Umitnad  four  binul  furiom, 
without  fee  or  reward,  even  supporting  many 
of  them  in  the  hospital  at  his  own  eipense, 

"  There  dined,"  says  he,  "  at  this  table  about 
twenty  people,  whom  the  two  comrades  saw 
one  afler  ihe  other  enter.  One  especially,  with 
large  eyes,  magnificent  brow,  and  fine  stature, 
walked  (mtuhig)  gallantly  in.  He  drew  Herr 
Troosi's  and  Slilliog's  eyes  on  him ;  Herr 
Troosl  said,  'That  mnsi  be  a  superior  man,' 
Stilling  assented,  yet  thought  they  would  both 
have  much  vexaiion  fhiin  him,  as  he  looked 
like  oue  of  your  wild  fellows.  This  did  Stilling 
infer  from  the  frank  style  which  the  student 
had  assumed ;  but  here  he  was  far  mislakeu. 
They  found,  meanwhile,  thai  thisdisUnguiihed 
individual  wai  named  Herr  Goethe. 

"Herr  Troosl  whispered  lo  Siilhng.  'Here 
it  were  best  one  satseven  days  silent.'  Siilling 
fell  this  traih ;  they  sal  silent,  iherefore,  and 
no  one  particularly  minded  Ihem,  except  that 
Goethenowand  then  hurled  over  (A(rilbrnr>i(;t() 
a  look;  he  sal  opposite  Shilling,  and  had  the 
government  of  Ihe  table  without  aiming  al  iL 

"Herr  Troosl  was  neal,  and  dressed  in  the 
fashion;  Stilling  likewise  tolerably  so.  He 
bad  a  dark  brown  coat  with  fustian  under  gar- 
ments :  only  that  a  ^raich-wig  also  remained 
to  him.  which,  among  his  bag-wigs,  he  would 
wear  ant.  This  he  had  pulon  one  day.  and  came 
therewith  lo  dinner.  Nobody  took  notice  of  II 
except  Herr  Waldberg  of  Vienna.  Thalgeiillt. 
man  looked  m  him,  and  as  he  had  already  heard 
that  Stilling  was  greatly  t-iWen  no  al>oul  re- 
ligion, be  began,  and  astcit  him.  whether  he 
thought  Adam  ia  Paradise  had  n-orn  a  scraieb- 
wig!  All  laughed  heartily,  eicepi  Salzman, 
Goethe,  aud  Troosl;  these  did  nol  laugh.  In 
Still  iiig  wralh  rose  and  burnt,  and  he  answered: 
'  Be  ashamed  of  this  jest  j  such  a  trivial  thing 
is  not  wririh  langhing  at  V  But  Ooelhe  struck 
in  and  added:  'Try  a  man  first  whether  he 
deserves  mockery.  It  is  devil-like  to  fall  npoB 
an  honesi-beaned  person  who  basiwtl^oi^' 
body,  and  roalie  syin  oi  ^\<fi.'^       ~  ''"    " 
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tim»  If^irr  O'/^tb*:  tv.W  up  htiilinflf.  t;s^!«4  himJ  lachrymatorj  dacC  and,  above  all,  an  ansuc- 
lilfH    hull,  tttSkii*:  fr.«:f»?J-hip  and  brother -hip,  cessfu!  one: 

with  hifii,  arid  •trov»'  by?.il  'ipporturiiti*.-''  lo  dr.  -He  was  attending  the  prince  of  Holsieic* 
him  kiri'lrif >i.  Pity  th:!i'  y'f  (»••*■  are  arqaaint-r!  Eutin,  who  laboured  under  mental  diMres>es, 
vitii  ihi-.  unU".  man  in  r«"-perT  of  hi- heari!"*  j  on  a  conr'^e  of  travel:  and  had  arrived  wiih 
Ht",  ind'-H,  rnay  h*'  ih**  p!ar#r  to  Tn*rritH'n..  him  at  Strasbur?.  Our  society,  so  soon  as  his 
thill  ihr.  nobler  rnari,  in  f-.j'rci  of  ht-  hr-art, .  presenc*?  there  was  known,  felt  a  strong  vi«h 
and  ifnfti\u*'--.  and  b;idnf-. ^,  is  n^.i  nhft'^fihrr  U' '^(>t  near  him;  which  happiness,  qaiieui' 
f!a-.y  to  I'fi  ar<|ij;i]iit<*')  with  ;  that  inniim«frable  ,  expectedly  and  by  chance,  befel  me  lir^i.  I 
|K'fvifr.,of  lb*'  rnan-rnillm'T,  parish-ricrk.  and'  had  gune  to  the  Fnn  zufn  Geist,  visiting  I  furert 
r.irc,iilatiri(.^*library  sort,  will  fiiid  hmi  a  hard  j  what  stranper  of  rank.  Just  at  the  bottom  of 
iiiit  lo  rrark.  Hear  in  what  f|ue^tionabie '  the  .stairs  I  came  upon  a  man,  like  ixijself 
mann'T,  so  rsirly  as  the  year  1773,  he  expresses  I  about  lo  ascend,  whom  by  his  iofik  I  conid 
himsr'lf  towards  lt<-rr  Hiil/r:r,  whose  beautiful    take  to  be  a  clergyman.     His  powdered  hair 


hypothesis,  that  "  Nature  meant,  jty  the  con- 


was  fastened  up  into  a  round  lock  ;  the  black 


atani  influx  of  satisfactions  streaming  in  upon    coat  also  distinguished  him  ;  still  more  aloa; 


UH,  to  fashion  our  minds,  on  the  whole,  to  sofl- 
iiflNn  find  NPhsibilily,"  he  will  not  leave  a  leg 
tfi  Nland  oti.  *'  (hi  thr  trhtle"  says  he,  "  she 
dorv  no  Nuch  thin^;  she  rather,  Ocul  be  thanked, 
hardi:tiii  her  genuine  children  against  the 
painN  and  evils  she  incessantly  prepares  for 
Ihnn  ;  so  that  we  name  him  the  happiest  man 
who  is  the  strongest  to  make  front  against 
rvil,  lo  put  it  aside  from  him,  and  in  defiance 
of  il  go  Ihc  road  of  his  own  will."  ''Man*s 
Aft  in  nil  situations  is  to  fortify  himself  against 
Nnture,  to  avoid  her  thousand-fold  ills,  and  only 


black  silk  mantle,  the  end  of  which  he  had  ga- 
thered together  and  stuck  into  his  pockei 
This  in  some  measure  surprising,  yei  on  the 
whole  gallant  and  pleasing  figure,  of  wbonl 
had  already  heard  speak,  lefl  me  no  doubt  bo; 
it  was  the  famed  Traveller;  and  my  addiKS 
soon  convinced  him  that  he  was  known  lo 
me.  He  asked  my  name,  which  coold  be  of 
no  significance  to  him ;  however  my  opeanea 
seemed  to  give  pleasure,  for  he  replied  to  itia 
friendly  style,  and  as  we  stepped  up  stam 
forthwith  showed  himself  ready  for  a  hvdj 


to  enjoy  his  measure  of  the  giMui;  till  at  length  j  communication.  Our  visit  also  was  to  the 
he  ninnngt*N  to  include  the  whole  circulation  j  same  party ;  and  before  separation  I  beg^ 
nf  his  true  and  factitious  wants  in  a  palace,  permission  to  wait  upon  himself,  which  bf 
and  fix  as  tar  as  possible  all  scattered  beauty-  kindly  enough  accorded  me.  I  delayed  not  k 
and  felieiiy  within  his  glass  walls,  where  ac-  make  repeated  use  of  this  preferment:  la^ 
cortlingly  he  grows  ever  the  weaker,  takes  to  was  the  longer  the  more  aciracied  toward: 
*  jor*i  of  the  soul.*  and  his  powers.  n.nised  to  him.  He  had  something  so!'ii.sh  in  hi>  iian> 
Cheir  natural  exertion  by  no  contradiction,  ner.  which  was  ni  and  dignined.  wtthoutiiihciiy 
■neli  away  into"  (i»»T>r*v  r^rfWrH*^ — •*  Vinuc.  bemi:  bred.  A  rour.i  face;  a  ire  bro*:t 
llcnevolonce.  iVnsibihix  !"  In  livH*thoV  Wp.i-  <i^m?whai  shor.  b";-.:-:  2o>e ;  a  somewhat pn^ 
ings.  t»v.  we  all  know  the  lUvTa!  leN<v»n  is  se'-  ;T?c?e^1.  yt*:  h:ch*Y  charac:er;>L:o.  p.easaa:.  iB> 
ilom  so  easily  cduord  as  one  would  w;sh.  aMe  :nw"»-.::h.  T-ifr  r'ack  ejr'-brt.  w5,a  paj: 
Alas,  how  seldom  is  he  so  dtrex":  m  !er..:ency    .  r"  vV'a'-r'i.'k  ? re-.  'H-r..ch  :'*..  *i   -c:  c-i  '^J 


his  own  p!ain-s}vken  mo:al:s:  a:  r^-.riifi-s-   e.'f»*:.  :h  L-.jr     :.?  »:'  '.:,€n  -^a*  wr-:  :v  biTti 

arc  I K' !  n  .  a  r. .:  ■  -  :li  :v.  * . ." 
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,  it  is  true,  unintentioDally  or  not, 
same  towards  clearness. 
nth  the  hastiest  glance  over  the 
D  of  the  world  spiritual,  we  shall 

Disorder  is  never  wanting,  (and 
g  spiritual  hero,  who  is  there  only 
disorder  and   make   it  order,  can 

be  wanting,)  so,  at  the  present 

specially  abounded.    Why  dwell 

?n   delineated   Epoch  1     Over  all 

reign  of  Earnestness  had  now 
ndled  into  that  of  Dilettantism. 
f  a  certain  modem  "  closet  logic," 
J  itself,  and  could  not  but  call  it- 
)phy,  had  gone  forth,  saying,  Let 
rkness,  and  there  was  darkness. 

any  longer  dwelt  in  the  world; 
I  cannot  do  without  a  divinity,  a 
strial  upholstery  one  had  been  got 
3  named  Taste,  with  medallic  vir- 
cture  cognoscenti,  and  enlightened 
?lles-lettres  men  enough  for  priests, 
worship,  with  its  stunted  formula- 
angry  results,  must  the  earnest 
le  hollow  and  shallow  one,  adjust 
St  might  be.  To  a  new  man,  no 
larth  is  always  new,  never  wholly 
eresl.     Knowledge,  were  it  only 

languages,  or  of  dead  actions,  the 
ition  of  what  others  had  acquired 
as  still  to  be  searched  after;  fame 
joyed  if  procurable ;  above  all,  the 
i  brewing  arts  remained  in  pris- 
teness,  their  results  could  be  re- 
pristine  vigour.  Life  lumbered 
'  or  worse,  in  pitiful  discontent,  not 
;ive  desperation,  as  through  a  dim 
aor,  sultry  and  sunless.    Already 

horizon  might  be  seen  clouds, 
eard  murmurs,  which  by  and  by 
nselves  of  an  electric  character, 
3  cool  and  clear  that  same  sultri- 
drous  deluges. 

landing  in  the  midst  of  German  lite- 
looking  out  thither  for  his  highest 
jw  was  troubled  perhaps  with  vari- 
r  perplexities.  For  two  centuries, 
rature  had  lain  in  the  sere  leaf.  The 
lose  words  were  half  battles,"  and 
•attles  as  could  shake  and  overs6t 
I  with  their  cannonading,  had  long 
;o  sleep  ;  and  all  other  words  were 
serable  bickering  of  (theological) 
rs  in  quarrel  over  the  stripping  of 
Ulrich  Hutten  slept  silent,  in  the 
I  of  the  Zurich  Lake ;  the  weary 
laden  had  wiped  the  sweat  from 
id  laid  him  down  to  rest  there  :  the 
•tempered  heart,  with  all  its  woes 
nd  loving  indignations,  mouldered, 
lien;  wiih  such  a  pulse  no  new 
to  beat.    The  tamer  Opitzes  and 

of  a  succeeding  era  had,  in  like 
ig  fallen  obsolete.  One  unhappy 
after  another  of  pedants,  "rhizo- 
iving  on  roots,  Greek  or  Hebrew  ; 
ters,  gallant  verse-writers,  journal- 
:her  jugglars  of  nondescript  sort 
1  nomadic  wise,  whither  provender 
ad ;  among  whom,  if  a  passionate 
>  with  some  emphasis  to  ruin ;  if 


an  illuminated  Tbomasius,  earlier  than  the 
general  herd,  deny  witchcraft,  we  are  to 
esteem  it  a  felicity.  This  loo,  however,  has 
passed;  and  now,  in  manifold  enigmatical 
signs  ft  new  Time  announces  itself.  Well-born 
Hagedortis,  munificent  Gleims  have  again  ren- 
dered the  character  of  Author  honourable  ;  the 
polish  of  correct,  assiduous  Rabeners  and 
Kamlers  have  smoothed  away  the  old  impuri- 
ties; a  pious  Klopstock,  to  the  general  enthu- 
siasm, rises  anew  into  something  of  seraphic 
music,  though  by  methods  wherein  he  can 
have  no  follower;  the  brave  spirit  of  a  Les- 
sing  pierces,  in  many  a  life-giving  ray,  through 
the  dark  inertness:  Germany  has  risen  to  a 
level  with  Europe,  is  henceforth  participant 
of  all  European  influences ;  nay  it  is  now  ap- 
pointed, though  not  yet  ascertained,  that  Ger- 
many is  to  be  the  leader  of  spiritual  Europe. 
A  deep  movement  agitates  the  universal  mind 
of  Germany,  though  as  yet  no  one  sees  to- 
wards what  issue ;  only  that  heavings  and 
eddyings,  confused,  conflicting  tendencies, 
work  unquietly  everywhere ;  the  movement  is 
begun  and  will  not  stop,  but  the  course  of  it  is 
yet  far  from  ascertained.  Even  to  the  young 
man  now  looking  on  with  such  anxious  inten- 
sity had  this  very  task  been  allotted :  To  find 
it  a  coarse  and  set  it  flowing  thereon. 

Whoever  will  represent  this  confused  revo- 
lutionary condition  of  all  things,  has  but  to 
fancy  how  it  would  act  on  the  most  susceptive 
and  comprehensive  of  living  minds ;  what  a 
Chaos  he  had  taken  in,  and  was  dimly  strug- 
gling to  body  forth  into  a  Creation.  Add  to 
which  his  so  confused,  contradictory,  personal 
condition ;  appointed  by  a  positivenTather  to  be 
practitioner  of  Law,  by  a  still  more  positive 
mother  (old  Nature  herself)  to  be  pnctiiioner 
of  Wisdom,  and  Captain  of  spiritual  Europe; 
wc  have  confusion  enough  for  him,  doubts 
economic  and  doubts  tbeologic,  doubts  moral 
and  xsthetical,  a  whole  world  of  confusion  and 
doubt. 

Nevertheless  to  the  young  Strasburg  student 
the  gods  had  given  their  most  precious  gift, 
which  is  worth  all  others,  without  which  all 
others  are  worth  nothing — a  seeing  eye  and  a 
faithful  loving  heart : 

**  Kr  katt*  ein  Jfnf  treu  %ni  kin  ft 
Uni  ror  aruk  liehevoU  ftnuf^ 
Zh  fehauen  mnnehes  kUr  tind  retii, 
Vnd  trieder  alLet  gut  :h  wrken  sein  ; 
Ifatt*  auek  rint  Zunge  die  tirk  trgro$8^ 
Vnd  leiekt  und  fein  in  lyorte  Jlo»t  ; 
Dtfg  tkuten  die  Muten  eirk  erfreujty 
U^nllten  ihn  turn  Mei$tereMttger  ittikn.*** 

A  mind  of  all-piercing  vision,  of  sunny 
strength,  not  made  to  ray  out  darker  darkness, 
but  to  bring  warm  sunliRhi,  all  purifying,  til 
uniting.  A  clear,  invincible  mind,  and  "con- 
secrated to  be  Master-singer"  in  quite  another 
guild  than  that  Ni'irnberg  one. 

His  first  literary  productions  fall  in  his 
twenty-third  year;  Wertcr,  the  most  celebrated 
of  these,  in  his  twenty-fifth.    Of  which  won- 

•  Hatiit  Sacknevf  PoeHnrke  S^mdnn/F,  (Oofthe*s  ft'erkt, 
XIll. ;)  a  boautlftil  piece,  (a  very  Hans  Smrks  bf.at\fitd, 
both  In  character  and  style,)  which  wc  wiih  there  waa 
any  ponlbillty  of  tranalating. 
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derful  Boole,  &□■!  its  now  recognised  characwr 
as  poeiic  (aod  prophelic)  utlerance  of  the 
World's  Despair,  il  is  nerdlcss  la  rrpeal  n-ha 
baa  elsewhere  been  wriilen.  This  and  Cm 
WH  I^nlichmgm,  which  also. as  a  poeiie  loukiug 
back  iniu  tbe  past,  was  a  word  fur  ihe  world, 
bave  produced  incalculable  effects  ; — which 
now,  indeed,  however  some  deparlipg  echo  of 
Ihem  may  tio^er  in  Ibe  wrecks  of  our  own 
Moss-trooper  and  Satanic  Schools,  do  at  tenglb 
all  happily  lie  behind  us.  Some  (rilling  ii 
deoU  al  WeUtlar.and  Ih«  suicide  of  an  unhappr 


re  the  m 


solved  i 


Id-fainous,  and  as   it  proved  fforld- 
mcdicalive  Wtritt.    He  had  Bone  Ic  Wetilar 
vitta  an  eye  still  lo  Law;  which  now,  howe' 
vis  abandoned,  never  lo  be  resumed.    Ti 
did  he  loo,  "  like  Saul  the  son  of  Ki&h.  go 
to  seek  his  Other's  asses,  and  instead  thereof 
flud  a  kingdom." 

With  the  completion  of  these  two  Works  {a 
complelioa  in  every  sense,  for  Ihey  were  not 
only  emitted,  but  speedily  also  dfinllled.  and 
seen  over,  and  left  behind,)  commences  what 
we  can  specially  call  his  Life,  his  activity  as 
Man.  The  outward  particulars  of  il,  from  this 
poini  where  his  own  Narrative  ends,  have 
been  brleSy  summed  up  ia  these  terms : 

"  In  1778,  the  Heir-appareni  of  Weimar  was 
passint;  through  Prankrorl,on  which  occasion, 
bp  the  inlervenlion  of  some  friends,  he  waited 
npon  Goethe.  The  visit  roust  have  been  mu- 
lually  agreeablF;  for  a  short  time  afterwards 
the  young  With  or  was  invited  lo  court;  appa- 
KDily  to  Qonlribule  his  assisiance  in  varions 
lileraiY  4^liluiions  and  arrangemenis  then 
proceeding  or  contemplated;  and  in  pursu- 
ance of  this  honotirabiG  call,  he  accordingly 
Milled  at  Weimar,  viih  tbe  title  of  lrg»lr>ni- 
rath,  and  the  actual  dignity  of  a  place  in  the 
in  the  Catkgium,  (Council.)  The  connection 
began  utider  such  favourable  auspicei;,  and 
ever  afterwards  continued  under  the  like  or 
better,  has  been  pruduciive  of  important  con- 
■equences,  not  only  10  Weimar  bui  lo  all  Ger- 
inany.  The  noble  purpose  undertaken  by  the 
Dnehesi  Amelia  was  zealously  forwarded  by 
liie  jroung  Duke  on  his  accession ;  under  whose 
iilflueuce,  supported  and  directed  by  his  new 
Oouncillor,  iliis  inconsiderable  siale  has  gain- 
ed for  itself  a  fairer  dislinction  Ihan  any  of  its 
larger,  richer,  or  more  warlike  neighbours. 
By  degrees  whatever  was  brighieil  in  the 
genius  of  Germany  bad  been  gathered  to  this 
little  court!  a  classical  ihealre  was  under  the 
fiuperinlendenoe  of  Goethe  and  Schiller;  here 
Wieland  Unght  and  sung;  in  the  pulpit  was 
Herder;  and  poisessiog  such  a  four,  the  small 
town  of  Weimar,  some  five-and-iwenly  years 
ago.  might  challenge  the  proudeM  capital  of 
the  world  to  match  it  in  imetlectual  wealth. 
Occupied  so  profitably  lo  his  country,  and 
honourably  lo  him»elf,Goeihe  continued  rising 
in  favour  with  his  Prince;  by  degrees  a  poli- 
tJcBl  was  added  lo  his  literary  Irnsi ;  in  1779 
he  became  Privy  Cooncillor;  President  in 
178S;  and  at  length  afler  his  return  from  Ilaly 
where  he  had  spenl  \«o  I'M* ' 
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and  observation,  he  was  appointed  Mitmut: 
a  post  which  he  only  a  few  years  a^  letianL 
on  hts  final  reilremeni  from  public  alliirv' 

Notable  enough  that  liide  Weimsi  >htnM 
in  this  particBlar,  have  brought  bjci..  t<  l' 
were,  an  old  Italian  Commonwealth  ihii'  it; 
nineteenth  century!  For  the  Peif;in.j-  =- 
Bocaccios,  though  reverenced  as  P.^ii-,  *■  • 
not  supposed  to  have  lost  their  wi;i 
but  eouid  be  employed  in  the  htgheai 
of  the  stale,  not  only  as  fit.  hut  as  ih« 
dLscharge  these.  Very  different  with  as,wl 
Diplomatists  and  QoTcmors  catt  bt  pickid^ 
from  the  highways,  or  chosen  in  the  ait 
of  blindman  s  baS,  (the  first  figure  yoa  et 
say  rather  thai  clutches  yen,  wilt  i  ' 
governor;)  and,  even  in  ciiraordiM 
it  is  Ihonghl  much  if  a  Millon  c 
Lalin  Clerk  under  some  BalstitxU  1 
and  be  called  "one  Mr.  Milton."  J 
poet,  with  his  poetry,  were  no  e 
pleasant  mounlebaok,  with  faeult^ifl 
groiind-snd-lony  lumblingwhteh  w 
for  which  jou  must  throw  hia 
little  flaiteiy.  otherwise  he  wo 

with  it.   As  if  there  were  aaytL 
'er ;  above  all,  as  if  there  wenV. 
of  Poetry,  (by  the  consent  of  a)l  ■ 
highest  talent,  and  sometime!,  pricelesuyUi^ 
ihe  first  foundation  of  which   itere  MtAgl 
these  two  Ihings,  (properly  bul  one  tbtaf :)  1( 
teileclual  Perspicacity,  with  furce  and  bcM' 
of  Will.     Which  two,  do   Ihey  not.  b  d 

iplest,  quite  naked  form,  conslitnte  f 
equipment  a  Man  of  Business  neetb ;  I 
impleiaenis  whereby  all  businesa,  (hin  A 
'  e  delver  and  ditcher  to  that  of  the  M  ' 
id  imperalor,  is  accomplisheid ; 
iblosi  coucenirailon  they  are  still 
faculty  of  the  Artist  and  Prophet! 

To  Goethe   himself,   this   conneeliM  ^ 
Weimar  opened   the  happiest  courve  (f  ■ 
which  probably  the  age  he  lived  in  eonldM 
yielded  him.    Modenilian  yet  abDndaJie»|4 
c   without  luiury   or    sinnptnoaily:^ 
;h  to  give  a  heavenly   finnameol  lili 
snce;  Business  erwngh  togireiiair' 
.    In  his  multifarious  duties,  he  «  "' 
contact  with  all  manner  of   men;  ga 
perience  and  tolerance  of  ail  men's  wiff.  1 
faculty  like  his,  which  could  master  lhe'~ 
spiritual  problems,  and  conquer  Eril  S| 
their  own  domain,  was  iioi  likely  ti 
by  such  when  they  put  on  the  simjdcr  ri 
of  material  clay.    The  grealesl  ofPoC  "" 
(he  skilfullest  of  Managers:  Ihe  little  U 
•Veimar  trust  commilted  lo  him  pro»p«»l» 
ne  sees  with  a  sort  of  smile,  in  wliieb  wl^M' 
deep  iieriousness,  how  Ihe  Jena  JtMtt^ 
In iversily  arrangements.  We  imor  AMlt 
ons  and  Palace-buildings,  are  gaided  (BmI 
on.  by  a   hand   which   could    have  vtlt 
swayed  imperial  sceptres.     Tbe  w(ffM,H—  _ 
it  inirusi  its  imperial  sceplres  Ui  socb  Ih4.I 
were  blessed:   nay  lo  this   man,  wilhMlfli  I 
world's  consem,  given  or  asbrd,  a  Mill  h#f  I 
function   hull  been  eoromiitt  ' 
whole.'wenaoiehiseiletnal  life  happy.i^^t  I 
the   happicsi.  in' (his,  that   a.   noble  priW^l 
Couflesy  could  dwell  in   it  based  on  ito  »•  " 
ship,  by  speech  and  practice,  of  Tralk  « 
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',  as  we  said  above,  was  so  com- 
t  to  hide  that  there  bad  been  a 
the  worldly  could  praise  him  as 
ib\e  of  men,  and  the  spiritual  as 
I  clearest ;  but  happy,  above  all, 
I  forwarded  him,  as  no  other 
le,  in  his  inward  life,  the  good 
which  was  alone  of  permanent 

life  of  Goethe,  onwards  from 

s   nobly  recorded  in  the  long 

Writings.    Of  these,  meanwhile,  < 

>f  our  English  world  has  nowise 

h  understanding  and   mastery, 

with  much  hope  of  profit,  go 

examination  of  their  merits  and 

Such  a  task  can  stand  over 

it  arrive ;  be  it  in  this  genera- 

:t,  or  after  the  next.    What  has 

e  already  set  forth  suffices  the 

r  needs  only  to  be  repeated  and 

expositor  of   German    things 

judicious  Zanga  in  the  play: 

r  that,   then   shalt  thou   know 

ice  over  the  grand  outlines  of 

id   more   especially  under  the 

I  to  these  days,  can  alone  be  in 

''orksy  Chronologically  arranged, 
)ve  all  thing^s :  A  mind  working 
er  and  clearer  freedom;  gaining 
re  perfect  dominion  of  its  world. 
al  fever  of  Skepticism  runs 
?es :  but  happily  it  ends  and  dis- 

last  stage,  not  in  death,  not  in 
y  (the  commonest)  way,  but  in 
)rth  invulnerable  health.  Werttr 
oice  of  ihe  world's  despair :  pasr 
trollable  is  this  voice;  not  yet 

supreme, — as  nevertheless  we 
it  in  the  wild  apocalyptic  Fautt : 
ong  of  departing  worlds ;  no 
il  **  morning  stars  singing  to- 
a  Creation ;  but  of  red  nigh- 
lidnight  stars,  in  spheral  swan- 
iming:  It  is  ended  ! 
s,  in  the  next  period,  we  might, 
liter  term,  call  Pagan  or  Ethnic 
mennin^  thereby  an  anthropo- 
cier.  akin  to  that  of  old  Greece 
Vilhilm  Mcister  is  of  that  stamp : 

sunny   human    Endeavour;   a 
n  of  Life  in  its  depth,  variety,  j 
a?^  yet   no  Divinity  recognised  I 
meil    J 'fur  turn   Kpie;ram»  are  of  ! 
Iihnic    lone:   musical,  joyfully 
yet   not   the   whole  truth,   and 
their  blunt  realism,  jarring  on 

in  this,  oftcner  cited,  perhaps, 
lass  of  wise  men,  than  the  due 
landed: 

the   Putiple  and  crieth  1     Would  find 

d  bi»t«M.  fi'i?d  on  tho  ht^al  may  be  had  : 
lK>oks.  Traveller,  tliiji,  and  nt  honip  go 

no  man,  make  he  what  stretcliinf  he 

;ed  into  Denial,  now  lies  pros- 
ot:  the  fire  has  done  its  work, 
46 


an  old  world  is  in  ashes ;  but  the  smoke  and 
the  dame  are  blown  away,  and  a  sun  agaim 
shines  clear  over  the  ruin,  to  raise  therefrom, 
a  new  nobler  verdure  and  flowerage.  Till  at 
length,  in  the  third,  or  final  period,  melodioat 
'Reverence  becomes  triumphant;  a  deep  all- 
pervading  Faith,  with  mild  voice,  grave  as 
gay,  speaks  forth  to  us  in  a  Meiaters  Wan^ 
derjahrct  in  a  Wft'^OttlicJi^r  Divan;  in  many  a 
little  Zahme  XentV,  and  true-hearted  little 
rhyme,  "  which,"  it  has  been  said,  "for  preg* 
nancy  aod  genial  significance,  except  in  the 
Hebrew  Scriptures,  you  will  nowhere  match.'*' 
As  here,  striking  in  almost  at  a  venture : 

**  Like  ai  a  8Ur, 
That  maketta  not  baste, 
That  takeito  not  rest, 
Be  each  one  fulfllling 
His  fod.fiven  Heat.*** 

OknsBoBty 
JIher  oAn«  Rmtl^ 
Dvke  »kh  j^dtr 
Um  di§  ti£n§  LmH. 

80  utanda  it  in  the  orlftnml :  hereby,  however,  haiifi  a 
tale: 

**  A  Act,**  aaya  one  of  onr  fellow  labourera  la  CUe 
Oermen  vineyard,  *'  haa  but  now  come  to  oar  knowledge, 
which  we  take  pleaanre  and  pride  In  auting.  FIfleea 
Engliahnien,  enteruining  that  high  eooaideratkMi  Ibr 
the  Good  Goethe,  which  the  iaboura  and  high  deaerts  of 
a  long  life  uaeAilly  employed  10  richly  merit  fh>m  an 
mankind,  have  presented  him  whh  a  hiihly  wroaghc 
Seal,  aa  a  token  of  iheir  veneration.  We  mnat  paee 
over  the  deacription  of  the  gift,  for  it  would  be  too 
elaborate ;"  anfflce  It  to  aay,  that  amid  taatefhl  carv- 
ing and  emblematic  embossing  enongb,  stood  theee 
worda  engraven  on  a  gold  belt,  un  the  foar  aides  re- 
apectively:  TV  tk$  Oerman  Masttr:  From  Fiitndt  in 
England:  Wtk  Jlufntt:  1A31 ;  Anally,  that  the  impree- 
alon  waa  a  atar  encircled  with  a  serpeoft-of-eteniity, 
and  this  motto :  Okne  Hast  Aher  Okne  RtU     • 

"  The  following  is  the  letter  which  aceoManled  it : 


'  To  the  Pott  OotkSy  on  the  S8(A  tif 
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"*  Sir,— Among  the  fVienda  whom,  this  so  intereetinf 
Anniversary  rails  round  you,  may  we  '*  Engliah  (Henda/* 
in  thought  and  aymholically,  aince  personally  it  te  lm>- 
posaiMe,  preaent  ourselves  to  offer  you  our  aflbctioaate 
congratulationa.  We  hope  you  win  do  ua  the  honour 
to  accept  thia  little  Birth-Day  Gift,  which,  as  a  true 
teatlmony  of  our  feelings,  may  not  be  without  value. 

'*  *  We  aaid  to  ourselvea :  Aa  it  Is  alwaya  the  highest 
duty  and  pleasure  to  show  reverence  to  whom  reverence 
Is  due,  and  our  chief,  perhaps  our  only  beneflictor  Is  he 
who  by  act  and  word  instructs  us  hi  wisdom, — so  we, 
undersigned,  feeling  towards  the  Poet  Goethe  as  the 
spritually  taught  towarda  their  spiritual  teacher,  are 
detiirous  to  express  that  aentiinent  openly  and  in  com- 
mon ;  for  which  end  we  have  determined  to  aolicit  his 
acceptance  of  a  small  English  gift,  proceeding  Uom  us 
all  equally,  on  hie  approaching  birth-day;  that  so, 
while  the  venerable  man  still  dwells  among  us,  some 
memorial  of  the  gratitude  we  owe  him,  and  think  the 
whole  world  owes  him.  may  not  be  wanting. 

"  *  And  thus  our  little  tribute,  perhaps  among  the 
purest  that  men  could  olTbr  to  man,  now  Ptanda  in  visi- 
ble shape,  and  begs  to  be  received.  May  it  be  welcome, 
and  speak  permanently  of  a  most  close  relation,  though 
wide  seas  flow  between  the  parties! 

**  *  We  pray  that  many  years  may  be  added  to  a  life  se 
glorious,  that  all  happiness  may  be  your*,  and  strength 
given  tocx>mplete  your  hish  task,  even  as  it  has  hitherto 
proceeded,  like  a  star,  without  haute,  yet  without  rest. 
**  *  We  remain,  Hir,  your  friends  and  Servants, 

FlKTKBN    EnGLISHMH.' 

**The  wonderAil  old  man,  to  whom  distant  and  un- 
known friends  iiad  paid  surji  homage,  could  not  but  be 
moved  at  sentiments  expressed  in  such  terms.  We 
hear  that  he  values  the  token  biehly,  and  has  conde- 
scended to  return  Uic  following  lines  for  answer; — 

"'Deh  FvNrzEHK  Exolischbh  FaxPHon. 

Worte  die  der  Dirkter  spriekt^ 

TVea,  in  khmieeken  Bexirkont 
Wirken  glekk^  dock  vsim  er  nicJU 

Oktuindu  Ftme  wirktn. 

SH 


MS 
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Or  Ihii  tmalr  CoafiPpt.  whicK  the  nairr,  if 
he  witl,  m*/  nabMitulP  for  whole  horir-' 
^Enofmiht  th'Ktnaf  fml   a  .pinluiil  n 
actarc,  wbich  tn  ihcM  enligbirned  ilmrBuuelii 
•Know  Inhaveiaoeoaiorruhion: 
"  •  Wh.i  .h*<i  I  uut.  >i»^  ih.  r,F»u^  iu.|i' 

Coiildtl  \wvH  HI*  "ffiify  »wii  Ab^dnw  la  sprll 

Oi  thfl  pMhtric  picinreiqacBeii  of  tbi*i 

"  A  KIBiMn-lir'-Kh  u  ■(•rji  D>7, 
Wkhb  mnr  ■Hin.l*  in  (luHiiliit ! 


t 


In  auch  spirit,  and  with  an  eje  ihai  lakes  ... 
bII  pmviDCoa  uf  human  Thought.  Feeling,  and 
AeUvlljr,  duct  (be  Poet  siand  fonh  as  Ibe  Irue 
prophet  or  hii  lime :  vieloriona  over  its  conm- 
diolion,  pii*iies»or  of  its  wealth;  embodying  ibe 
Boblenesn  of  the  paM  into  n  nev  vbole.  iniii  a 
tw*  vital  nobleness  for  the  presem  and  the 
Amn.  Anllijue  noblenesi  in  all  kinds,  m 
Vorn  with  newclMrneisi  ihei.pjriiof  iLispVe- 
■■rved  and  again  rerealed  in  shape,  when  the 
fomer  shape  and  resiure  had  becnme  o[d.<as 
Ttitntei  do.)  and  was  dead and«a»t forth; and 
weniuurnnlasirihespirtt (owwercgooe.  This, 
we  are  avan.  i>  a  high  Mfingi  applicable  to 
no  other  man  lieing,  or  thai  has  lived  for  some 
two  eenturies;  ranks  Oneibr,  not  onlj  as  iha 
lugkefti  man  of  hii  lime,  hut  »i  a  nan  of  un»- 
renal  Time,  impariaui  for  all  freneraiiona — 
OM  of  Ike  laodmarks  in  the  Hulixjr  of  Mea. 

Thas.fmm  onr  pDint  of  view  duesOoetbe 
lise  oa  ui  as  ihe  I'niter,  and  riciorioos  Re- 
eoaeiler,  oflhe  itisirvclrd  claihuig  rlenenu  of 
a*  mart  distraeied  and  divided  age,  that  the ' 
VMM  bu  wnM«sc4  si*c«  Ibe  hUpadMCUOa  of  | 
fl«  Cfcri«i«»  BtlinMii  w  wkick  oid    ' 

■n.  af  «*rt*««^WiM  ta*  mrW«i 

«rUMk«U  4atiMs&  wwcMdid  kj  •  dawv  a 


•m  W  b*  Mlewnl  hf  «  M«r  asMer  L4chi ;  aaf  . 
MftvlMWiac^   TW  w»w a*d ei—fcidM- 


Rome  ID :  fbr  Ibe  ashes  of  ihe  old  An  wi 
warm  mu  inewi  the  new  geoeialioa  uiu    I 

draolatc  10   indulge  in  motk-ir. — uN'r%' 


make  Ibe  etil  trorse 
lie  a  COD  summation.  \ 
the/  have  BEgravaied!     OU  Eur^'i" 
Tacitus  and  Javeaal ;  bnl  these 
New   Eurcipe    loo    has    bad     iii 
ind  Dyrons,  and  Napoleons,  aod  ii 
ed-daminj;  meteors,  shaking  pesii!' 
their  hair;  and  earthquakes  i      '    '  ' 

Chaos  come  agaia;  but  the   

harbinger,  (PAoQiWiui,  thebringerol 
}i  yet  been  recugaised. 
That  ID  Goethe  there  lar  Force  lo  a 
ineilemeDi  out  of  such  coniradictioB  aa  ^ 
now  born  itito,  marks  hut 
DC  uf  his  lime ;  the  irue  Ei'l,  ihcnt^  MV 
with  ijuile  other  «tb|*oiis  ihaa  ib«e(iUi 
Jarli  we're  Hied  to!     Soch  irconalrmtm 
contradictions,  indeed,  i«  the  task  of  <] 

the  weakest  rreonciles    : 
duces  old  chaotic  elenente  iai. ... 
irder;  ever,  aeecrdiiiK  la  IJacoliy  aitd  < 
oar,  briafis  sand  <mi  of  eviL     Cims'  ' 

what  laenllj  and  mieaTaDr  BB»t  t 

the  highest  oi  iDCk  Oaks,  which  rimtlfb' 
-eludes  all  atttrtt  *ha4s«)CTrr !  The  (ha|As 
was  pnKihisn««ts  reconcile  (v>bet«|i — 
'  »  Ui  recnxicile)  W 
;  &c  cnwre  ./al 
i  iMwanl  I  be  WW  k.  __ 

T    "T.       1  '  •   •  I    1     I    f  II  im^ 


GOETHZ'8  W0RK8. 


T'ways:  considerfirst.WTielheryoncai 
»'With  beingiMo*.'    Ifilie  ans«-.^raiill  pi 
'  ~   ■  ■     r,  cijii*iJer,  secondly,  whai  jirengll; 
■-.  and  whrre  you  are  lo  try  Tor  it. 
iirniig  man,  of  former   lime,  fnachi 
ill  L«paiitoi  worked  siouil)'  n*  Algerine 
riouily   delirered  hiroseTf  from   soch 
wiih    sioDi   cbeerfulness    endured 
I  nakedness  and  ihe  ivorld's  in) 
~!riiDg  in  jail,  wilb  Ihe  ode  i 
i>(e  our  joyftillesi,  and  all  but 
.'  I'^rn  book,  and  namEd  it  Don  Quu^ 
>  xdi  a  genuine  slronf;  man.    A  ctron^ 
^,ot  rccvnt  lioi^.  fights  liille  for  any  good 
wjwhere ;  works  weakly  as  an  English 
weakly  delivers  himself  from  such  work- 
Viritb  weak  despondency  endures  ibe  cack- 
Kfplacked  geese  at  Su  James's,  and,  silting 
■Kfiy  Iwly.  in  his  coach-and-fuur,  at  a  dis- 
nvoltwa  IhoDsand  miles  from  lhem,wnles. 
IS  of  paper,  the  following  sen- 
I^Widl  varialions:    Saie  reer  thi  wartd  o¥ie 
r  or  wJiappitt!  this  was  a  sham  stiong 
Choose  je. — 
I  Goeihe's  apiriloal  Endowment,  looked  al 
B  lalellecluai  side,  we  have,  (as  indeed 
nature  of  things,  for  moral  and  in- 
■efundamenially  one  and  the  same,) 
ce  a  similar  opinion;  that  it  is  greal 
I  the  Ter>-  greateii.    As  the  first  gift  of 
fctT  be  discerned  here,  uttnosl  Clearness, 
jNrcing  fbcalty  of  Vision  \  whereio,  as  we 
jj!  And  il,  all  other  gifts   are   superadded; 
FproMrly  Ihey  are  but  other  forms  of  the 
^  fin.     A  nobler  power  of  insight  than  this 
Selhe,  yon  in  vain  look  for,  since  Shaks- 
I  passed   away.     In  fact,  there  is  much 
w  m.j,  here  in  particular,  that  these  two 
|»   have    in    common.     Shakspeare    too 
^sot  look  al  a  thing,  but  into  it,  through  iti 

fcil  Monder,  and  pal  ii  together  again ;  the 

lu,  as  it  were.into  liirfit  under  his  eye, 

t  iTfDin  itself  before  him.  Thai  is  lo 
a  Thinker  in  ihe  highe!<i  of  all  senses : 
he  is  a  Poet.  For  Goethe,  as  for  i^akspeare. 
be  world  lies  all  iransluceni,  all  fmibi/.  (we 
sight  call  it,)  encircled  with  Wosonn ;  the 
Matural  in  reality  the  Bupemalurol.  for  in  the 
tcer's  eyes  both  become  one.  What  are  the 
JfimJto  and  Timpft;  the  fomK  and  Migmmt. 
bat  glimpses  accorded  us  into  this  translucent, 
*OBder-en circled  world;  revelations  of  the 
Mry  of  all  mysteries,  Mon's  Life  as  it 
Bllria! 

■der  other  secondary  aspects,  (he  poetical 
UV  of  the  two  will  still  be  found  cognate. 
Mhe  is  full  of  Jlpa-altomta ,  Ihis  grand 
Itghl-fciving  Intellect,  as  all  such  are,  is  an 
imaginative  one, — and  in  a  quile  other  sense 
than  most  of  our  unhappy  Imaginatives  will 
imagine.  Gail  the  CraniologisI  declared  him 
to  be  a  bora  Vnlkwrtdntr,  (popular  orator,)  both 
bj  the  figure  of  his  brow,  and  what  was  still 
more  decisive,  because  "he  could  not  speak 
b«l  a  figure  came."  Gall  saw  what  was  high 
e  reached, 


I  figures  of  the  popular  oratory  kind,  Ooedie, 
Ibroaghout  his  Writings  at  least,  is  nowise  the 
most  copious  man  known  lo  us,  though  i>n  a 
slnater  scrutiny  ve  may  find  him  the  rtebesL 
Of  your  ready-made,  coloured-paper  meta- 
phors, such  as  can  be  sewed  or  plastered  oa 
the  surface,  by  way  of  giving  an  ornamental 
finish  to  the  rag-web  already  woven,  we  speak 
';  there  is  not  one  such  to  be  discovered  il 


all  his  Works.    Bui  even 

in  the  use  of  genuine 

metaphors,  that   are  not 

haberdashery  orna- 

meni,  but  the   genuine 

new  vesture   of  new 

hooghts,  be  yields  to  lower  men,  (for  example. 

0  Jean   Paul ;)  that  is 
more  master  of  the  <»nn 

0  xaj.  in  ftei.  he  is 

Em  langaage,  and  eu 

oflener  make  U  serve  b 

m.    Goelhe*s  ilgDra- 

iveness  lies  in  the  very 

centre  of  his  being; 

nstrucTing  of  the  io- 

ward  elements  of  a  thought  a: 
bodyraent  of  it:  such  figures  as  those  of 
Goethe  you  will  look  for  ihroneh  all  modcni 
lilersmre,  and  eicept  here  and  there  in  l^aks- 
pearc,  nowhere  find  a  trace  of.  Again,  it  is  the 
same  faculty  in  higher  eiercise,  that  enables 
the  poet  to  construct  a  Character.  Here  loo 
Shakspearc  and  Goethe,  unlike  innumerable 
others,  are  viial:  their  conslruelinn  begin)  t\ 
the  hiari  and  flows  outward  aa  ihe  Ure^sireanu 
do:  fashioning  the  tnrf-iet,  a<:  it  w«r^  monlft- 
neously.  Those  Macbeths  and  FaMa^s,  ae- 
cordingly.  these  Fausts  and  Philinai,  hare  a 
veriEimilitude  and  life  that  separates  then 
from  all  other  fietioDs  of  late  ages.  Alt  olheri, 
in  comparison,  have  more  or  less  the  nalare 
of  hollow  vizards,  constructed  from  without 
inwards,  painted  iikt,  and  deceptively  pal  in 
motion.  Many  years  ago  on  finishing  our 
first  perusal  of  WUhtlm  Mtiuir,  with  a  verj 
mixed  sentiment  in  other  respects,  we  could 
not  but  feet  that  here  lay  more  insight  into  the 
elements  of  human  nature,  and  a  more  poeti- 
cally perfect  combining  of  these  than  in  all  Ihe 
other  fictitious  literature  of  our  generation. 

Neither,  as  an  additional  similarity,  (for  the 
great  is  ever  like  itself.)  let  the  majestic  Calm- 
ness of  both  be  otniiled ;  their  perfect  tolerance 
for  all  men  and  all  things.  This  too  proceed* 
from  the  same  source,  perfect  ctearness  of 
he  who  comprehends  an  object  cannot 
bate  it,  has  already  begun  to  love  ii.  In  re- 
spect of  style,  no  less  Ihan  of  character,  Ihis 
calmness  and  graceful  smooth-flowing  softness 
is  again  characteristic  of  both;  though  in 
Goethe  Ihe  quality  is  more  complete,  having 
been  malored  by  far  more  assiduous  study. 
Goethe's  style  is  perhaps  to  be  reckoned  the 
excellent  Hiat  our  modera  world,  in  any 
language,  can  exhibit.  "  Even  lo  a  foreigner, 
le,  "iiis  fullof  charaeierandsecondaiy 
igs;  polished,  yet  vernacular  and  cor^ 
dial,  il  sounds  like  the  dialect  of  wise,  ADIiqae- 
ninded,  ime-bearied  men :  in  poetry,  brief, 
iharp,  simple,  and  expressive ;  in  prose,  per- 
haps, stilt  more  pleasing:  for  it  is  at  once  concise 
and  full,  rich,  clear,  unpretending,  and  melo- 
dious ;  and  Ihe  sense,  not  presented  in  alterna- 
ting flashes,  piece  after  piece  revealed  and 
withdrawn,  rises  before  us  as  in  continuous 
dawning,  and  stands  at  last  simnllaneously 
complete,  and  bathed  in  the  mellowest  and 
rudiLest  suashiae.    h  tiring  Vonn^-^ 
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groie  of  Hooker,  Bacon,  Milton,  Browne,  would 
ave  been,  had  they  written  under  the  good, 
without  the  bad  influences  of  that  French  pre- 
cision, which  has  polished  and  attenuated, 
trimmed  and  impoverished  all  modern  Ian- 
guages ;  made  our  meaning  clear,  and  too 
oAen  shallow  as  well  as  clear."  * 

Finally,  as  Shakspeare  is  to  be  considered 
as  the  greater  nature  of  the  two,  on  the  other 

hand  we  must  admit  him  to  have  been  the  less  1  Ministerial  or  in  Opposition!  Letihepsi^ 
cultivated,  and  much  the  more  careless.  What !  cal  admirer  of  Goethe  be  at  ease:  Go«<kw 
Shakspeare  could  have  done  we  nowhere  dis-   both,  and  also  neither !    The  **  roun 


attained,  we  too  in  our  degree  have  to  liait; 
let  us  mark  well  the  road  he  faihioMd&i 
himself,  and  in  the  dim  weltering  chaoiRjaiR 
to  find  a  paved  way. 

Here,  moreover,  another  word  of  tifm 
tion  is  perhaps  worth  adding.    We  una 
regard  to  the  controversy  agitated  (u  ikt  |i. 
many  things  pertaining  to  (ioetbe^ibMlii 
Political  Creed  and  practice,  whether  he 


t.i 


k.. 

V' 


cover.  A  cgreless  mortal, open  to  the  Universe 
and  its  influences,  not  caring  strenuously  to 
open  himself;  who,  Prometheus-like,  will  scale 
Heaven,  (if  it  so  must  be,)  and  is  satisfied  if 
he  therewith  pay  the  rent  of  his  London  Play- 
house ;  who,  had  the  Warwickshire  Justice  let 
him  hunt  deer  unmolested,  might,  for  many 
years  more,  have  lived  quiet  on  the  green  earth' 
without  such  aerial  journeys :  an  unparalleled 
mortaL  In  the  great  Goethe,  again,  we  see  a 
mAn  through  life  at  his  utmost  strain ;  a  man 
that,  as  he  says  himself,  "struggled  toughly;'* 
laid  hold  of  all  things,  under  all  aspects,  scien- 
tific or  poetic :  engaged  passionately  with  the 
deepest  interests  of  man*s  existence,  in  the 
most  complex  age  of  man*s  history.  What 
Shakspeare's  thoughts  on  *'  God,  Nature,  Art," 
would  have  been,  especially  had  he  lived  to 
number  fourscore  years,  were  curious  to  know : 
Goethe's,  delivered  in  many-toned  melody,  as 
the  apocalypse  of  our  era,  are  here,  for  us 
to  know. 

Such  was  the  noble  talent  intrusted  to  this 
man ;  such  the  noble  employment  he  made 
thereof.  We  can  call  him,  once  more,  "  a 
clear  and  universal  man  ;"  we  can  say  that,  in 
his  universality,  as  thinker,  as  sinsrer,  as 
worker,  he  lived  a  life  of  antique  nobleness 
under  these  new  conditions ;  and,  in  so  living, 
is  alone  in  all  Europe;  the  foremost,  whom 
others  are  to  learn  from  and  follow.  In  which 
great  act,  or  rather  great  sum  total  of  many 
acts,  who  shall  compute  what  treasure  of  new 
strengthening,  of  faith  become  hope  and  vision, 
lies  secured  for  all !  The  question,  Can  man 
still  live  in  devoutness,  yet  without  blindness 


washed  {gebrechliche  ubertHnchU)  coDditkitf, 
society"  was  plainer  to  few  eyes  thu  toli^i 
sadder  to  few  hearts  than  to  his.    Liitttiill 
Epigrammatist  at  Venice: 

*•  To  thii  itithy  I  liken  tht  Und,  the  hinmef  Hirtkt 
And  the  people  that  plate,  beaten  beCwccattM'i'l 

writhe* : 
Wo  to  the  plate,  when  nothing  bat  wHAil 

br  II  Ilea  i] 

Hit  at  random ;  and  made,  comcth  no  Kettklivi*^ 

But,  alas,  what  is  to  be  donel 

**  No  ApoaUe-of-Llberty  ranch  to  my  heart  eTerlbalL' 
License,  each  for  himself,  this  was  at  bottontWi*^ 
Liberator  of  many !  first  dare  to  be  Serrant  of  nuT' 
What  a  business  is  tliai,  wouldst  ttiou  know  it,|otrTf 

Let  the  following  also  be  recommended  lo  il 
inordinate  worshippers  of  Septennials,  Tri» 
nials.  Elective  Franchise,  and  the  ShameM 
parts  of  the  Constitution ;  and  let  each  be  aliok 
tolerant  of  his  neighbour's  **  festoon,**  and  l^ 
joice  that  he  has  himself  found  out  FrttAmr 
a  thing  much  wanted: 

**  Walls  I  can  see  tumbled  down,  walls  I  see  iboi-Mft- 

Ing; 
Here  sit  prisoners,  there  likewise  do  privonen  lii : 
Id  the  world  then  itsi^lf  a  huge  prison  I    Free  (Oij^  ' 

madman. 
His  chains  knitting  still  up  into  some  gracefal  fecVMsf 

80  that  for  the  Poet  what  remains  k-at* 
leave  Conservative  and  Destructive  pullaf 
one  another*s  locks  and  ears  off.  as  theywJ 
and  can.  (the  ulterior  issue  being  long  an* 
indubitable  enough;)  and,  for  his  own  piU 
strive  day  and  night  to  forward  the  small  s>^ 
fering  remnant  of  Pioductivt*,  of  those  wbo.ii 
true  manful  endeavour,  were   it  under  d» 


|.»...» ...  .,.   ........   ^^ — , 

what, — with  whom,  alone,  in  the  end.  does ■» 

Go  thou  and  do  111*" 


or  contraction;  in   unconquerable   steadfast  ,       .  ,  ,     .  ^.^ 

ness  for  the  right,  yet  without  tumultuous  ex-    P"^*^"^  '^^  ""''"  sansculotusm,  create  soai 

asperalion  against  the  wrong;  as  an  antique 

worthy,  yet  with  the  e.xf 

endowment  of  a  modern 

tion,  but  has  become  a  c 

visible  fact  '  'not  an  imairmary 

We'have  looked  at  Goethe,  as  we  enga-cd  !  meanwhile,  thai  to  no  man  is  his  piOiiicak* 
to  do,  «on  tin.  side,"  and  with  the  eves  of  ;^titution  -  a  lile  but  oiily  a  house  wherem  to 
"  this  generation  ;"  that  is  to  say,  chiefl'v  as  a  '"^ '^  ^^^^'  ^'^^  hast  thou  a  nobler  task iW 
world-changer,  and  beni-nant  s/.iriiual  r'evolu- '  ^"'»^^^  /.o,m.pargetmg  and  smoke-docioring.ii; 


hab** 


tionist:  for  in  our  present  so  astonishing  con-    P"'""i>'  ^'^^^n  01  aneieni  roiien  rai-.ii«^- 
dition  of -progress  of  the  species,"  snch  is  the  -  }^'^''^'  l^*^^?.  ^^^^^  }'' .  ^^^   P/*MH-r  craft-*^ 


progress  ot  me  spf 
category  under  which  we  must  try  all  things, ; 
wisdom  itself.     And,  indeed,  nnd(T  this  aspert  ! 
too,  Goeibe\  Life  and  Works  are  doubtle5.s  nf  I 
incalculable  value,  and  worthy  our  most  earn- 
est study;  f<»r  his  Spiritual  History  is,  as  it 
were,  the  ideal  emblem  of  all  true  men's  in 
these  days ;  the  goal  of  Manhood,  which  he 


honour  the  higher  Artist,  and  good-humouiwf 
ay  with  him: 

"  All  \\\U  U  nriilior  n»v  mat  lu-r  inv  rakr. 

Why  fill  my  hand  with  nilif  r  men's  chirpf*' 
TIk>  fishcg  Bvvim  at  <>:i«<^  in  llu^  take. 

And  laki;  no  thotij^ht  of  ih«r  l»argc*.'* 


*  0«nman  iZoaiance,  iv. 


Goethe's  political  practice,  or  rather  no-pc*" 
.  tice,  except  that  of  self-tie  fence,  is  a  pari  if"* 
i  conduct  quite  inseparably  coherent  wi*J»  ^ 
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e  could  recommeod  to  univer- 
:he  spirit  of  it  might  be  under- 
n,  and  by  all  men  inifUted. 
it  is  nowise  alone  on  this  revo- 
"  progrcss-of-ihe-species"  side 
is  significance;  his. Life  and 
inted  show  but  a  solid  reality, 
)ked  at  with  profit  on  all  sides, 
able  points  of  view.  Perennial, 
for  ever,  Goethe's  History  and 
e  there;  a  thousand-voiced 
sdom,"  which  he  that  has  ears 
fiat  the  experience  of  the  most 
ited,  deep-searching,  every  way 
lan  has  yielded  him  of  insight, 
all  men  here.  He  who  was  of 
w  and  feel  more  than  any  other 
;  record  of  bis  knowledge  and 
deepest  heart,  the  highest  bead 
not  beyond  his  faculty;  thus, 
can  and  interpret:  let  many 
en,  according  to  their  want;  let 
which  has  no  need  of  listening, 
w  to  learn  there,  esteem  itself 


To  us,  meanwhile,  to  all  that  wander  in 
darkness  and  seek  light,  as  the  one  thing  need- 
ful, be  this  possession  reckoned  among  oar 
choicest  blessings  arid  distinctions.  CM* 
talem  virum ;  learn  of  him,  imitate,  emulate 
him  !  So  did  A«  catch  the  Music  of  the  Uni- 
verse, and  unfold  it  into  clearness,  and  in 
authentic  celestial  tones  bring  it  home  to  the 
hearts  of  men,  from  amid  that  soul-confusing 
Babylonish  hubbub  of  this  our  new  Tower-of- 
Babel  era !  For  now,  too,  as  in  that  old  time, 
had  men  said  to  themselves:  Come,  let  us 
build  a  tower  which  shall  reach  to  heaven; 
and  by  our  steam-engines,  and  logic-engines, 
and  skilful  mechanism  and  manipulatiou,  van- 
quish not  only  Physical  Nature,  but  the  divine 
Spirit  of  Nature,  and  scale  the  empjrrean  itself. 
Wherefore  they  must  needs  again  be  stricken 
with  confusion  of  tongues  (or  of  printing- 
presses,)  and  disperud, — to  other  work ;  where- 
in also  let  us  hope,  their  hammers  and  trowels 
shall  better  avail  them. — 

Of  Goethe,  with  a  feeling  such  as  can  be 
due  to  no  other  man,  we  sow  take  farewell : 
vixitf  vivit. 


CORN-LAW  BHYMES. 


[Edinbdroh  Review,  1832.] 


REDiTivrg,  throwing  down  his 
g-balance,  some  years  ago,  and 
the  Belles-Lettres  function,  ex- 
'  in  this  abrupt  way :  **  The  end 
it  is  fit  that  we  end.  Poetry 
to  be  read,  or  published,  or 
m  it  continue  to  be  reviewed? 
ke  Schools,  and  Border  Thief 
Cockney  and  Satanic  Schools, 
.  enough  to  do;  and  now,  all 
having  burnt  or  smouldered 
,  and  leA  nothing  but  a  wide- 
f  ashes,  dust,  and  cinders,— or 
mbers,  kicked  to  and  fro  under 
imerable  women  and  children 
es,  and  at  best  blown  here  and 
nsient  sputters,  with  vapour 
0  form  what  you  might  name  a 
n-sick,  or  New-Sentimental,  or 
School, — what  remains  but  to 
s  to  circumstances!  Urge  me 
s  the  able  Editor,  suddenly 
?ure,  "  with  considerations  that 
inward  \'oice  of  Life,  must  be 
'  dead  in  one  form  to  become 
;  that  this  still  abundant  deluge 
?  there  must  needs  be  fractions 
ng  scattered  in  it,  ought  still  to 
at   all  events,    surveyed    and 

Ihymei.    Third  Edition.    8vo.    Lon- 

•em.     By  the    Authnr  of  Corn-Lair 
•Edition.    8vo.    London.  1831. 
Patriarch;  a  Poem.    By  the  Author 
met.    ISmo.    London,  1831. 


taken  note  of:  the  survey  of  English  Metre,  at 
this  epoch,  perhaps  transcends  the.  human 
faculties ;  to  hire  out  the  reading  of  it,  by  esti- 
mate, at  a  remunerative  rate  per  page,  would, 
in  few  Quarters,  reduce  the  cash-box  of  any 
extant  Review  to  the  verge  of  insolvency." 

What  our  distingruished  contemporary  has 
said  remains  said.  Far  be  it  from  us  to  cen- 
sure or  counsel  any  able  Editor ;  to  draw  aside 
the  Editorial  veil,  and,  officiously  prying  into 
his  interior  mysteries,  impugn  the  laws  be 
walks  by!  For  Editors,  as  for  others,  there 
are  times  of  perplexity,  wherein  the  cunning 
of  the  wisest  will  scantily  suffice  his  own 
wants,  say  nothing  of  his  neigrhbour's. 

To  us,  on  our  side,  meanwhile,  it  remains 
clear  that  Poetry,  or  were  it  but  Metre,  should 
nowise  be  altogether  neglected.  Surely  it  is 
the  Reviewer's  trade  to  sit  watching,  not  only 
the  tillage,  crop-rotation,  marketings,  and  good 
or  evil  husbandry  of  the  Economic  Earth,  but 
also  the  weather-symptoms  of  the  Literary 
Heaven,  on  which  those  former  so  much  de- 
pend: if  any  promising  or  threatening  me- 
teoric phenomenon  make  its  appearance,  and 
he  proclaim  not  tidings  thereof,  it  is  at  his 
peril.  Farther,  be  it  considered  how,  in  this 
singular  poetic  epoch,  a  small  matter  consti- 
tutes a  novelty.  If  the  whole  welkin  hang 
overcast  in  drizzly  dinginess,  the  feeblest  light- 
gleam,  or  speck  of  blue,  cannot  pass  un- 
heeded. 

The  Works  of  this  Corn-Law  Rhymer  we 
might  liken  rather  to  some  little  fraction  of  a 
rainbow :  hues  of  joy  and  harmony,  painted 
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ma  of  inrabkNit  tean.  No  lomid  fall  bow, 
toted;  glorioasly  Bpoaaiof  dw  Imatcdi; 
riM»e  on  bir  the  fnll  tan;  and,  with  tevon- 
•triped,  goU-crimsoD  border  (as  is  in  tone 
•ort  the  office  of  Poetry)  diriding  Black  ftom 
Brilliant:  not  soeh;  alas,  slill  ihr  from  it! 
Tet,  in  rery  truth,  a  litUe  prismatic  blash, 
^wing  genuine  among  the  wet  clouds;  which 
proceeds,  if  jou  wiU,  from  a  sua  cloud-hidden, 
yet  indicates  that  a  sun  does  shine,  and  above 
tttose  vapours,  a  whole  axore  vault  and  celes- 
tial firmament  stretch  sefene. 

Strange  as  it  may  seem.  It  is  nevertheless 
true,  that  here  we  have  once  more  got  sight  of 
a  Book  calling  itself  Poetry,  yet  which  actually 
ia  a  kind  of  Book,  and  no  empty  paste-board 
Case,  and  simulacrum  or  **  ghost-defonei"  of 
a  Book,  such  as  is  too  often  palmed  on  the 
Wprld,  and  handed  over  Booksellen*  counters, 
with  a  demand  of  real  money  for  it,  as  if  it  too 
were  a  reality.  The  speaker  here  is  of  that 
singular  class,  who  have  something  to  say; 
wbeveby,  though  delivering  himself  in  verse, 
aad  in  these  days,  he  does  not  deliver  himself 
wholly  in  jargon,  but  articulately,  and  with  a 
certain  degree  of  meaning,  that  has  been 
btimtd,  and  therefore  is  again  believable. 

To  some  the  wonder  and  interest  will  be 
heightened  by  another  circumstance :  that  the 
speaker  in  question  is  not  schooMeamed,  or 
even  Aimished  with  pecuniary  capital;  is, 
indeed,  a  quite  uomoaeyed,  russeVcoated 
speaker;  nothing  or  little  other  than  aBhef- 
fleM  worker  in  brass  and  iron,  who  describes 
himself  as  **  one  of  the  lower,  little  removed 
above  the  lowest  class."  Be  of  what  class  he 
may,  the  man  is  provided,  as  we  can  perceive, 
with  a  rational  god-created  soul;  which  too 
has  fashioned  itself  into  some  clearness,  some 
self-subsistence,  and  can  actually  see  and 
know  with  its  own  organs;  and  in  rugged  sub- 
stantial English,  nay,  with  tones  of  poetic 
melody,  utter  forth  what  it  has  seen. 

It  used  to  be  said  that  lions  do  not  paint,  that 
poor  men  do  not  write ;  but  the  case  is  alter- 
ing now.  Here  is  a  voice  coming  from  the 
deep  Cyclopean  forges,  where  Labour,  in  real 
soot  and  sweat,  beats  with  his  thousand  ham- 
mers **the  red  son  of  the  furnace;**  doing  per- 
sonal battle  with  Necessity,  and  her  dark  brute 
Powers,  to  make  them  reasonable  and  service- 
able; an  intelligible  voice  from  the  hitherto 
Mate  and  Irrational,  to  tell  us  at  first  hand 
how  it  is  with  him,  what  in  very  deed  is  the 
theorem  of  the  world  and  of -himself,  which  he, 
in  those  dim  depths  of  his,  in  that  wearied 
head  of  his,  has  put  together.  To  which  voice, 
in  several  respects  significant  enough,  let  good 
ear  be  given. 

Here  too,  be  it  premised,  that  nowise  under 
the  category  of**  Uneducated  Poets,"  or  in  any 
foshion  of  dilettante  patronage,  can  our  Shef- 
field friend  be  produced.  His  position  is  un- 
suitable for  that:  so  is  ours.  Genius,  which 
the  French  lady  declared  to  be  of  no  sex,  is 
much  more  certainly  of  no  rank ;  neither 
when  "the  spark  of  Nature's  fire"  has  been 
imparted,  should  Edncation  take  high  airs  in 
her  artificial  light, — which  is  too  oHen  but 
phosphorescence  and  putrescence.  In  fact,  it 
BOW  begins  to  be  suspected  here  and  there,  I 


telthtsattBe  aiialocntio 
looks  down  with  an  obligiag 
throM,  of  bomftd  VoluiMt  aid  |dll«jib| 
Itod  admiu  that  ii  ^  wuiMl«fo%  udlll 
of  the  uBedoeatad  diaafeifc  aaj  te  |iir~ 
of  place.    There  are  unhappy  ttai^ 
world's  history,  when'lie  thatislhrtai 
cated  will  chiefly  havo  In  iiy  tkat  he »( 
least  perverted;  and  with 'the  ^  " 
fiUse  eye-glasaes^  eonvei:,  eonoavc^  [ 
yellow,  has  not  lost  the  aaiwalMi 
eyes.    For  a  generation  that  laadi  ~ 
Prose,  and  Bums*s  Poetry,  it  aaid  te 
acle  that  here  also  is  a  maa  whocM 
both  pen  and  hammer  like  a.  maa. 

Nevertheless,  this  aereoe-higluai 
and  temper  is  so  frequent,  perhi^  itj 
good  to  torn  the  tables  for  a 
what  look  it  has  nhder  that  refcne 
How  were  it  if  we  sonpised^thalfvi 
gifted  with  natural  vigour,  with  ai 
racter  to  be  developed  in  himvPOR  < 
if  in  the  way  of  Literature^  as 
Writer,  it  is  actually,  in  these  stru|ei 
special  misfortune  to  be  trained  apai 
Uneducated  classes,  and  not  aiiios|i(l 
cated;  but   rather   of  two  miifuMi' 
smaller  t 

For  all  men  doobUess  obstructioiii 
spiritual  growth  must  be  hamperBiali 
ed,  and  has  to  struggle  thronii^  wlk^ 
oolty,  if  it  do  not  wholly  stop.  WeMfl 
too  that,  for  a  mediocre  character,  ii ' 
tinual  training  and  tutoring,  fma 
masters,  dancing-masters,  postui 
all  sorts,  hired  and  volunteer,  which  tl 
rank  in  any  time  and  country  asssitiil 
will  be  produced  a  certain  snperiontj,i 
worst,  air  of  superiority,  over  the 
ing  mediocre  character  of  low  rank: 
perceive  the  vulgar  Do-nothing,  as  coot 
with  the  vulgar  Drudge,  is  in  general  a  i 
prettier  man ;  with  a  wider,  perhaps  di 
outlook  into  the  distance;  in  innaaerabliL. 
perficial  matters,  however  it  may  be  wki  j 
we  go  deeper,  he  has  a  maBife:»t  adftfi^ 
But  with  the  man  of  uncommon  ebai  ~" 
again,  in  whom  a  germ  of  irrepressible 
has  been  implanted,  and  tnll  unfold  itsdf  i 
some  sort  of  freedom,-— altogether  the 
may  hold.  For  such  germs,  loo,  there  ii^ 
doubtedly  enough,  a  proper  soil  wboe  ' 
will  grow  best,  and  an  improper  ooe 
they  will  grow  worst  True  also,  where  M 
is  a  will,  there  is  a  way;  where  a  gesisiW 
been  given,  a  possibility,  a  certaioty  iflki 
growing  is  also  given.  Yet  olVen  it  sceaiV 
if  the  injudicious  gardening  and  maaJj 
were  worse  than  none  at  ail ;  and  killed^ 
the  inclemencies  of  blind  chance  woaM 
spared.  We  find  accordingly  that  fevi 
erics  or  Napoleons,  indeed  none  sioee^ 
great  Alexander,  who  unfortunately  ^ 
himself  to  death  too  soon  for  proruf 
lay  in  him,  were  nursed  up  with  sa  eyc^i 
their  vocation:  mostly  with  an  eycqoiaj' 
other  way,  in  the  midst  of  isolation  and  I* 
destitution  and  contradiction.  Najt  ii  ^ 
own  times,  have  we  not  seen  iwomeeifp 
nius,  a  Byron  and  a  Bums;  they  bAV 
mandate  of  Nature,  struggle  and  vait^ 
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rards  clear  Manhood,  stormfuUjr  enough, 
i  space  of  SLX-and-thirty  years ;  yet  only 
Aed  Ploughman  can  partially  prevail 
3  :  the  gifted  Peer  mast  toil  and  strive, 
boot  out  in  wild  efforts,  yet  die  at  last  in 
>od,  with  the  promise  of  his  Manhood 
)ut  announcing  itself  in  the  distance. 
,  as  was  once  written,  "  it  is  only  the  ar- 
ce  that  will  not  grow  except  in  gardens ; 
com  is  cast  carelessly  abroad  into  the 
rness,  yet  on  the  wild  soil  it  nourishes  it- 
uid  rises  to  be  an  oak."  All  woodmen, 
Dver,  will  tell  you  that  fat  manure  is  the 
of  your  oak ;  likewise  that  the  thinner 
irilder  your  soil,  the  tougher,  more  iron- 
red  is  your  timber, — though,  unhappily, 
the  smaller.    80  too  with  the  spirits  of 

they  become  pure  from  their  errors,  by 
log  for  them ;  he  who  has  battled,  were 
ly  with  poverty  and  hard  toil,  will  be 

stronger,  more  expert,  than  he  who 
stay  at  home  from  the  battle,  concealed 
g  the  Provision-wagons,  or  even  not  un- 
ifuUy  **  abiding  by  the  stuff."  In  which 
.  an  observer,  not  without  experience  of 
me,  has  said :  **  Had  I  a  man  of  Clearly 
iped  character,  (clear,  sincere  within  its 
,)  of  insight,  courage,  and  real  appli- 

force  of  head  and  of  heart,  to  search 
nd  not  a  man  of  luxuriously  distorted 
cter,  with  haughtiness  for  courage,  and 
sight  and  applicable  force,  speculation 
•lausible  show  of  force, — it  were  rather 
{  the  lower  than  the  higher  classes  that 
lid  look  for  him." 

lard  saying,  indeed,  seems  this  same : 
e  whose  other  wants  were  all  beforehand 
ied;  to  whose  capabilities  no  problem 
)re8ented  except  even  this,  How  to  culti- 
hem  to  best  advantage,  should  attain  less 
culture  than  he  whose  first  grand  pmb- 
ind  obligation  was  nowise  spiritual  cul- 
but  hard  labour  for  his  daily  bread ! 
nough  must  the  perversion  be  where  pre- 
ions  of  such  magnitude  issue  in  abor- 
and  a  so  sumptuous  Art  with  all  its 
aces  can  accomplish  nothing,  not  so 
as  necessitous  Nature  would  of  herself 
supplied  !  Nevertheless,  so  pregnant  is 
rith  evil  as  with  good  ;  to  such  height  in 
le  rich,  plethorically  overgrown  with 
s,  can  means  be  accumulated  in  the 
I  place,  and  immeasurably  aggravate 
I  tendencies,  instead  of  righting  them, 
ad  and  strange  result  may  actually  turn 
have  been  realized. 

;  what,  after  all,  is  meant  by  uneducated, 

time  when  Books  have  come  into  the 

;  come   to  the  household   furniture  in 

hat)itatioD  of  the  civilized  world  ?    In 

Mrest  cottage  are  Books :  is  one  Book, 

in  for  several  thousands  of  years  the 

of  man  has  found  light,  and  nourish- 

•nd  an  interpreting  response  to  what- 

s  Deepest  in  him ;  wherein  still,  to  this 

:)r  the  eye  that  will  look  well,  the  Mys- 

r  Existence  reflects  itself,  if  not  resolved, 

vealed,  and  prophetically  emblemed ;  if 

the  satisfying  of  the  outward  sense,  ypt 

opening  of  the  inward  sense,  which  is 

r  grander  result.    "In  Books  lie  the  cre- 


ative Phoonix-ashes  of  the  whole  Past"  AH 
that  men  have  devised,  discovered,  done,  felt, 
or  imagined,  lies  recorded  in  Books ;  whereip 
whoso  has  learned  the  mystery  of  spelling 
printed  letters,  may  find  it,  and  appropriate  it 

Nay,  what  indeed  is  all  this  1  As  if  it  were 
by  sniversiiies  and  libraries  and  lecture-rooms, 
that  man's  Education,  what  we  can  call  Edu- 
cation, were  accomplished :  solely,  or  mainly, 
by  instilling  the  dead  letter  and  record  of  other 
men's  Force,  that  the  living  Force  of  a  new 
man  were  to  be  awakened,  enkindled,  and  pu- 
rified into  victorious  clearness!  Foolish  Pe- 
dant, that  sitiest  there  compassionately  des- 
canting on  the  Learning  of  Shakspeare! 
Shakspcare  had  penetrated  into  innumerable 
things;  far  into  Nature  with  her  divine  Splen- 
dours and  infernal  Terrors,  her  Ariel  Melodies, 
and  mystic  mandragora  Moans ;  far  into  man's 
workings  with  Nature,  into  man's  Art  and 
Artifice;  Shakspeare  knew  (kenned,  which  in 
those  days  still  partially  meant  ran-ned)  innu- 
merable things;  what  men  are,  and  what  the 
world  is,  and  how  and  what  men  aim  at  there, 
from  the  Dame  Quickly  of  modern  Eastcheap 
to  the  Cssar  of  ancient  Rome,  over  many 
countries,  over  many  centuries:  of  all  this 
he  had  the  clearest  understanding  and  con- 
structive comprehension ;  all  this  was  his 
Learning  and  Insight:  what  now  is  thine? 
Insight  into  none  of  those  things;  perhaps, 
strictly  considered,  into  no  thipg  whatever: 
solely  into  thy  own  sheepskin  diplomas,  fat 
academic  honours,  into  vocables  and  alphar 
beiic  letters,  and  but  a  little  way  into  these ! — 
The  grand  result  of  schooling  is  a  mind  with 
just  vision  to  discern,  with  free  force  to  do ; 
the  grand  schoolmaster  is  Practice. 

And  -now,  when  kenning  and  can-ning  have 
become  two  altogether  different  words ;  and 
this,  the  first  principle  of  human  culture,  the 
foundation-stone  of  sill  but  false  imaginary  cul- 
ture, that  men  must,  before  every  other  thing, 
be  trained  to  do  somewhat,  has  been,  for  some 
generations,  laid  quietly  on  the  shelf,  with 
such  result  as  we  seev— consider  what  advan>. 
tage  those  same  uneducated  Working  classes 
have  over  the  educated  Unworking  classes,  in 
one  particular;  herein,  namely,  that  they  must 
lonrk.  To  work !  What  incalculable  sources 
of  cultivation  lie  in  that  process,  in  that  at- 
tempt; how  it  lays  hold  of  the  whole  man, 
not  of  a  small  theoretical  calculating  fraction 
of  him,  but  of  the  whole  practical,  doing  and 
daring  and  enduring  man ;  thereby  to  awaken 
dormant  faculties,  root  out  old  errors,  at  every 
step !  He  that  has  done  nothing  has  known 
nothing.  Vain  is  it  to  sit  scheming  and  plau- 
sibly discoursing :  up  and  be  doing !  If  thy 
knowledge  be  real, put  it  forth  from  thee: 
grapple  with  real  Nature;  try  thy  theories 
there,  and  see  how  they  hold  out  Do  one  thing,, 
for  the  first  time  in  thy  life  do  a  thing :  a  new 
light  will  rise  to  thee  on  the  doing  of  all  things 
whatsoever.  Tmly,  a  boundless  significance 
lies  in  work :  whereby  the  humblest  craftsman 
comes  to  attain  much,  which  is  of  indispen* 
sable  use,  but  which  he  who  is  of  no  craft, 
were  he  never  so  high,  runs  the  risk  of  miss- 
in?.  Once  turn  to  Practice,  Error  and  Truth 
will  no  longer  consort  together :  the  result  of 


ID  the  sqnarf-rool  of  k  ne 
e^ive  quantitjr ;  irj  to  Kriraet  ii,  or  any  earihl] 
nDlMiance  or  sasleiianfe  from  it,  if  von  wtll 
The  honoorBble  Member  can  Aac<<wtt  ths 
"  ibcrr  is  a  rwelinn,"  and 
somalj-rea-ion  nriil.in  spile  cif  all  men,  while  be 


»i1l  n 


faif  him ;  bni  Lhr  sooiy  Brazier,  whn  di^cnvered 
thai  brass  was  green -tlierie.  bas  lo  act  on  bin 
discovery;  finds,  therefore,  ihat.  singular  as  il 
may  seem,  brass  eannut  be  ma^licaterl  for  din- 
tier,  fteen^i'heese  will  not  bral  inlo  fireproof 
dishes :  thai  such  discovery,  iherefore.  has  no 
leptoWand  on. and  must  even  be  let  fall.  Kow, 
take  this  priociple  of  di^erpnee  through  the 
entire  lives  of  Ivo  mea,  and  calculate  vhat  it 
will  amount  to!  Necessity,  moreover,  wbicb 
ve  here  see  aa  the  mother  of  Accuracy,  is  well 
known  an  the  mother  of  Invention.  He  who 
wants  every  thing,  must  know  many  things, 
do  many  things,  to  procure  even  a  few:  dif- 
fbrenl  enough  with  bim,  wbose  indispensable 
knowledge  is  this  only,  Ihat  a  Soger  will  pull 
ifae  betl. 

So  thai,  for  all  men  who  live,  we  may  con- 
clude, Ihi;  Lrfe  of  Mati  ie,  a  school,  wherein 
the  oatarally  foolish  will  continue  foolish 
thoufh  you  bray  bim  in  a  mortar,  bni  ihe  natu- 
rally wise  will  gather  wisdom  under  every  dis- 
aidvaDiage.  What,  meanwhile,  mast  be  the 
condition  of  an  Era,  when  the  highest  advan- 
tajras  there  become  perverted  into  drawbacks; 
when,  if  you  lake  two  men  of  genius,  and  put 
Ihe  one  between  the  handles  of  a  ploueb,  and 
mount  the  other  between  the  painlcd  coronets 
of  a  ctiach-nnd'four,  and  bid  them  both  move 
along,  the  former  shall  arrive  a  Burns,  Ibe 
taller  a  Byron  :  two  men  of  inlent,  at^d  put  Ibe 
one  into  a  Printer's  ehapei,  full  of  lampblack, 
lyraunoua  usage,  hard  toil,  and  Ihe  other  ~ 
Oiford  nttivenities.  with  lexicons  and  bbrE 
and  hired  eipositors  and  sumptuous  en 
ments,  tbe  furmer  shall  come  out  a  Dr.  Ft 
lin,  the  Imicr  a  Dr.  Parr !—   . 

However,  we  are  not  here  lo  write  an  Essay 
on  Bducalion.  or  sing  mi—rtrtt  over  a  "  world 
in  lU  dotage ;"  but  simply  la  say  that  our  Corn- 
Law  Rhymer,  educated  or  uneducated  as  Na- 
ture and  Arl  have  made  him,  asks  not  the 
amallest  patronage  or  compassion  for  his 
rhymei,  professes  not  the  smallest  contrition 
for  them.     Nowise  in  such  attitude  does  he 

EKsenl  himself;  not  supplicatory,  deprecatory, 
111  EluPdy,  defiatil.  almost  menacing.  Where- 
'  (bre,  (ndesd.  should  he  supplicate  or  deprecate! 
It  IS  out  of  the  abundance  of  ibe  heart  that  hi 
hu  spoken  ;  praise  or  blame  cannot  make  i 
truer  or  faher  than  it  already  is.  Bv  the  graoi 
of  God  this  man  is  sufficient  for  himself;  by 
his  skill  in  mctnllurgy,  can  beat  out  a  toilsome 
bol  a  manful  living,  go  how  it  may;  bus 
arrived  loo  at  that  singular  audacity  of  believ- 
ing what  he  knows,  and  acting  on  it,  or  writing 
on  it.  or  thinking  on  il.  without  leave  asked  of 
any  one :  there  shall  he  stand,  and  work, 
bead  and  with  hand,  for  himself  and  the  world; 
blown  about  by  do  wind  of  doctrine;  fnghtened 
at  no  Beviewer's  shadow;  having,  in  bis 
looked  subitances  enough  in  the  face,  an 
nained  unfrigbtened. 
Wlwi  is  left,  ibercfore,  bat  to  take  what  he 


reet  Singer  wrar.n; 
bumble  ^-i' 
stamre  more  or  less   r;i 

itrenglh  and  valour,  bu'i 

>n  the  whole,  a  g)?nui;i<.'   < 

of  the  eye  and  speech   aiiit  Ir-a 

seems  a  man.    To  whom  all  oi 

men,  how  different  loerer 

tmutars,  can  gladly  bold  out  ihe  h^ta 

fellowship. 

The  great  excellence  of  oat  Rh^stdtf 
understood  iben,  we  take  lo 
this,  often  hinted  at  alreaily,  thai  heafi 
Here  is  an  earnest,  truth-speaking  ■"' 


iheor 


,  bnia 


of  work  and  endeavour,  tnan  of  safleW 
endurance.    The  ibing  that  be  aprabn 
hearsay,  but  a  thing  whicb  he  hu  Mr 
known,  aod  by  eipenence  becoae  im" 
He  has  used  his  eyes  for  seewg;  t 
tongue  for  declaring  what  he  hat  > 
voice,  therefore,  among  tbe  many  Boii 
Planet,  will  deserve  its  place  bencf 
most;    will   be   well   worth   Mne  ■ 
Whom  else  should   we  attend  to  h 
Tbe  man  who  speak<:  with  some  Ul 
of  a   Belief,   and  snppases,  attd  it 
think ;  and  considers  not  with  tndiril 
what  is  true,  but  only  what  i)  p 
will  find  audience  and  reeompeueillfl 
meet  bim  at  every  slreet-tDmmj.l*  l[^ 
wayi  and  byways;  is  he  not  si  ''  '' 
^te.  ioeOectual,  wholly  grown  ■ 
the  flesh  1    So  rare  is  his  opposite  il 
of  Literature,  or  of  Life,  so  veij 
even  in  the  lowest  he  is  prwwnK  1 
thenlic  insight  and  esperieo       ' "~ 
soul,  were   it   but   insighl  a 
hewing  of  wood  and  drawing  of 
knowledge,  a  real  possession    ~ 
bow  small  soever:  jinlithra, 
supreme  pontiff's,  is  wind  me 
or  less  than  nothing.    To  a 
gree,  this  man,  we  say.  has  « 
loose  from  cant,  and  cor ' 
pretences  and  hallucinationi,  in 
of  Sincerity.      Wherein,   perhip 
argued,  his  hard  social  enviror" 
inne  to  be  "  a  workman  bom," 
so  many  other  retardations  wjl 
forwarded  and  aceeteraied  hi 
That  a  man.  Workman,  ol 
passed,  as  in  Ibese  days,  ■ 
state  of  willing  or  unwilling  II 


lated.B 


ruggle 


It  from 


It  din 


pnlil 


>iBalivT^ 


clearer  and  p< 
betokens  in  him  a  certain  originalU 
rare  gift  Force  of  all  kinds  is  praMPP* 
our  Rhymer,  accordingly,  as  biaM>''_ 
once,  vision  and  delermioation  lli'**'^ 
denieii :  a  meged,  homegrown 
IS  in  him :  whereby,  in   bis  ow 
mastered  ibis  and  that,  and  looked  \W 
ibingsi  in  general  hone*);  uf  " 
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?cply,  piercingly,  and  with  a 
iroQg  thoughts  are  not  wanting, 
ights;  strong  and  beautiful  ex- 
loughL  As  traceable  fur  instance 
usiration  of  an  old  argument,  the 
}mmercial  Restrictions : 

ickf,  the«e  are  your  remedies  z  . 

1,  a  bread-lax  for  the  Poor ! 

arvests  on  the  indigent  moor  I 

victor  of  a  hundred  fights, 

»,  bows  low  her  t»anner'd  head, 

;r  planks  the  seaborn  reptile  bite* 

-and  sinks  in  ocean's  bed, 

orms.    What  then  1    The  worms  were 

te  thee  black,  tboa  whited  wall  1 

>■,  and  thy  law  a  lie, 

earn  unnatural : 

ds,  the  streams,  the  earth,  the  sky ; 

nge  and  harmony ! 

geous  pomp  which,  yester  morn, 

'b,  with  amber,  fold  on  fold  1 

'lue  of  Rivelin,  borne 

eding  sea !  the  molten  gold 

1  Loxley's  waters  cold, 

auty  tree  and  flower, 

dant  life  hill,  vale,  and  plain. 

h  river,  and  exchange  is  power  : 

ouds,  the  streams,  the  winds  disdain 

rcourse.  nor  dew  nor  rain 

wn  the  mountains :  airless  day 

Cindericout  the  heathy  glow; 

would  meekeu  into  |ray 

;  no  sound  of  river's  flow 

Ichre  of  all  below.*' 

the  doings  of  men  have  not  passed 
inheeded,  like  the  endless  cloud- 
weather;  or  lightly  heeded,  like 
antasmagoria;  but  earnestly  in- 
ke  a  thing  of  reality;  reverently 
rshipped,  as  a  thing  with  divine 
n  its  reality,  glimpses  of  which 
?  has  caught  and  laid  to  heart. 
n,  as  was  said,  partakes  of  the 
?iical :  he  is  not  a  Rhymer  and 
,  but,  in  some  genuine  sense, 
a  Poet. 

must  admit  him,  what  indeed  is 
1  admitted,  to  be,  if  clear-sighted, 
artfd.  A  troublous  element  is 
of  painfulness,  toil,  insecurity, 
he  fronts  it  like  a  man;  yields 
les  into  some  subjection,  some 
d  fearful  dinning  and  tumult,  as 
g  Chaos,  becomes  a  sort  of  wild 
r  him  ;  wherein  too  are  passages 

melodious  melting  softness,  of 
I  briskness,  even  of  joy.  The 
s  also  a  warm  and  kind  one ; 
Us  with  Danger,  all  the  holier 
tier  for  such  stem  environment, 
lan  is  this ;  yet,  as  we  said,  a 
iort,  a  courageous,  much  loving, 
aring  and  endeavouring  man. 

a  one,  so  gifted  and  so  placed, 
a  Time  like  ours;  how  he  will 
?lf  into  peace,  or  war,  or  armed 
ih  the  W(trld  and  his  fellow  men, 
.  his  course  in  joy  and  grief,  in 
sfeat,  is  a  question  worth  asking: 
se  three  little  Volumes  partly  re- 
r.  He  has  turned,  as  all  thinkers 
ligh  and  rare  order  in  these  days 
47 


must  do,  into  Politics ;  is  a  Reformer,  at  least 
a  stern  Complainer,  Radical  to  the  heart :  his 
poetic  melody  takes  an  elegiaco-tragical  cha* 
racter:  much  of  him  is  converted  into  Hostihiy, 
and  grim,  hardly-suppressed  Indig^fiation,  such 
as  Right  long  denied,  Hope  long  deferred,  may 
awaken  in  the  kindliest  heart.  Not  yet  as  a 
rebel  against  any  thing  does  he  stand;  but  as  a 
free  man,  and  the  spokesman  of  free  men,  not 
far  from  rebelling  against  much ;  with  sorrow- 
ful, appealing  dew,  yet  also  with  incipient 
lightning,  in  his  eyes  ;  whom  it  were  ifiot  de- 
sirable to  provoke  into  rebellion.  He  says  in 
Vulcanic  dialect,  his  feelings  have  been  ham- 
mered  till  they  are  cold-short ,-  so  they  will  no 
longer  bend ;  "  they  snap,  and  Qy  off," — in  the 
face  of  the  hammerer.  Not  unnatural,  thotigh 
lamentable  !  Nevertheless,  under  all  disguises 
of  the  Radical,  the  Poet  is  still  recognisable : 
a  certain  music  breathes  through  all  disso- 
nances, as  the  prophecy  and  ground-tone  of 
returning  harmony ;  the  man,  as  we  said,  is  of 
a  poetical  nature. 

To  his  Political  Philosophy  there  is  perhaps 
no  great  importance  attachable.  He  feels,  as 
all  men  that  live  must  do,  the  disorganization, 
and  hard-grinding,  unequal  pressure  of  the 
Social  Afikirs;  but  sees  into  it  only  a  very 
little  farther  than  far  inferior  men  do.  The 
frightful  condition  of  a  Time,  wheu  public  and 
private  Principle,  as  the  word  was  once  under- 
stood, having  gone  out  of  sight,  and  Self-in- 
terest being  left  to  plot,  and  struggle,  and 
scramble,  as  it  could  and  would.  Difficulties 
had  accumulated  till  they  were  no  longer  to  be 
borne,  and  the  spirit  that  should  have  fronted 
and  conquered  them  seemed  to  have  forsaken 
the  world ; — when  the  Rich,  as  the  utmost  they 
could  resolve  on,  had  ceased  to  govern,  and 
the  Poor,  in  their  fast-accumulating  numbers, 
and  ever-widening  complexities,  had  ceased  to 
be  able  to  do  without  governing;  and  now  the 
plan  of**  Competition"  and  **  Laistez-faire**  was, 
on  every  side,  approaching  its  con>ummation ; 
and  each  bound  up  in  the  circle  of  his  owa 
wants  and  perils,  stood  grimly  distrustful  of 
his  neighbour,  and  the  distracted  Common- 
weal was  a  Common-wo,  and  to  all  men  it 
became  apparent  that  the  end  was  drawing 
nigh : — all  this  black  aspect  of  Ruin  and  Decay, 
visible  enough,  experimentally  known  to  our 
Sheffield  friend,  he  calls  by  the  name  of  ♦*  Corn- 
Law,"  and  expects  to  be  in  good  part  delivered 
from,  were  the  accursed  Bread-tax  repealed. 

In  this  system  of  political  Doctrine,  even  as 
here  so  emphatically  set  forth,  there  is  not 
mi^ch  of  novelty.  Radicals  we  have  many ; 
loud  enough  on  this  and  other  grievances ;  the 
removal  of  which  is  to  be  the  one  thing  need- 
ful. The  deep,  wide  flood  of  Bitterness,  and 
Hope  becoming  hopeless,  lies  acrid,  corrosive 
in  every  bosom ;  and  flows  fiercely  enough 
through  any  orifice  Accident  may  open :  through 
Law  Reform.  Legislative  Reform,  Poor  Laws, 
want  of  Poor  Laws,  Tithes,  Game  Laws,  or,  as 
we  see  here.  Corn  Laws.  Whereby  indeed  only 
this  becomes  clear,  that  a  deep,  wide  flood  of 
evil  does  exist  and  corrode ;  from  which,  in 
all  ways,  blindly  and  seeingly,  men  seek  de- 
liverance, and  cannot  rest  till  they  find  it ;  least 
of  all  till  they  know  what  part  and  proportion 
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of  it  U  to  6c  found.  Bat  with  as  foolish  sons  [  black  colours  of  Life,  even  as  here  paioid,a« 
of  Adam  this  is  ever  the  way;  some  evil  that ;  brooded  over,  do  not  hide  from  him  thattGii« 
lies  nearest  us,  be  it  a  chronic  sickness,  or  but '  in  (he  Author  and  susiainer  thereof;  thai  God^ 
a  smoky  chimney,  is  ever  the  acme  and  sum-  ■  world,  if  made  a  House  of  Im  prison  mm  n^  3 
total  of  all  evil:  the  black  hydra  that  shuts  us  also  be  a  House  of  Prayer;  wherein  fi>rit^ 
out  from  a  Promised  Land :  and  so,  in  poor  Mr.  |  weary  and  heavy-laden,  Pity  and  Hope  ireic 
Shandy*  s  fashion,  must  we  **  shift  from  trouble  '  altogether  cut  away. 

to  trouble,  and  from  side  to  side ;  button  up  one  i  It  is  chiefly  in  virtue  of  this  inward  tnjwi 
cause  of  vexation,  and  unbutton  another.  of  heurt,  with  \ho.  clear  disposition  aod  ^jl 


justmont  which  for  all  else  results  tberrfrtjn^ 
that  our  Radical  attains  to  be  Poetical ;ihit  tie 


Thus  for  our  keen-hearted  sin^^or,  and  suf- 
ferer, has  **  the  Bread-tax,*'  in  itself  ii  consider- 
able but  no  immeasuruhle  smoke-pillur,  swoln  har>h  j^roanincs,  contention!!;,  upbrai(!iD«% (^ 
out  to  be  a  world  embracin*;  Darkness,  that !  one  who  unhappily  has  fell  conistniDetl  b 
darkens  and  sutTocates  the  whole  Earth,  and  has  I  adopt  such  mod<!  of  utterance,  become nirohtf 
blotted  out  the  heavenly  stars.  Into  the  merit  •  into  som«'thin^  of  music.  If  a  land  of  hn^ 
of  the  Corn  Laws,  which  has  often  been  dis-  •  age.  this   is  still  his   Father's  land,  ud 


cu*»sed,  in  tit  season,  by  competeni  hands,  we 
do  noi  enter  here;  least  of  all  in  the  way  of 
argument,  in  the  way  of  blame,  towards  one 
who,  if  he  read  such  merit  with  some  emphasis 
**on  the  scantier  trenchers  of  his  children," 
may  well  be  pardoned.  That  the  **  Bread-tax," 
with  various  other  taxes,  may  ere  long  be 
altered  and  abrogated,  and  the  Corn  Trade  be- 
come as  free  as  the  poorest  "  bread-taxed 
drudge**  couhl  wi>h  ♦•  it,  or  the  richest  satrap 
bread-tax-fed"  could  fear  it,  seems  no  extrava- 
gant hypothesis:  would  that  the  mad  Time 
could,  by  such  simple  hellebore-dose,  be 
healed!  Alas,  for  the  diseases  of  a  "world 
lying  in  wickedness,"  in  heart-sickness  and 
atrophy,  quite  another  alcahest  is  needed ; — a 
long,  painful  course  of  medicine  and  regimen, 
surgery  and  physic,  not  yet  specified  or  in- 
dicated ilk  the  Royal-College  Books ! 

But  if  there  is  little  novelty  in  our  friend's 
Political  Philosophy,  there  is  some  in  his  poli- 
tical Feeling  and  Poetry.  The  peculiarity  of 
this  Radical  is,  that  with  all  his  stormful  de- 
structiveness,  he  combines  a  decided  loyalty 
and  faith.  If  he  despise  and  trample  under 
fool  on  the  one  hand,  he  exalts  and  reverences 


bondage  endures  not  for  ever.     Aswonhijpe 
and  believer,  the  captive  can  look  with  mob 
eye:  the  a^-pect  of  the  Infinite  roiretsen 
fills  him  with  an  infinite  feeling;  hischw 
were  it  but  for  moments,  fall  away;  he  son 
free  alofk,  and  the  sunny  regions  of  Poofwi 
Freedom  gleam  golden  afar  on  the  tiad 
horizon.    Gleamings  we  say,  propSeticdn^ 
ings,  from  those  far  regions,  .spring  up forka; 
nay,  beams  of  actual  radiance.    Id  his  nffi^  I 
ness,  and  dim  contractedness,  (rather  of pbe*  f 
than  of  organ,)  he  is  not  without  loaches  if  i  L 
feeling  and  vision,  which,  even  in  the  stricM    - 
sense,  is  to  be  named  poetical. 

One  deeply  poetical  idea,  above  iH  oAft 
seems  to  have  taken  hold  of  him :  the  idatf 
TiMi.    As  was  natural  to  a  poetic  wbIwJ 
few  objects  of  Art  in   its  enviroanep:.  m 
driven  inward,  rather  than  invited  ou-'Ui*' 
occupation.    This  deep  mystery  ui"  e«r** 
ing  Time;  "bringing  forth."  and  as  tbeli* 
cients  wisely  fabled,  "devouring"  what  iite 
brought  forth;   rushing    on,  in  us,  yC.  ibw 
us,  all   uncontrollable   by   us;  and  on^^  ^ 
dimly  vi'^ible  athwart  it,  the  boHnmless  Bw- 
nal ; — this  is,  indeed,  what  wc  may  call* 
Primary  idea  of  Poetry:    the  first  ihaniw* 


=; 


on  the  other:  the  **  landed  pauper  in  his  coach 

and-tbur"  rolls  all  the  more  glaringly.contrasK'd  duces  itself  into  the  poetic  mind.  S^^' 
with  the  **  Rockinghams  and  Savilles"  of  the 
past,  with  the  *'Laiisdowns  and  Fitzwiilianis," 
many  a  **  Wentworth's  lord,"  still  •*  a  blessing:" 
to  the  presenu  This  man,  indeed,  has  in  him 
the  root  of  all  reverence, — a  principle  of  Re- 
ligion. He  oelieves  in  a  Godhead,  not  with 
the  lips  onljr,  but  apparently  with  the  heart; 
who,  as  has  been  written,  an<l  often  felt,  "  re- 
veals Him^clf  in  Parents,  in  all  true  Teachers, 
and  Rulers" — as  in  false  Teachers  and  Rulers 
quite  Another  may  be  revealed!  Our  Rhymer, 
it  would  .<eem,  is  no  Methodist:  far  enough 
from  it.  He  makes  **  the  Ranter,"  in  his  hot- 
headed u  ay,  exclaim  over 


"  Thi  hundred  Popea  of  England's  Jesuitry ;" 

and  adds,  by  way  of  note,  in  his  own  person, 
some  still  stronger  sayings  :  How  "  this  bane- 
ful corporation,"  "  dismal  as  its  Reign  of  Terror 
is,  and  long  armed  its  Holy  Inquisition,  must 
conde  {cend  to  learn  and  teach  what  is  useful. 


**Tlie  bee  Rhall  scok  In  tvXtW  an  hw  tiand. 
Hut  from  the  vaciint  lirncli  tnitr  to  lti«»iii<>or. 
Mociriiinc  Uii:  i:<»t  of  Hiik'ljnil's hiehn'MilM  P<^i 
And  hid  thi>  inount.iinii  Wfv',>  f  n  E'ukIi  Wny 
And  for  theiiitii*lvt;<(,— ailwii  nf  ttiinc*  itnt  W 
I'naltcr'd  nioKt :  fnrttip)  hhali  pa>«  awsy 
Likc  Cnocti.  ttiouf  li  tli<:ir  ircin  riNit:*  8e<'m  (t^ 
Round  to  th^etfrnal  future  ax  the  pant : 
The'  Patriarch  died,  and  ih^>  »hali  he  n«>  morel 
Yci,and  the  ffailiejui  worhl^,  whii.h  navicate 
The  unntit>rable  Deep  that  hath  no  iih>irc. 
Will  loft'  their  starry  iplt'ndour  noon  or  late. 
Like  titpcrx,  quenrh'd  hy  him  whuf>e  will  in  fate! 
Ye»,  and  the  Angel  of  Eternity 
Who  nunitMira  worlds  and  write*  their  nsuii-tinii^ 
One  day,  O  Plarth,  will  look  in  vain  for  lliee, 
And  titart  and  Hop  in  hia  unerring  llictit. 
And  with  hin  winffit  of  sorrow  and  affrifht, 
Vt'il  his  ini{Ki;(«ion'd  hruwand  hcaTeni>  tiin:" 


And  not  the  fir^t  idea  only,  but  the  ptt^ 
properly  the  parent  of  all  others.  For  if  • 
can  rise  in  the  remotest  ages,  in  the  n^ 
states    of   culture,    wherever    an    "lO'^p^ff 


or  go  where  all  nuisances  go."     As  little  per 

haps  is  he  a  Churchman;  the  **  Cadi-Dervish"  ■  thinker"  happens  to  exist,  it  c«»nrif^.»s  ■■•" 
being  nowise  to  his  mind.     Scarcely,  however, '  still  with    all  j^reat  things;  wiih   ihr  h  :^-f 
if  at  all,  does  he  show  aversion  to  the  Churrh  '  results    of  new    Philosiphy.  as   !••   pr  ■:';" 
as  (Jhurch  ;  or,  among  his  many  griefs,  touch    Theolcgy:  and  lor  ihe  Pii**!.  in  jir-ri. :■!.»'■ 
U]/oa  Tithes  as  one.    But,  in  any  case,  the :  as  the  life-eleint.'nt  wherein  L\n.t  h.^  c\.i^\ 
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Bnrr  ihat,  believe  ihat.  O  Reader;  [hen 
vkether  the  Jrab\a«  Tnln  9pf  m  vondcrful  1 
toanded  wilfa  a  sicep,  (mi'  SMi'/amgebcn)  !" 
Jean  Paul:  "ihese  ihivp  words  crcalrd 
k  volumes  ID  me." 

B  tani  now  on  oar  worihf  Rhymer,  who 
iWonght  us  io  mDCh,  and  stingily  iosisi 
lil  errors  and  shancomings,  vere  au  honest 
Mnrr.  We  had  the  whole  poetical  ency- 
■dia  lo  draw  upon,  and  say  cmnmodiausly. 
I  and  such  an  item  is  nM  here  )  of  which 
blopKdJa  the  highest  genius  can  fill  but  a 
On.  With  mnch  merit,  far  from  commoB 
Ift  time,  he  is  noi  withoui  somelhing  of  the 

■  «f  his  time.  We  praised  him  for  origin  al- 
|r«i  ia  there  ■  certain  remainder  of  imiia- 
§ti  bim;  a  tang  of  the  Circulaiing  Libra- 
Ba  in  Saneho^s  wine,  with  its  key  and 
p.  liiere  wit  a  lang  of  iron  and  leather. 
•  reminded  of  Crabbs,  wiih  his  irnliifnl 
-ilf  of  style,  in  &uch  a  place, 
■*  ;  bat  what  if  there  were  a  stighl  brai 
«>f  the  fair  lunel'ul  Kemans !    Still  m 

hare  we  to  do  with  Byron,  and  his  Gi 
bnas  mouihiiiKs.  whether  "passionate," 
M  passionate  and  oniy  theatrical!  Kini 
bjces'  vein  is,  alter  all,  bnt  a  worthless 
kM  vein  for  a  wise  man.  Birengib,  if  that 
ft  thing  aimed  at,  Joes  not  mauifCKi  itself 
nuns,  but  in  stout  bearing  of  burdens. 
■klltlior  says.  "  It  ia  too  had  lo  eiall  into  a 

Wiea  if  a  tailor  had  langhed  at  him." 
K  Dot  in  his  footsteps,  then,  we  .isy, 
her  as  hero  or  as  singer ;  repent  a  little. 
KMBplcover  somewhat  in  thatfuligti 
flwning,  pitch-and-sulphur  "Dream  ot 
>h  Wray,"  and  write  the  next  otherwise. 
^  mean  no  imitation  in  a  bad  palpablt 
»  I  only  that  there  i«  a  lone  of  such  oeeii' 
tj-ly  audible  ;  which  oushi  lo  be  removed 
'Which,  in  any  cafe,  we  make  nut  maeh. 
UtioD  is  a  leaning  nn  something  foreign , 
^uleieneas  of  individual  development,  de- 
■Cffte  QUerancE.  Fromihe»ame  source, 
>^Bl(i(l  of  our  Author's  faults;  in  particu- 
txs  worst,  which  after  all  is  intrinsically  a 
'<  or  manner.  He  has  little  or 
k«ul  Humour  of  character  he  cannot  well 
>»ii  It  has  dot  yet  got  to  utterance.  Thus 
^K  he  has  mean  things  lo  deal  with,  hi 
^a  not  how  to  deal  with  them ;  oHenest 
with  Ihem  more  nr  leas  meanly.  In  hi 
■^native  prose  Notes,  he  seems  embai^ 
*4;  and  bnl  ill  hides  his* embarrassment, 
^  an  air  of  predetermined  ; 
'^g  briskness,  almost  of  vnlgar  pern 
^)rt,  he  cannot  help  n ;  he  is  poor,  bard- 
'^i,  and  -  soot  is  5001,"     True,  indeed  ;  yet 

■  it  no  connection  between  Poverty  and 
nvnesjr;  which  Inlier  originates  in  Dull- 
alone.    Courtesy  is  the  doe  of  Man  lo 

S  lot  of  suit  of  clothes  to  soil  of  clothe). 
Mhp  ooald  nailer  so  monr  ibings,  aad 


make  even  Com-Lawi  rhyme,  we  reqoireof 

this  further  thing, — a  bearing  wuriby  of 

.eir,  and  of  the  order  he  belongs  lo, — Ihe 

of  all  orders,  that  of 

lood.    A  perl  snxppishness  is  ni 

brave  man  ;  and  then  Ihe  mannc 

mces  the  matter;  a  far  worse  resnlc    Let 

ipeak  wise  things,  and  speak  them  wisely; 

which  latter  may  be  done  in  many  dialects, 

grave  and  gay,  only  in  the  snappish  seldom  or 

LS  might  hare  1 
hlyinginhiratt 
Ihe  hope  of  which  development 
sad  lo  abandon.  Why,  for  eiample,  should 
nnl  his  view  of  the  world,  hit  knowledge  of 
the  world,  Inde- 
inilely  eitend  itself!  Were  he  merely  Ihe 
uneducated  Poet,"  we  should  say.  he  had 
read  largely  :  as  he  is  not  such,  we  say.  Read 
:h  more  largely.  Books  enough 
England,  and  of  quite  another 
weight  and  worth  than  that  circulating-library 
1 1  may  be  procured  too,  may  be  read,  even 
a  hard-worked  man ;  for  what  man  (either 
God's  service  or  the  Devil's,  as  himsrif 
chooses  It)  is  not  hard-worked!  Bui  here 
again,  where  there  is  a  will  there  is  a  way. 
True,  our  friend  is  no  longer  in 
still,  as  would  seem,  in  Ihe  vigour  of  his  years  i 
we  hope  loo  that  his  mind  is  not  finally  shut 
in,  but  of  the  improvable  and  enlai^eable  sort. 
If  Alfieri  (also  kept  busy  enongh,  with  hor^e- 
breaking  and  whai  not]  learned  Greek  after  he 
was  filly,  why  is  the  Corn-Law  Rhymer  loo 
old  lo  learn  T 

ihe  future  what  there  may, 
Rhymer  has  already  done  wbal  was  much 
e  difficult,  and  belter  than  reading  printed 
booki; — looked  inio  the  great  propheiic-inanu- 
scripl  Boole  of  Biisience,  and  read  little  pas- 
sages there.  Here,  for  eiaraple.  is  a  sentence 
tolerably  spelled : 
-  WhM*  loUi  Un  Htll  ti  indanl  womli  rahntaS, 


CABLTLFTS  MIflCELLAN10D8  WRmNQS. 


Rlrh  bawh*«llilbiitwi><l: 
Ah  h'lw  RiHfiillWehtlj  be  b 
Rli  ntlflilKmi'i  bnu,  itm , 
Aat  bow  Ml  MFiiiilt «  mil  111 
,   ■JtBrlMirlllillwMiKw: 

HiiBitrjr  M  bprguiliBiaiifailii 


II  ia  nislie,  nide  eiisl^nce ;  barren 
wilh   ihe  smoke  of  Forgfs   nsing  ov 
■WMU  eipBn-ie,    Alas,  di\  Arcadia  j   but   ihe 
■ciaal   dw*lling-place   of   aeiual    loil-grimed 
•onisofTnbal-cain:  yet  are  ihere  blossoms  nnH 

the  wild  natural  fragrance  of  gorseand  bro , 

yet  has  the  Crallsman  paosci  in  his  toil;  the 
CraAsmui  loo  has  an  inheritance  in  Earih; 
■nd  e^en  in  Heaven. 
"  Ufbi  ■    All  1>  nrit  coRupt.  fnt  ihM 


Kehwifdt  and  cbiBtil«H.    TbiMiili  fnll 
no  louk'il  un  Un ;  •rnns,i<iblliiH:,«K 


tic-Tragical.    It  is  said,  "th*  gBt4  tt-mWI' 
makes  ai  forgvl  the  bad  thfalrc.  vrrtiiW* 
barn;  while,  again,   nothing   rmitn  n  if- 
parent  Ihe  badness  of  Ihe  bad  aclor  at  a  ikiu 
ofpeciiliar  cteelleoce."    How  mnch  izHMfUt 
Ibeaire  and  drama  Fiir.h  a^  iheHr  of  LtU  uiHt! 
One  other  item,  however,  vr  inu«l  owe  i*  AM 
ilNecornled  SheRifld  ibtalrp:  the  back-tctW 
and  boitam-decoration  of  it  all ;  wbidi  ■ 
other  than  a  Workhouse.      Atas.  tilt  M 
hou.ie  i^  Ihe  bourne  whither  nil   Oirxt  « 
and  workers  are  bound ;    wheocr  nooe 
has  once  passed  ii  reiaros !     A  twrfeW 
like  ihe  rustle  of  approaching  w< 
lomadoes.  quivers  through  ihei 
ence;  and  ihe  voice  of  it  is.  Pan] 
thnnksgivinj!  iheji  offer  ap  lo  I 
ihey  are  not  yet  Paupers;  the 
their  prayer  is.  ihat  -  God  wootd 
from  Ihe  biltetness  of  Parish  Pav." 

Mournful  enough,   that   a  white  EoTOfta 

Man  must  praj  wislfullj  for  wfaal  the  homk 

drives  is  sure  of, — That  ih«  sirainof  htiwM> 

faculties  maf  not  fail   Id  earn  htm  food  nl 

lodging.   Hoamful  thai  a  gallant  manlrllA 

with  an  ejre  to  discern  the  world,  ft  bwtlt 

and  cunning  and  willbf* 

lalioar  in  it,  musl  be  hannled  with  such  ■  Mk 

The  gnm  end   of  ii   all.   Beegarr!    And 

loathing,  what  trae  souls  ever  loathe.  Dtftri 

Be.  help  from  the   unworthv   to  help;  }■ 

rked   into  the  world- vhirlpnol. — *Ue  ttk 

other:  the  highest  in  man's  heart  ttnfgbf 

inly  against  the  lowest  in  man's  dmttnr)  ■ 

good  iralh,  if  many  a  sickly  and  sulky  ^llt 

BrronIei.glo"tDingDver  the  woo  tftat 

ence,  and  how  oDvortby  God's  UaireneiiV 

have  so  diMingnished  a  resident.  conM  MA 

port  himself  inio  the  patched  <-oal  and  Mi^ 

apron  of  a  Sheffield  Blacksmith,  made  ^ika 

strange  faculties  and  feelings  as  be.  laaii  It 

God  Almighty  all  one  as  be  was, — U  tn/m 

throw  a  liebt  on  moch  for  hira. 

Meanwhile,  is   il  not  frightful   as  *«0  ■> 

onrafal  to  consider  how  the  wide-spmrfcri 

is  spreading  wtder  a^d  wider  1     Ment  frt^mk 

who  have  had  eyes  to  loolc  wriih,  wajt  !•<• 

rerilied.  in  their  own  ejrde,  the  man  ■<Mrf 

this  SbefieM   Bye-witaess,  and    '•frvn  Ml 

owB  knowledge  asd  obscnraliaa  feattes:^  A- 

clan  dMt  the  linSe  Baswr^nanabenmT/te 

ntiDg  man  gnenllr.  « is   ia  ■  aiA 

cvaditioa  iku  br  was  ia  ftMftw 

Ft*T*  afih"    t^h>nn>r-  *'*'  tmtt  ■*  Vw  fWa; 

MM  aad  scieariCc  BFcessity  ciT  it  to  H 

la  this  stale  of  ihiBgn.  irrrrj  iww  Ma 

r  miifxiaBc:  every  nrw  imrtet  B  art 

e>wf*ex>ryi   *e  cha|*T  of   etua«v-  |«« 

orr  men  iaoafcalahle  ;  tif  baojuji  gaiMi** 

hfc)  we  eT»r  imti^tm^ 

'*»«-oi  ri.lli  ••:« 

I  *MH  tke  wnk  «h1  b.l- ,uJ^ 

w  ID  kip  hi*.  Wkik<aaad  it  t  M« 

mamflnm  b(«ru.in«awd  %m  pMan  h 

aaEixl  banie^  have  already   *aak;  h 

r  «iaki^  Warv  ■  TeaeeidT.  Ina  Ci^H* 

ttat  af  *r  Bern   of   An^^s,     «tad« 

-kawtr  h«i«.-  M  a  «^ 

*e  dan.  Md  a  vMr  ^^ 

M*  *»*  Hi  *•  *M  Ina*  imt  ft , 
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roken  in  England  ;  and  this  same  **  brave 
eaKantry"  has  become  a  kennel  of  wild-howi- 
\g  ravenous  Paapers  ?  God  be  thanked ! 
here  is  some  feeble  shadow  of  hopes  that  the 
lange  ma}*  have  begun  while  it  was  yet  time. 
on  may  lift  the  pressure  from  the  free  man's 
loalders,  and  bid  him  go  forth  rejoicing ;  but 
[\  the  slave's  burden,  he  will  only  wallow  the 
ore  composedly  in  his  sloth:  a  nation  of 
^graded  men  cannot  be  raised  up,  except  by 
hat  we  rightly  name  a  miracle. 
Under  which  point  of  view  also,  these  little 
DJames,  indicating  such  a  character  in  such 
place,  are  not  without  significance.  One 
int  symptom  perhaps  that  clearness  will 
torn,  that  there  is  a  possibility  of  its  return, 
is  as  if  from  that  Gehenna  of  Manufacturing 
idicalism,  from  amid  its  loud  roaring  and 
krsing,  whereby  nothing  became  feasible, 
ithing  knowable,  except  this  only,  that  misery 
nd  malady  existed  there,  we  heard  now  some 
ABfal  tone  of  reason  and  determination, 
lierein  alone  can  there  be  profit,  or  promise 
deliverance.  In  this  Corn-Law  Rhymer  we 
em  to  trace  something  of  the  antique  spirit ; 
spirit  which  had  long  become  invisible 
Bong  oar  working  as  amonsr  other  classes ; 
bich  here,  perhaps  almost  for  the  first  time, 
▼eals  itself  in  an  altogether  modern  political 
latare.  *'The  Pariahs  of  the  Isle  of  Woe,*' 
I  he  passionately  names  them,  are  no  longer 
Uriahs  if  they  have  become  Men.  Here  is 
le  man  of  their  tribe ;  in  several  respects  a 
Be  man ;  who  has  abjured  Hypocrisy  and 
tnrility,  yet  not  therewith  trodden  Religion 
id  Loyalty  under  foot ;  not  without  justness 
r  insight,  devoutness,  peaceable  heroism  of 
Bsolve;  who,  in  all  circumstances,  even  in 
lese  strange  ones,  will  be  found  quitting  him- 
elf  hke  a  man.  One  such  that  has  found  a 
*oiee :  who  knows  how  many  mute  but  not 
Metive  brethren  he  may  have  in  his  own  and 
I  all  other  ranks  ?  Seven  thousand  that  have 
ot  bowed  the  knee  to  Baal !  These  are  the 
itn,  wheresoever  found,  Who  are  to  stand 
vth  in  England*s  evil  day,  on  whom  the  hope 
England  rests.  For  it  has  been  often  said, 
id  must  often  be  said  again,  that  all  Reform 
cept  a  moral  one  will  prove  unavailing, 
'litical  Reform,  pressingly  enough  wanted, 
i>  indeed  root  out  the  weeds  (gross  deep-fixed 
-y  dock-weeds,  poisonous  obscene  hemlocks, 
^fiectoat  5purr>'  in  abundance ;)  but  it  leaves 
•  ground  empty, — ready  either  for  noble 
'its,  or  for  new  worse  tares !  And  how  else 
^  Moral  Reform  to  be  looked  for  but  in  this 
^y,  that  more  and  more  Good  Men  are,  by  a 
'^Qtiful  Providence,  sent  hither  to  dissemi- 
^te  Goodness ;  literally  to  tow  it,  as  in  seeds 
'^ken  abroad  by  the  living  treel  For  such, 
'  ill  ages  and  places,  is  the  nature  of  a  Good 
J*n ;  he  is  ever  a  mystic  creative  centre  of 
■Oodness;  his  influence,  if  we  consider  it,  is 
kot  to  be  measured  ;  for  his  works  do  not  die, 
Mit  being  of  Eternity,  are  eternal ;  and  in  new 
JiDsformation,  and  ever  wider  diffusion,  en- 
lare,  living  and  life-giving.  Thou  who  ex- 
iteimest  over  the  horrors  and  baseness  of  the 
^ime.  and  how  Diogenes  would  now  need  ttro 
tnteros  in  daylight,  think  of  this;  over  the 
ime  thoa  hast  no  power :  to  redeem  a  World 


sunk  in  dishonesty  has  not  been  given  thee; 
solely  over  one  man  therein  thou  hast  a  quite 
absolute  uncontrollable  power;  him  redeem, 
him  make  honest ;  it  will  be  something,  it  will 
be  much,  and  thy  life  and  labour  not  in  vain. 

We  have  given  no  epitomized  abstract  of 
these  little  Books,  such  as  is  the  Reviewer's 
wont :  we  would  gladly  persuade  many  a 
reader,  high  and  low,  who  takes  interest  not  in 
rhyme  only,  but  in  reason,  and  the  condition 
of  his  fellow-man,  to  purchase  and  peruse  them 
for  himself.  It  is  proof  of  an  innate  love  of 
worth,  and  how  willingly  the  Public,  did  not 
thou  sand- voiced  Pu  fiery  so  confuse  it,  would 
have  to  do  with  substances,  and  not  with  de- 
ceptive shadows,  that  these  Volumes  carry 
'*  Third  Edition"  marked  on  them,— on  all  of 
them  but  the  newest,  whose  fate  with  the  read- 
ing world  we  yet  know  not ;  which,  however, 
seems  to  deserve  not  worse  but  better  than 
either  of  its  forerunners. 

Nay,  it  appears  to  us  as  if  in  this  humble 
chant  of  the  Vxttaf^  Patriarch  might  be  traced 
rudiments  of  a  truly  great  idea ;  great  though 
all  undeveloped.  The  Rhapsody  of  ''Enoch 
Wray"  is,  in  its  nature,  and  unconscious  ten- 
dency. Epic ;  a  whole  world  lies  shadowed  in 
it.  What  we  might  call  an  inarticulate,  half- 
audible  Epic !  The  main  figure  is  a  blind  aged 
man ;  himself  a  ruin,  and  encircled  with  the 
ruin  of  a  whole  Era.  Sad  and  great  does  that 
image  of  a  universal  Dissolution  hover  visible 
as  a  poetic  background.  Good  old  Enoch  1 
He  could  do  so  much,  was  so  wise,  so  valiant 
No  Ilion  had  he  destroyed;  yet  somewhat  he 
had  built  up :  where  the  Mill  stands  noisy  by 
its  cataract  making  corn  into  bread  for  men^ 
it  was  Enoch  that  reared  it,  and  made  the  rude 
rocks  send  it  water ;  where  the  mountain 
Torrent  now  boils  in  vain,  and  is  mere  passing 
music  to  the  traveller,  it  was  Enoch's  cunning 
that  spanned  it  with  that  strong  Arch,  grim, 
time-defying.  Where  Enoch's  hand  or  mind 
has  been,  Disorder  has  become  Order ;  Chaos 
has  receded  some  little  handbreadth  ;  must 
give  up  some  new  handbreath  of  his  realm. 
Enoch  too  has  seen  his  followers  fall  round 
him,  (by  stress  of  hardship,  and  the  arrows  of 
the  gods,)  has  performed  funeral  games  for 
them,  and  raised  sandstone  memorials,  and 
carved  his  Abiit  ad  Plures  thereon,  with  his  own 
hand.  The  living  chronicle  and  epitome  of  a 
whole  century;  when  he  departs, a  whole  cen- 
tury will  become  dead,  historical. 

Rudiments  of  an  Epic,  we  say ;  and  of  the 
true  Epic  of  our  Time^ — were  the  genius  but 
arrived  that  could  sing  it!  Not** Arms  and 
the  Man;"  "Tools  and  the  Man,"  that  were 
now  our  Epic.  What  indeed  are  Tools,  from 
the  Hammer  and  Plummet  of  Enoch  Wray  to 
this  Pen  we  now  write  with,  but  Arms,  where- 
with to  do  battle  against  Unrkasoit  without  or 
within,  and  smite  in  pieces  not  miserable  fel- 
low-men,  but  the  Arch  Enemy  that  makes  us 
all  miserable;  henceforth  the  only  legitimate 
battle! 

Which  Epic,  as  we  granted,  is  here  alto- 
gether imperfectly  sung;  scarcely  a  few  notes 
thereof  brought  freely  out :  nevertheless  with 
indication,  with  prediction  that  it  will  be  song 
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u  the  purpoit  and  meril  ot  the  ^^!lagt 
.1  ilru^gles  towards  a  noble  ailcr- 
L  however  il  can  nowise  litid.  Uld 
Enneti  rs  from  Ihe  Ar.tl  speechless,  beard  v( 
ralher  ihan  heard  or  stta;  U  b«iU  mute,  mo- 
lionless  like  a  slone-pillar  or  his  uwn  earring. 
Indeed,  lo  fiad  Gl  ulleraace  fur  sucli  meaiiiDg 
■I  lies  struggling  here  is  a  pniblFin,  to  which 
the  highest  poelic  miads  may  ioni;  be  CDDleni 
lo  accumplinh  only  approiimalG  svlutiDns. 
Meanwhile,  our  honest  Hhyiner,  with  no  guide 
bnt  the  mslinct  of  a  clear  natural  taleul,  has 
ereated  and  adju^led  somevbat,  not  without 
TiUlit;  or  union :  has  avoided  tomewhat,  the 
nad  to  which  lay  open  eDoitgh.  His  fillagt 
Patnneli,  for  example,  though  of  an  elegiac 
slmin.  is  noi  wholly  lachrj'mose,  not  without 
touches  of  nigged  gayely; — is  like  LiTe  itself, 
with  tears  and  toil,  with  laughter  and  mde 
play,  such  as  metallurgic  Vork&bire  sees  it : — 
m  which  sense,  that  wondrous  Courtship  of 
the  sharp-lempered,  oA-widowed  Ahce  Green 
may  pass,  queti  ion  able,  yet  with  a  cerlBin  air 
of  soot-stained  genuineness.  And  so  has,  not 
a.  Picture,  indeed,  yet  a  sort  of  genial  Study 
or  Cartoon  come  together  for  biui:  and  may 
endure  ibere,  aller  some  Sary  oil-dauhings, 
which  we  hare  seen  framed  with  gitdiug,  and 
hung  up  in  proud  galleries,  have  become  rags 
■nd  rabbtsh. 

To  one  class  of  readers  especially,  such 
Books  as  these  ought  to  be  interesting ; — to  the 
higheiil,  that  is  to  say,  the  richest  class.  Among 
onr  Aristocracy,  there  are  men,  we  trast  there 
■re  many  men,  wbo  fee!  that  Ibey  also  are 
workmen,  bora  lo  loil,  ever  m  their  great 
Taskmaster's  eye,  faithfully  with  heart  and 
bead  for  those  that  wiih  heart  and  hand  do, 
under  the  same  great  Taskmaster,  toil  for 
them ; — who  hare  even  Ihis  noblest  and  hard- 
est work  set  before  ihem — To  deliver  out  of 
thai  Egyptian  bondage  lo  Wretchedness,  and 
Ignorance,  and  Sin,  the  bardhanded  millions, 
of  whom  Ihis  batilbanded,  earnest  witness, 
and  writer,  is  here  representative.  To  such 
men  his  wniing  will  be  as  a  Document,  which 
they  will  lovingly  interpret;  what  is  dark 
mnd  exasperated  and  acrid,  in  their  bum- 
ble Brother,  they  for  themselves  will  en- 
lighten and  sweeien  i  taking  thankfully  what 
ia  the  real  purport  of  his  message,  and  lay- 
ing it  earnestly  to  heart.  Might  an  instruc- 
tive relation  and  interchange  beiween  High 
and  Low,  at  length  ground  iiself,  and  mot 
and  more  perfect  itself,  to  the  unspeaki 
ble  profit  of  all  parties;  for  if  all  parties 
»re  lo  love  and  help  otie  another,  the  first 
aiep  Inwards  ibis  is,  that  all  thoronghly 
dersiand  one  another.  To  such  nch  i 
an  authentic  message  from  the  heart*  of  poor 
men.  from  ibe  heart  of  one  poor  man,  will  be 
welcome- 
To  another  class  of  our  Ansiooracy,  again, 
who  unhappily  feel  rather  that  they  are  net 
workmen;  and  profess  net  so  much  lo  bear 
aiiy  harden,  as  to  be  themselves,  w 
attainable  iiiadimn,  and  if  possibl< 
«CB,  borne. — such  a  phenomenon  as  ihi:  ai  the 
BbeSield  Corn-Law  Rhymer,  with  a 
ter  Delrosier,  and  much  eUe,  pointing  Ihe 
aame  way,  will  be  <\uite  unwelcome ;  indeed,  ' 


the  clearer-sighted,  Mvonl  Atne 

It  indicates  that  they  find   theraxlTCvCt  J^ 

lu  was  aoni  to  say.  "  id  a.  new  putiiiV 
— a    posiljun    wnndcrfal    eii 
singulafily  1  lo  which,  in  i:< 
Misiorr,  there  is  perbap> 

ure  paralleU     The  c.-. 

■ded  in  the  Boot  of  ^■ 
Balaam  the  son  of  l)ei>i. 


■gnani  in   ineir    way.  Ihan   hh 
The   Midianiti;4h   Soolluayw 


lhlarfj| 
iy«r  (M 
uiu  now  »»f,  GaiM 
juunieying  fDnkflt 
pnisperpusljr  dMkl 


and  pregnant 

speaker,  u>  o<  -•.   ~ 

giver  and  Setiaior)  i 
■--.s  from  of  old  qui 


curse  the  people  of  tht  LDrtj."   ai  la  IM 
for  himself  a    eomrortable    penny  b;  i 
ibie  aod  expedient ;  a 
thing,  it  is  hoped,   midway  between  eu 
Budblessingi  which  »hall  not,  eiccpt  ia i 
of  necessity,  be  eiitier  a  curse  or  a  bloalft 
any  thing  so  much  as  a  NoLbing  ihMV 
look  like  a  Something  and   bring   wa) 
Ihe  man  is  not  dishonesli  farfrun 
isfaeboDesi;  but  above  all  thinp,biit 
beeo.'and  wilt  be.  respectable.  Did  er'~ 
^ver  dare  lo  fa.'^teo  itself  on  the  Eair 
of  Balaam  1     In  his  whole  walk  and  H 
lion,  has  he  not  shown  consislency  Ml 
er  doing  and  speaking  the  thing  thai 
ceni;  with   proper   spirit,  mamlaiiuac '■' 
Itus  ;  so  that  friend  and  opponeiil  mntl 
mpliment  him.  and  defy  the   spiteftd  ' 
say.  Herein  an  thou  a  Knave!     .W 
he  jogs   along,   in   official    comfMi, 
brave  ollicial  retinue,  hi^  heart  filled triih (tit 
ith  schemes  for  the  i   — ' 
ind  ibe  Cause  of  cinl 
ligions  Liberty  all  over  the   world; — l._ 

lasm,  and  life-clulching^  lee-oM' 
pang,  most  have  shot  through  Ihe  braisli' 
pericardium  of  Balaam,  when  his  Asl  * 
only  on  the  sudden  stood  stock-siill.  d(^ 
pur  and  cudgel,  but — bipm  la  inik,  and  *■ 
a  a  reasonable  manner !  Did 
elongating,  collapse,  and  tremur  occayiV 
joints'  For  ibe  lb  in  crust  of  Respect^ 
has  cracked  asunder;  and  a  botiorales*  f* 
lernatnral  Inane  yawns  tinder  bim 
Farewell,  a  long  farewell  lo  all  my  ^ ._ 
the  spirit-stirring  Vole,  ear-piercuig  H«v;^ 
big  Speech  that  makes  ambiiton  TirttKt  ■ 
Palm -greasing  first  of  raptnres,  anil 
that  emulate  sphere-music :  Balaam's  i 
lion's  gone!— 

As  for  our  stout  Corn-Law  Rhymar.  ^ 
can  we  say  by  way  of  valediction  b«t  tttr" 
Well  done;  come  again,  doing  beiterl  tf 
vices  enough  there  were ;  but  all  lie  iatti** 
under  one,— To  keep  his  eyes  open,  aal  t* 
honestly  whatsoever  his  hand  shidl  Dad  B* 
We  have  praised  him  for  siaeerityi  kl  " 
become  more  and  more  sincere;  eaSiaf 
all  remnants  of  Hearsay,  Imitation,  ephaMB' 
Speculation  i  resoluiely  Vbanng  bit  BUa*'' 
Cam."     We  advised  a  wider  oourae  bT  I» 

ing:  would  he  forgive  .  .^ 

the  question,  Whether  Rhyme  ii  the  unlf '■*' 
lect  ho  can  write  in ;  whether  Rhymi  "" 
■11,  the  naiaral       "-     -    •    - 


Hi! 


!,  which  difiere  inconceivably  from 
'.  wliBl  niajr  not  be  writlen.  what  may 
!  read ;  frem  a  Waverley  Novel,  lo  an 
uran.  loan  English  Bible!  Rhyme 
I  adiaiilages ;  which,  however,  are 
vhaied  1(10  dear.  If  the  inward 
am  speak  iLsetr  unci  not  sin^  iKeif,  lei 
reially  in  these  qoiie  nnmusicil  days, 
'  -mer.  In  any  case,  if  Ihe  inward 
'>  niA  sing  iiseir.  thai  sinfting  of  the 
111  Q5e  n  a  timber-toned,  false  mailer 
uell  dispense  with.  Will  our  Rhy- 
tier  himself,  ihen ;  and  decide  for 
tually  best.  Rhyme,  up  to  thia  hour, 
ins  altogether  obedient  to  him ;  and 
t  Rhyme, — who  would  ride  on  ii 
ace  learned  walking ! 
s  amiss  that  some  friends  have  ad- 
■Bill   not 


adtnonilion.  Lei  hi 
alters,  lake  solemn  counsel  with  his 
awn  Wi.crjtes'-Demon;  such  asdwells  in  every 
Bonat  ■■  such  as  he  is  a  happy  mortal  who  can 
■  ^HT  ihfl  voice  of,  follow  the  behesls.of,  like  an 
HBSlterable  Iftw.  At  the  same  lime,  we  could 
'4nlj  wish  in  see  such  a  mind  as  his  entragert 
'  tWlMr  in  considering  what,  in  his  own  sphere. 


(,  than  what, 


1  his< 


Mriwrcs.  ought  lo  be  duimi/td ,  rather  in  pro- 
4(BeiOB  or  preserving  Ihe  True,  than  in  mangling 
and  slashing  Bsnnder  the  False.  Let  htm  be 
St  we :  Ihe  False  is  already  dead,  or  lives 
oalr  with  a  mock  life.  The  dealh-sentence  of 
lb«  False  was  of  old,  from  the  first  beginning 


staves  and  headnmen  wanting  to  eiecute  the 
same:  for  which  needful  service  men  inferior 
lo  him  may  suffice.  Why  should  ihe  hean  of 
ihe  C«rn-1.BW  Rhymer  be  irouhled  I  Spilfl  of 
"  Bread-tai,"  he  nnd  his  brave  children,  wbo 
will  emulate  iheir  sire,  have  yet  bread:  Ihe 
Workhouse,  as  we  rejoice  to  fancy,  has  receded 
into  (be  safe  di^^tance;  and  is  now  qitile  ahnt 
onl  from  his  poetic  pleasure-ground.  Wbj 
should  he  afflict  himself  with  devices  of  "B> 
rou»hmongenng  gowls,"  or  the  rage  of  the 
Heathen  imaginings  vain  thing!  This  matter, 
which  he  calls  Curn-Law,  will  not  have  com- 
pleted itself,  adjusted  itsHf  into  clearness,  for 
ihe  space  of  a  century  or  two :  nay,  ofler 
twenlv  centuries,  what  will  there,  or  can  there 
be  for  the  SOD  of  Adam,  but  Work,  Work,  two 
hands  quite  /wHof  Workl  M«an  while,  is  not 
ihe  Corn-Law  Rhymer  already  a  king,  though 
a  belligerent  one ;  king  of  his  own  mind  and 
faculty,  and  what  man  in  the  lon^  run  is  king 
of  more !  Not  one  in  Ihe  thousand,  even 
among  sceplrred  kings,  of  so  much.  Be  dili- 
gent in  business,  then;  fervent  in  spirit.  Above 
all  things,  lay  aside  anger,  unchariiableness, 
hatred,  noisy  lumultt  avoid  them,  as  worse 
than  Pe.ililence,  worse  than  "  Bread-ta»"  itself: 


NOVELLE. 


^^fciK  tpacious  courts  of  the  Prince's  Caslle  I  inely  participated  in  ihe  tastes  and  endeavour* 
Bwc  still  veiled  in  thick  mists  of  aq  aoiumnal  I  of  the  other.  The  Prince's  father  had  already, 
;.-,  ihrough  whioh  veil,  meanwhile,  as   in  his  lime,  discerned  and  improved  the  seaaoo 
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lelted  II 


mM  r 


1  the  whole  Hunter-company 
tMiraebBck  and  on  fool,  all  busily  asiir._ 
kSAty  occupations  of  the 


Mishable/ihere  was  lengthening,  shortening 
«f  aiirrup-lealhers -,  there  was  handling  of  rifles 
aiwt  shot-pouches,  there  wai  pnlting  of  game- 
bogs  (D  righisi  while  ihe  hounds,  impatient  in 
ibrir  leashes,  threatened  to  dra«  their  keepers 
vff  wUh  ihem.     Here  aii<l  there,  too,  a  horse 
■bowed  spirit  more   than  enongh ;  driven  on 
br  its  fiery  nature,  or  eicited  by  rbe  tpur  of 
lu  rider,  who  even  now  in  the  half-dusk 
na«  Tepreis  a  certain  lelf-oomplacent 
mbibit  himself.    AM  waited,  ho< 
Prince,  who.  lakingTeave  of  his  yt 
VTM  now  delaying  loo  long. 


when  It  became  evident  that  all  n 
the  commonwealth  should  pass  Ibeir  days  ii 
equal  industry;  should  all,  in  equal  work in| 
!  and  producing,  each  in  his  kind,  Qrsi  earn  ani 


United  a  short  while  ago.  Uiey  already  fell ,  pressing  ci 
tbe  hap  pin  ens  of  consemaneous  dispositions;  .incessantly 
-      ■   were  of  acliTe  vivid  character;  each  will-: 


[hen  enjoy. 

How  well  (his  had  prospered  was  visible  in 

these  very  days,  when  ibe  head-market  was  a 

holding,  which  you  might  well  enough  have 

named  a  fair.    "The  Prince  yenler-even  had  led 

his  Princess  on  horseback  through  the  lumuli 

of  the  heapcd-up  wares;   and  pointett  out  to 

her  how  on  this  spot  Ihe  Mooniain  region  met 

lid  i  Ihe  Plain  country  in  proAtible  barter :  he  could 

lo  I  here,  with  the  ohjpctt  before  him,  awaken  her 

he  !  aiienlion  lo  the  variuas  industry  of  his  Land. 

ig  consort. '      If  the  Prince  at  thin  time  occupied  himtcir 

■  lusively  with  these 


particular  worked 

Finanee-minlster,  fet 

lid  the  Hunt-inuier  loo  have  his  right ;  on 
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whose  pkading,  ibe  tempUtion  could  tioi  be 
mi»wd  lo  underiake.  in  ibis  choice  auiumo 
weather,  a  Hum  thai  had  alreaity  been  posr- 
poned:  and  so  for  ihe  household  itsel£  and  for 
■he  niBnyiirangrr  visiianis,  prepare  a  peculiai 
•ad  sinf  alar  restiviiy. 

The  Pnncess  stayed  behind  with  reluctance 

but  U  was  proposed  in  push  fnr  into  ih«  Moun 

^   liins,  and  siir  up  ihe  peaceable  inbabitauis  o{ 

the  forests  there  with  an  uneipecled  invasion 

At  parting,  her  lord  tailed  not  to  propose  i 
ride  for  ber.  wnb  Friedrich,  the  Pnnce-Uncle, 
aa  escort ;  "  I  will  leave  thee,"  said  he,  - 
Honorio  loo,  as  Equerry  and  Page,  who 
inaoage  all."  In  pursuance  of  which  words, 
he,  in  descending,  gave  to  a  bandsotue  young 
tnan  the  needrul  injuuclions;  and  soon  (here- 
after disappeared  with  guests  and  train. 

The  PriDcess,  who  had  waved  her  hand- 
kerchief lo  her  husband  while  still  doiva  in 
the  court,  now  retired  lo  ihe  back  apartments, 
which  commanded  a  free  prospect  towards  the 
Mountains  1  and  so  much  Ibe  lovelier,  as  Ibe 
Castle  itself  stood  on  a  sort  of  elevBtion,  and 
Ihns,  behind  as  well  as  before,  afforded  mani- 
fold magnilicent  views.  She  fiiund  the  line 
telescope  still  m  the  posilion  where  they  had 
left  it  ^nter-«ven,  when  amusini;  themselves 
o7er  bush  and  bill  and  foresl-summit,  with  Ihe 
Jofly  ruins  of  the  primeval  Stammburg,  or 
Family  Tower ;  which  in  the  clearness  of  eve- 
ning stood  out  noteworthy,  as  at  Ibat  hour,  with 
its  great  lighl-and-shade  masses,  the  best  aspect 
of  so  venerable  a  memoriul  of  old  lime  was  to 
be  had.  This  nioraing  too,  with  the  approii- 
milJng  glasses,  might  be  beaulifully  seen  the 
■ulutnnal  lingc  of  the  trees,  many  in  kind  and 
number,  wbicb  had  struggled  up  through  the 
masonry  unbindervd  and  undisturbed  during 
long  years.  The  fair  dame,  however,  directed 
^e  lube  somewhat  lower,  lo  a  waste  stony  flat, 
over  which  the  Hunling-lraio  was  to  pass ;  she 
waited  the  moment  with  patience,  and  was  not 
disappointed ;  for  with  the  clearness  and  mag- 
nifying power  of  the  instrnmenl  her  glancing 
eyes  plainly  distinguished  the  Prince  and  the 
Read-Equerrj  :  nay,  she  forbore  not  astain  to 
wave  her  handicerehicf,  as  some  momentary 
pause  and  looking-bacb  was  fancied  perhaps, 
ralher  Ihan  observed, 

Prince-Uncle,  rriedrich  by  name,  now  with 
announcement,  entered,  attended  by  his  Pain- 
ter, who  carried  a  lai^e  portfolio  under  his 
arm.  "Dear  Cousin,"  said  the  hale  old  gen- 
tleman, "we  here  present  you  with  the  Views 
of  the  Slammburg.  taken  on  various  sides  to 
show  how  the  migbn  Pile,  warred  on  and 
warring,  has  from  old  limes  fronted  the  year 
and  its  weather;  how  here  and  there  its  wall 
bad  to  yield,  here  and  ihere  rush  down  into 
waste  ruins.  However,  we  have  now  done 
mnch  to  make  the  wild  mass  accessible;  for 
mor*  there  wants  nol  to  set  every  imvetler, 
everr  visitor,  into  astonishment,  into  admita- 

As  the  Prinee  now  eihibited  the  separate 
leaves,  he  continued;  "Here  where,  advancing 
up  the  hollow-way,  through  the  outer  ring- 
walls,  you  reaeb  Ihe  Fortress  proper,  rises 
■g4in')  OS  a  luck,  the  firmest  of  Ihe  whole 
moiuiUiB'i  on  ihis  there  ttaadt  a  lower  buHi, 


yet  when  Naltire  leare'^  ■ 

dieraA  begin.no  one  caii 

you  perceive  Bidewar'I- 

and    donjons    lenace-t' i 

Bui  I  speak  wrong,  for  lo  ilie   tit 

wood  thai  encircles  ibal  old  xnn 

hundred  and  fifty  years   Do  aje  h 

there,  and  Ihe  massiesi  kiems  havcooaUal 

sprung  up;  whercveryoa  pre 

walls,  the  smooth  maple,  the   nu^  M 

laper  pine,  with  trunk  and  roob  appw  . 

round  these  we   have   to  wirid.  and  pM.d 

foo'sleps  with  skill.     Do  but  look  br 

our  Matter  ba>  brought  the  cbanoi 
paper;  how  the  rools  and  ttemS^tl 
of  each  distinguishable,  iwist  I 
among  the  masonry,  and  -Ihe  bai 
00 me  looping  through  ihe  holes.  ! 
derness  like  no  other;  a.n  accidroMllj  ■ 
locality,  where  ancient  trace 

po«'er  of  Man,  and  the  ever- „. ..^  _ 

ing  power  of  Nature  show  ihemiejn«iiipl 


inaccessible  by  ibe  falling  in  of  A| 
gale-lower,  bad   for    immemorial  S 
trodden   by  no   foot!     ^~ 
it  by  a  side;   have   pierced   1 
blasted  vaults  asander,  and  to  pi 

sretway.  InudeilW 
clearance;  here  str«tchei  a  Ot 
smoothed  by  nature:  buiyeiMmWni 
in  ipoli  found  luckandopporloBilrArij 
themselves  there;  Ihey  have  tmjm 
cidedly  grown  up,  and  DowstreteiW 
boughs  into  Ihe  galleries  where  IbyJI 
once  walbedto  and  fro;  nay, thnwf**" 
and  windows  into  the  vaulted  ^ 
which  we  would  not  drive  lh«ml 
even  goi  Ihe  mastery,  and  way  l(''F,'^3 
ing  away  deep  strata  of  leave*,  ^ 
ihe  notablest  place  all  smoolkeo.-^^ 
which  were  perhaps  noi  io  be  ofl  wiH^ 

"After  all  this,  however,  it ii  ri 
marked,  and  on  the  spot  it»rifW"l« 
ig,  how  on  Ihe  sieps  Ihat  "■'V 
ower,  a  maple  has  »lruebf*fl 
itself  lo  a  slout  tree,  so  Ailj 
hardly  with  difficulty  press  by  it 
baltlemenis  and  gaie  over  "'        ' 
pecu    Yet  here  too,  yon  li  „ 
shade;  for  thai  tree  is  it  wbicb  bid  *| 
whole  wondronsly  lilts  iiselfintn  lb 
"Lei  ns  ihank  (he  brave  AriisUtl 
deservingly  in  varioos  pictures  tn^tfW 
whole,  even  as  if  we  saw  it:  be  bai<|(l'' 
of  the  tlay  and  of  fte  <■ 
therein,  and  for  weeks  long  kept  motiiCi 
these  scenes.    Here  in  this  cormrv  b»i 
for  him,  and  the  wanSer  v   7:iv>  Viim.^ 
isanl  dwell  is  ^  fi':-'    —      V- 
.  my  Beil.  what  -  ' 

there.    8al  now  wbeo  aj| 

to  cbaractei  isitc,  b  1 

thisea^e-  Wi.h  ihr-, 
decorale  our  fanlen-hiilt  i  a 
recreate  his  ejrs  over  oar 
onr  gtOTCS  and  shady  Talks, 


i,  A  totUm,  ID  actnal  sight  of 

'  and  of  Ihe  n^w,  nf  the  iiubborn.  inllei- 

Mndestmctlble,  snd  df  ihe  rre<ih.  ptiani, 

klible,  what  re9*clions  and  comparison!! 

*      e  for  him." 

.0  entFrsd,  -with  noiiee  that  the  horses 
ut;  ihen  said  the  Princess,  turn- 
l^lhe  Uncle:  "Let  ns  ride  up;  and  you 
in  reality  whal  you  have  here 
in  irnage.  Ever  since  I  came 
live  heard  of  this  nnderlaking  i 
V  like  of  all  Ihings  lo  see  with 
1  eyes  whal  in  Ihe  narrative  seemed 
piible,  and  in  ihe  depicting  remains  tin- 
INc — "Nolyet,  my  Love,  answered  the 
fc:  "what  yon  here  saw  is  whal  il  can 
pa  and  is  becoming;  for  the  present 
|iii  the  enlerprise  stands  siill  amtd  im- 
■end;  An  must  lirsl  be  complete,  if  Na- 
BBOt  to  shame  il." — "Then  lei  us  ride  at 
npwirds,  were  it  only  lo  Ihe  fool :  I  hare 
■naieit  wiih  to-day  to  look  aboul  me  far 
fc  world."—-"  AltoRelher  as  you  will  it," 
pdthe  Prince— "Let  ns  ride  ih rough  the 
h  however,"  continued  ihe  Lady,  "over 
keai  market-place,  where  slands  the  in- 
W»bfe  crowd  of  booths,  looking  like  a 
wily,  like  a  camp.  Ii  is  as  if  the  wants 
■Mupuious  of  all  the  fnmilies  in  Ihe  land 
VBroed  outwards,  assembled  in  Ihis  cen- 
W  brought  into  the  light  of  day;  for  Ihe 
*e  observer  can  descry  whatsoever  ii  is 
•*»  pe'rforms  and  needs;  yoa  fancy,  for 
Wtoeni,  ihere  is  no  money  necessary,  that 
■ne«a  conid  here  be  mansged  hy  barter, 
aibolWJin  il  ts.  Since  the  Prince,  last 
*et  me  on  these  tenections,it  ispleauni 
Mcrhow  here,  where  Mountain  and  Plain 
kSvther,  both  so  clearly  speak  out  what 
te«iuire,  and  wish.  For  as  Ihe  High- 
^)ID  fashion  the  limber  of  his  woods 
Atandred  fhapea,  and  moiild  his  iron  for 
k«aer  of  uses,  so  these  others  from  below 
*»  nwol  him  with  most  manifold  wares, 
*■!»  often  yon  can  hardly  discover  Ihe 
■1  or  recognise  Ihe  aim. 
WW  aware,"  answered  the  Prince,  "  thai 
TOliew.  turns  his  ulmost  care  lo  ihepe 
ri  for  specially,  on  the  present  occasion, 
s  lo  be  considered,  thai 
1  one  give  oul:  which  to 
»is,  in  Ihe  long  run,  the  sum  of  all  Po- 
'iconomy,  as  of  Ihe  smallest  private 
fping-  Pardon  me.  however,  my  Best: 
utt  to  ride  Ihrough  markets;  at  every 
m  ue  hindered  and  kept  back ;  and  then 


II  I  v 


Itself  it 


^p)  off  il 

I  not  lose  Ihe  bright  hours,"  inler- 
B  Princess,  for  ihe  worthy  man  had 
^  ior«  ihan  oni-e  alDicled  her  with  Ihe 
It  4«»criplion  of  ihot  minchance ;  how  he 
tatt  a  loDK  jMimcv.  renting  in  ihe  be.^t 
■  the  mark  el-place  which  wa«  jiiti  Ihen 
biBg  Wiih  n  fair,  had  gone  !■.  bed  eitoecd- 


T^e  Princess  hastened  to  moant  her  tiermT- 
ile  hor^ic:  and  led.  not  ihroagh  ihe  backgale 
upwards,  bol  through  Ihe  rnrceate  downwards, 
her  retuciani-willing  attendant;  lor  who  bat 
would  gladly  have  ridden  by  her  side,  who  but 
would  gladly  have  followed  aller  her.  And  so 
Honorio  too  had  without  regret  stayed  back 
from  Ihe  oiherwije  so  wished-for  Hum.  lo  be 
exclusively  at  her  service. 

As  was  to  be  anticipated,  ifaey  could  only 
ride  through  Ihe  market  step  by  step:  but  ihe 
fair  Lovely  one  enlivened  every  stoppage  by 
some  sprightly  remark.  "I  repeal  my  lesson 
of  yesler-nighi,"  said  she,  "since  Necessity  U 
trying  our  palience."  And  in  irmh.  the  whole 
mass  of  men  so  crowded  about  the  riders,  thai 
their  progress  was  slow.  The  people  gawd 
with  joy  at  the  yoong  dame ;  and,  on  so  many 
smiling  eooDlunances.  might  be  read  the  plea- 
sure they  fell  lo  see  that  ihe  first  woman 
in  the  land  was  also  the  fairest  and  grace- 
fullesL 

Promiscuously  mingled  stood.  Mountaineers, 
who  had  built  their  slill  dwellings  amid  rocks, 
firs,  and  spruces;  Lowlandcrs  from  hills, 
meadows,  and  leas ;  craftsmen  of  the  little 
towns ;  and  what  else  had  al!  assembled  there. 
Aller  a  quiet  glance,  Ihe  Princess  remarked  to 
her  aitendani.  how  all  these,  whencesnerer 
they  came,  had  taken  more  stuifthan  necessary 
for  iheir  clothes,  more  cloth  and  linen,  more 
ribands  for  inmming.  Ii  is  as  if  ihe  women 
could  not  be  bushy  enough,  the  men  nol  pulTy 
enough,  1 0  please  ihe  id  selves. 

"  We  will  leave  them  that,"  answered  the 
uncle:  "spend  his  superfluity  on  whal  he  will, 
a  man  is  happy  in  il;  happiest  when  he  there- 
witb  decks  and  direns  himself."  The  fair 
dame  nodded  assent. 

So  had  they  by  degrees  got  upon  a  clear 
space,  which  led  out  lo  Ihe  snburhj,  when,  at 
the  end  of  many  small  booths  and  stands,  a 
larger  edifice  of  boards  showed  iiself,  which 
WHS  scarcely  glanced  al  till  an  ear-lace rating 
bellow  sounded  forth  from  il.  The  feedins- 
hour  of  [he  wild  beasts  there  eihibiicd  seemed 
lo  have  come:  Ihe  Lion  lei  bis  forest  and 
deserl-voice  be  heard  in  all  vigour;  the  horses 
shuddered,  and  all  must  remark  how.  in  Ibe 
peacefnl  ways  and  working"  of  the  cultivated 
world,  Ihe  King  of  the  wilderness  so  rearfulljr 
announced  himself.  Coming  nearer  Ihe  booth, 
you  could  not  overlook  the  variegated  ct.loswrt 
pictures  represeiiling  with  violent  colours  and 
Birong  emblems  those  foreign  beasts;  W  a 
tight  of  which  the  peaceful  burgher  was  lo  be 
irresislibly  enliced.  The  grim  monslroua 
tiger  was  pouncing  on  a  blackamoor,  on  Ihe 
point  of  tearing  him  in  shreds;  a  lion  stood 
earnest  and  .najesiic,  as  if  he  saw  no  pr«y 
worthy  of  him;  oiher  wondrous  party-c,^ 
loured  creatures,   beside   these  mighty  oa«s. 


back."  sB'd  'be  Priocesi,  -  -^^ 
ill  alight  and  lake  a  nearer  view  of  A^^, 
.„lry."!_"  It  is  siranRe.-obwrvBl  .he  Pnuwi^ 
bal  man  always  seeks  ewilemenlby  T*r,^ 
side,  there,  llu-  Ti^er  l.«  quite  qniw  i^  ,^ 
ease:  and  here  m"-'  be  feroc.Msl,  davt  ^^^ 
hla;k.  that  the  people  may  faocy  A^  l.fc^ 
be  *een  wilhin :  ofmo'der and MtdOea  4^^ 
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0f  banihig  ftod  destmelioii^dMrr  is  sot  enoofth ; 
Imt  ballad-singers  must  at  every  comer  keep 
rejl^ating  iL  Qood  man  will  have  himself 
frightened  a  little ;  to  feel  the  better,  in  secret, 
bow  beaatiful  and  laudable  it  is  to  draw  breath 
ill  freedom." 

Whatever  of  apprehenstveDess  from  sneh 
bugbear  imsges  might  have  remained,  was 

.  soon  all  and  wholly  effaced,  as,  issuing  thmugb 
tiie  gate,  our  party  entered  on  the  cheerfollest 
of  scenes.  The  road  led  first  up  the  River,  as 
Tet  bat  a  small  current,  and  bearing  only  light 
boats,  bat  which  by  and  by,  as  renowned  world- 
alream,  would  carry  forth  its  name  and  waters* 
and  enliven  distant  lands.  They  proceeded 
next  through  well  cultivated  fruit-gaidens  and 
pfeasure-gronnds,  softly  ascending;  and  by 
degrees  yon  ooald  look  aboiit  you  in  t^ 
B<m-disclosed  moch-peopled  region,  till  first  a 
thicket,  then  a  little  wood  admitted  our  riders, 
aad  the  graeefbllest  localities  refreshed  and 
limited  their  view.  A  meadow  vale  leading 
upwards,  shortly  before  mown  for  t^e  second 
ttee,  velvet-like  to  look  npon,  watered  by  a 
brook  roshing  oat  lively,  ccmions  at  once  from 
the  apUnds  above,  received  them  as  with  wel- 
cenw ;  and  so  they  approached  a  higher,  freer 
■tationa  which,  on  issoiiig  from  the  wood,  aftor 
a  stiflT  ascent,  they  gained;  and  coald  now 
dmcTff  over  new  clomps  of  trees,  the  okl 
Oastle,'|]ie  goal  of  their  pilgrimage,  rising  in 
Ae  distance,  as  pinnacle  of  the  rock  and  forest. 
Bftekward^  ngtun,  (for  never  did.  one  mount 
bither  without  toming  roand,^  they  caught, 
tbroQgh  accidental  openings  of  the  high  trees, 
tbe  Prince's  Castle,  on  the  left,  lightened,  by 
the  morning  sun  ;  the  well-built  higher  quarter 
of  the  Town  softened  under  light  smoke-clouds ; 
and  so  on,  rightwards,  the  under  Town,  the 
River  in  several  bendings,  with  its  meadows 
and  mills;  on  the  farther  side,  an  extensive 
fertile  region. 

Having  satisfied  themselves  with  the  pros- 
pect, or  rather  as  usually  happens  when  we 
look  round  from  so  high  a  station,  become 
doubly  eager  for  a  wider,  less  limited  view, 
they  rode  on,  over  a  broad  stony  flat,  where 
the  mighty  Ruin  stood  fronting  them,  as  a 
green-crowned  summit,  a  few  old  trees  far 
down  about  its 'foot:  they  rode  along;  and 
so  arrived  there,  just  at  the  steepest,  most 
inaccessible  side.  Great  rocks  jutting  out 
from  of  old,  insensible  of  every  change,  firm, 
well-founded,  stood  cleoched  together  there; 
and  so  it  towered  upwards :  what  had  fallen  at 
intervals  lay  in  huge  plates  and  fragments 
confusedly  heaped,  and  seemed  to  forbid  the 
boldest  any  attempt.  But  the  steep,  the  pre- 
cipitous is  inviting  to  youth :  to  undertake  it, 
to  storm  and  conquer  it,  is  for  young  limbs  an 
enjoyment.  The  Princess  testified  desire  for 
an  .  attempt ;  Honorio  was  at  her  hand ;  the 
Prince-Uncle,  if  easier  to  satisfy,  took  itcheer- 

^  frilly,  and  would  show  thai  he  too  had  strength : 
the  horses  were  to  wait  below  amon^  the  trees ; 
our  climbers  make  for  a  certain  point,  where 
a  huge  projecting  rock  affords  a  standing-room, 
and  a  prospect,  which  indeed  is  already  pass- 
ing over  ibtothe  bird's-eye  kind,  yet  folds  itself 
together  there  picturesquely  enough. 
The  sun,  almost  at  its  meridian,  lent  the 


'J 


clearest  light;  the  PriiwA 
compartments  nuii^  boiMiapv 
and  towers,  lay  clear  and  sialSly 
Town  in  its  whole  eatent ;  into 
you  could  convenieslly  look,  nay,  ^ 
SCO*  e  distinguish  the  booths  ia  f 
place.  80  furthenome  an  instran^ 
would  never  leave  behind :  they 
River  upwards  and  downwardst 
the  mountainoos,  terrace-like^  i 
panse,  on  that  the  apswelling^  fmf 
alternating  in  lefvl  and  low  hf 
numerable;  for.it  was  long  co 
pote  how  many  of  tbam  were 

Over  the  great  expaase^iay  M 
ness,  as  is  common  at  boon;* 
Ancients  were  wont  to  say,  Pna  ii 
all  Natare  holds  her  breatfc  m»t'ib 
him. 

**liiM  not  tbe  first  time,** 
"  that  I,  on  some  svch  high 
have  reflected  how  Nature  all  ctar 
pure  and  peacefaly  and  gives  joa  iks 
sion  as  if  there  were  i|othing 
the  world ;  and  yet  wbea  yon  reum  M 
the  habitation  of  man,  be  it  bftr  or  bii 
or  nanpw,  there  is  ever  someow  id 
with,  to  battle  with,  to  smooth  a»d  ft' 
rights." 

Honorio,  wIkh  meanwhile^ 
through  the  ^asa  at  the  Town, 
<'8eel  see!    There  ia  fire  in  tbe 
They,  looked,  and  eoold  observe  some 
the  flames  were  smothered  in  ihe 
''The  fire  spreads!**  cried  be.  Hill 
through  the  glass ;  the  mischief  iaM 
became  noticeable  to  the  good  eyei  of 
Princess;  from  time  to  time  yoo  obsemil 
red  burst  of  flame ;  the  smoke  moonted  akli 
and  Prince-Uncle  said:  *'Let  usretofi:  ibl 
is  not  good;  I  always  feared  I  skooUM* 
that  misery  a  second  time."   Tbej  deseciU 
got  back  to  their  horses.    « Ride,"  said  ^ 
Princess  to  the  Uncle,  "  fast,  but  sot  wiiii 
a  groom ;  leave  me  Honorio,  we  will  IMhf 
without  delay.    The   Uncle  felt  the  iwj 
ableness,  nay  necessity  of  this ;  and  tfW 
ofl^down  the  waste  stony  slope,  at  the  quM 
pace  the  ground  allowed. 

As  the  Princess  monnted,  Honorio  w 
"  Please  your  Excellency  to  ride  slow!  Iiii 
Town  as  in  the  Castle,  Uie  fire-appari»w> 
perfect  order ;  the  people,  in  this  ^b**!**? 
accident,  will  not  lose  their  presence  of  WjJ 
Here,  moreover,  we  have  •  bad  ground,  W 
stones  and  short  grass;  quick  riding  is  ni» 
in  any  case,  before  we  arrive,  the  firewfllli 
got  under."  The  Princess  did  not  ihiikijj 
she  observed  the  smoke  spreading, she  &** 
that  she  saw  a  flame  flash  up,  that  $1^^ 
an  explosion ;  and  now  in  her  imaginitt»» 
the  terrific  things  awoke,  which  the  woiw 
Uncle's  repeated  narrative  of  his  experiaj 
in  that  market-conflagration  had  too  deep 
implanted  there. 

jrightful  doubtless  had  that  business  beft 
alarming  and  impressive  enough  to  le»rel> 
hind  it,  painfully  through  life  loDg,abodii| 
and  image  of  its  recurrence,  when,  in  the  v^ 
season,  on  the  great  booth-covered  m^ 
space,  a  sudden  fire  had  seized  boodi*^ 


'Hw  Bleqien  In  time  lifbtbau 

I   shaken  ool  of  drep  drfams :   the 

a  wtaritil  BlfflnRrr arriving 

1,  suined  rrvm  hi^  *lerp.  iprane  lu 

all    ftirru]>r   illuniiniiiei]; 

rhim  111*  righl,  froin  ihe  left, 

■  through  each  other.  rnlU  quireritift  lo- 
I.  The  hnuaes  of  Ihe  markei-place, 
n  Lhe  shine,  leemvil  alrKaily  ftlnving, 

•rery  monietil  (o  kindle,  and  burst 
:  betov,  Ihe  element  roj-ed  wilhoilt 
[>  crached,  lalhs  cracked,  Ihe  canvas 
11  dusky  Sre-pMked  laiWrs 
's  roilTid  atid  aloft,  aa  if  bad 
a  iheir  oim  element,  with  perpetual 
of  shape,  «er<,  in  capricious  dance, 
Ib|  ODe  anolher:  and  there  and  yonder 
n  Up  ool  from  their  penal  lire.  And 
-■'d  howls  each  saved  what  was  at 
lis  and  masters  laboured  to  drag 
Mies  already  seized  by  the  flame!;,  lo 
Mw«y  yel  somewhal  from  ihr  bnrnmg 
Land  pack  it  into  ihe  chests,  which  too 
■M  at  last  leave  a  prey  lo  the  hastening 
i'How  many  a  one  could  have  prayed 
I,  a  moment's  pause  to  the  loud-advanc- 
M  ax  he  looked  round  for  the  possibility 
lldevice,and.waj  vith  all  his  posussion 
r  seized;  on  the  one  side,  burnt  and 
I  already,  what  on  Ihe  other  still  stood  in 
«L  Obstinate  characters,  will-strong 
lunly  fronted  the  grim  foe,  and  saved 
Vilh  lois  of  Iheir  eyebrows  and  hair. 

tthis  waste  confuj'ion  now  rose  anew 
>  fair  spirit  of  the  Princess ;  the  gay 

■  proipeci  was  all  overclouded,  and 
&  darkened :  wood  and   meadow  had 
Ik  look  of  strangeness,  of  danger. 
mint  the  peaceful  vale,  heeding  little  its 
HnKcoolDess,  ihey  were  bni  a  few  steps 

■n  the  copious  fountain  of  the  hrook 

iwed  by  Ihem,  when  Ihe  Princess  de- 

|Uite  dovn  in  the  Ibickeis.  snmelhing 

whieb  she  soon  recognised  for  the 

^iringing  on.  as  she  a  short  while  ago 

~B  him  painled,  he  came  towards  her ; 

image,  added  lo  the  fnghiful  ones  she 

idjr  busy   with,  made   ihe   strangesi 

D.  "Fly  t  your  Grace," cried  Honorio, 

IB  Inroed  her  horse  towards  the  sleep 

id  jn»l  descended.  The  young  man, 

I   towards  the   monsler.   drew  hi^ 

fad  fired  when  he  ihoughi  himself  near 

lil  bat,  alas,  wiiboni  effect :  the   tiger 

I'M  a  aide,  Ihe  horse  faltered,  the  pro- 

pild'beast  follnwed  hii  course,  upwards 

T  the  Princess.  She  galloped,  ivhat 

)  oonld.  up  the  sleep  stony   space; 

pprehending  Ibal  so  delicate  n  crea- 

1)  10  such  eierliDn,eon1d  not  hold  ool 

PU  itsrir.  driven  on  by  Ihe  necessitated 

t  il  slambled  on  the  loose  gravel  of 

1  and  again   siambled;  and  at  lasi 

r  violenl   efforts,    powerless   lo    Ihe 

^  The  fkjr  dame,  resolute  and  dextroas, 

ml  JDsiaDily  lo  get  upon  her  feet  i  the 

10  rose,  but  the  tiger  was  approaching ; 

k  vol  with  vehement  speed  :  ihe  uneven 

k  ibe  aharp  stones  seemed  to  damp  his 

■ailyi  and  only  Honorio  flying  after  him, 

— --•-  -'     '  J  Kpeed  along  with  him,  ap- 


peared lo  stimutiu  and  provolie  his  fotee 
anew.  Doth  runners,  at  Ihe  same  ioitant, 
reached  the  spot  where  Ihe  Pnncess  was  stand- 
ing by  her  horse:  Ibe  Kiiighl  brnt  himsrlf, 
fired,  and  wiih  this  second  pistol  hit  Ihe  mon- 
ster through  Ihe  head,  so  ihai  it  riiabeil  down  i 
and  now.  ^iretohed  out  in  full  Irngih,  first 
clearly  disclosed  the  might  and  terror  where- 
of only  the  bodily  hull  was  left  lying.  Hnnorio 
had  sprung  from  his  horse ;  was  already  kneel> 
ing  on  the  beasi,  quench  in  gits  last  moveraeois, 
and  held  his  drawn  banger  in  bis  nghi  hand. 
The  youth  was  beautiful  -,  he  had  come  daih- 
ing  on  as  in  sporis  of  Ihe  lance  and  the  ring 
the  Princess  had  oAen  seen  him  do.  Even  >o 
in  the  ridiug-eourse  would  his  buUei.  as  he 
darted  by.  hit  the  Turk's-hend  on  the  pole, 
right  under  the  turban  in  the  brow;  even  so 
would  he.  lightly  prancing  up,  prick  his  naked 
sabre  into  the  fallen  mass,  and  lift  it  from  the 
ground.  In  all  sach  arts  he  was  detiroos 
and  felicitous;  boih  now  stood  him  in   good 

"Give  him  the  rest,"  said  the  Princeu;  "I 
ar  he  will  hurl  you  with  his  claws." — ■'  Par- 
inl"  answered  the  youth:  "he  is  alrcadf 
dead  enough;  and  I  would  not  hurl  the  shin, 
which  next  winter  shall  shine  upon  yuar 
sledge." — "  Sporl  not,"  said  the  Prinoesa  i 
whatsoever  of  pious  feeling  dwell'^  in  tbt 
epth  of  the  heart  unfolds  itself  in  such  a  mo- 
lent." — "I  loo,"  cried  Honorio,  "was  never 
lore  pious  than  even  now;  and  ihereffH-edo  I 
think  of  what  is  joyfuUest;  t  look  al  Ihe  liger's 
fell  only  as  it  can  attend  you  lo  do  yon  plea- 
"—^Ii  would  far  ever  remind  me,"  said 
she.  "of  this  fearfol  moment."— "  Yet  is  il." 
•plied  the  youth  wiih  glowing  cheeks,  "a  mot» 
armless  spoil  than  when  the  weapons  of  slain 
lemies  are  carried  for  show  before  the  vio- 
,,."_>' I  shall  bethink  me,  at  sight  of  il,  of 
,Dnr  boldness  and  cleverness;  and  need  nW 
add  that  you  may  reckon  on  my  thanks  and 
the  Prince's  favour  for  your  life  long.  Bm 
rise;  Ihe  beast  is  clean  dead,  let  us  consider 
whaiisneilt  before  all  things  rise!"— "As  I 
am  once  on  my  knees,"  replied  the  yontkt 
"once  in  a  posture  which  in  other  eireum- 
siances  would  have  been  forbid,  let  me  beg  U 
■his  momenlto  receive  assurance  of  the  favoar, 
of  Ihe  grace  which  you  vouchsafe  me.  I  have 
already  asked  so  often  of  your  high  consort  for 
leave  and  promotion  lo  go  on  my  travels.  Ha 
who  has  the  happiness  to  sit  al  your  table, 
whom  you  honour  with  Ihe  privilege  lo  entei^ 
lafn  your  company,  should  hare  seen  Ihe 
world.  Travellers  stream  in  on  us  from  all 
parts;  and  when  a  town,  an  imporlanl  spot  in 
any  quarter  of  Ibe  world  comes  in  course,  ihe 
qneilion  is  sure  to  be  asked  of  ns,  were  we 
ever  Ihere  1  Nobody  allows  one  sense,  till  one 
has  seen  all  that :  ii  if  as  if  yon  bad  Jo  instruct 
yourself  only  for  the  sake  of  others." 

"  Rise !"  repealed  ihe  Princess :  ■•  1  were  loth 

lo  wish  or  request  aoghl  thai  went  ai^nat  lh« 

will  of  my  Hosband;  however,  if  I   mistake 

Ihe  cntise  whv  he  has  reiained  yon  hitherto 


lill  s 


His 


you  ripened  into  a  comp\ete  se\f.«uided 
nobleman,  to  do  yoorself  and  him  credit  in 
(breign  parts,  as  hitherto  a.t  conn ;  aa4  \  alwtU 
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ddak  Ait  deed  of  joan  was  m  good  a  neom- 
■MBdatory  passport  as  a  jroang  man  eoald 
wish  for  to  take  abroad  with  liim." 

That,  instead  of  a  jroothftU  joy,  a  certain 
flummftilness  eame  orer  his  face,  the  Princess 
bad  not  time  to  ohserre,  nor  had  he  to  indulge 
his  emotion;  for,  in  hot  haste,  np  the  steep, 
eame  a  woman,  with  a  boy  at  her  hand,  straight 
to  thegronp  so  well  known  to  os ;  and  scanwly 
had  Honorio,  bethinking  him,  arisen,  when 
they  howling  and  shrieking  cast  themseWes  on 
the  earoass;  by  which  action,  as  well  as  by 
their  dnnly  decent,  ret  par^-coloored  and 
imasttal  dress,  might  be  gathered  that  it  was 
the  mistress  of  this  slain  creature,  and  the 
Uaek-eyed,  black-locked  boy,  holding  a  flote  in 
}d$  hand,  her  son;  weeping  like  his  mother, 
less  Tioltnt  hot  deeply  moTed,.kneeling  beside 

Now  eame  strong  oatbreakings  of  passion 
ftom  this  woman;  intermpted,  indeed,  and 
pulse-wise ;  a  stream  of  words,  leaping  like  a 
stream  in  gashes  flrom  rock  to  rock.  A  natu- 
ral language,  short  and  diseontiniioas,  made 
itself  impressiTe  and  pathetic:  in  rain  should 
we  attempt  translating  it  into  our  dialects ;  the 
approjdmate  purport  of  it  we  must  not  omit 
''They  have  murdered  thee,  poor  beast!  mur- 
dered without  need!  Thou  Irert  tame,  and 
wouldst  fain  hare  laid  down  at  rest  and  waited 
our  eoming;  fbr  thr  foot-balls  were  sore,  thy 
daws  had  no  force  left.  The  hot  sun  to  ripen 
them  was  wanting.  Thou  wert  the  beautiAillest 
of  thy  kind :  who  erer  saw  a  kingly  tiger  so 
gloriously  stretched  out  in  sleep,  as  thou  here 
liest,dead,  never  to  rise  more.  When  thou 
awokest  in  the  early  dawn  of  morning,  and 
openedst  thy  throat,  stretching  out  thy  red 
tongue,  thou  wert  as  if  smiling  on  us;  and 
even  when  bellowing,  thou  tookest  thy  food 
fh>m  the  bands  of  a  woman,  from  the  fingers 
of  a  child.  How  long  have  we  gone  with  thee 
on  thy  journeys ;  bow  long  has  thy  company 
been  useful  and  fruitful  to  us !  To  us,  to  us 
of  a  very  truth,  meat  came  from  the  eater,  and 
sweetness  out  of  the  strong.  80  will  it  be  no 
more.    Wo!  wo!" 

She  had  not  done  lamenting,  when  over  the 
smoother  part  of  the  Castle  Mountain,  came 
riders  rushing  down ;  soon  recognised  as  the 
Prince's  Hunting-train,  himself  the  foremost 
Following  their  sport,  in  the  backward  bills, 
they  had  observed  the  fire- vapours ;  and  fast 
through  dale  and  ravine,  as  in  fierce  chase, 
taken  the  shortest  path  towards  this  mournful 
sign.  Gallopins^  along  the  stony  vacancy,  they 
slopped  and  stared  at  sight  of  the  unexpected 
group,  which  in  that  empty  expanse  stood  out 
so  markworlhy.  After  the  first  recognition 
there  was  silence ;  some  pause  of  breathing- 
time;  and  then  what  the  view  itself  did  not 
impart,  was  with  brief  words  explained.  So 
stood  the  Prince,  contemplating  the  strange 
unheard-of  incident;  a  circle  round  him  of 
riders,  and  followers  that  had  run  on  foot. 
What  to  do  was  still  undetermined ;  the  Prince 
intent  on  ordering,  executing,  when  a  man 
pressed  forward  into  the  circle ;  large  of  sta- 
ture, party-coloured,  wondrously-apparelled, 
like  wife  and  child.  And  now  the  family  in 
union  testified  their  sorrow  and  astonishment 


T^a  sum,  howem,  aooa  lolnhNi  hMt 
bowed  in  lev erenl  diatanes  bsfaie  teTkiM|L| 
andsaid:'*]lis  noftfae  timeftrliMii|f 
alas,  mfUrd  and  mighty  hmuer,  At  tef  f [ 
is  looser  higher  loHNuxls  die  mofstuHMl* 
gone:  but  spate  him,  have  mcnyittli 
perish  not  like  this  good  beast" 

«The  UoAr  said  the  Priaes:  •VmU^ 
the  traeeof  himl"— ^Tea,'Lofd!  ApMI 
down  there,  who  had  heedlessly  takeiM 
on  a  tree,  directed  me  fhrtber  up  thhimA 
the  left;  bat  I  jaw  the  crowd  of  mri 
horses  here ;  an  Ans  fbr  tidings  of 
I  hasteped  hither.**-^  80 
the  Prince,  ''draw  to  the  left, 
will  load  3rour  pieces,  go  softly  to  vsri^V 
drive  him  into  the  deep  woods,  it  b  is 
but  in  the  end,  good  man,  we  shdl  W 
to  kill  your  animal ;  why  were  yoi  i  . 
dent  enoagh  to  let  him  looser— ^m 
broke  out,"  replied  he,  " 
attentive ;  it  spread  iaat,  hm  at  a 
us,  we  had  water  enough  for  our  dfftao^ 
a  heap  of  powder  blew  «p,  aad  tar. 
brands  on  to  us,  and  over  ov  heads;  le 
too  hasnr,  and  are  now  miacd  peo^* 
Hie  Prince  was  still  faosy  dirsetng; 
a  moment  all  seemed  to  pansc^ttaam 
observed   hastily  springing  down  fisi 
heighu  of  the  old  Oasitei  whom  the  nm 
reoognised  for  the  watchman  that  hm 
stationed  there  to  keep  the  Paialo'i 
meats,  while  he  lodged  there  and  took 
of  the  workmen.    He  came  raaniiit 
breath,  yet  in  few  words  soon  msdt 
that  the  Lion  had  laid  himself  does, 
the  high  ring- wall,  in  the  sunshine,  at  ike 
of  a  large  beech,  and  was  bebarin;  tpH^ 
quietly.    With  an  air  of  vexation,  boefi* 
the  man  concluded :  •*  Why  did  I  take  mjrifc 
to  town  yester-night,  to  have  it  cletiied;h 
had  never  risen  again,  the  skin  had  bees  MJ 
and  I  might  all  my  life  have  had  the  eredia 
the  thing." 

The  Prince,  whom  his  military  eiperiei* 
here  also  stood  in  stead,  for  he  bad  before  Mt 
been  in  situations  where  from  varioossii 
inevitable  evil  seemed  to  threaten,  said  h# 
upon :  **  What  surety  do  you  give  n»e  itali 
we  spare  your  lion,  he  will  not  work  desil^ 
tion  among  us,  among  my  people!**  ^ 
**  This  woman  and  this  child."  ansveni4| 
father  hastily,  **  engage  to  tame  bim,  to  W 
him  peaceable,  till  I  bring  up  the  cafe,* 

j  then  we  can  carry  him  back  unharmed  • 

I  without  harming  any  one." 

I  The  boy  put  his  flute  to  his  lips ;  an  iarifr' 
ment  of  the  kind  once  named  soft,  or  sw 

'  flutes;  short-beaked  like  pipes:  he,  ^ko  j 
derstood  the  art,  could  bring  out  of  it  ■ 
gracefullest  tones.  Meanwhile  the  Prioc*^ 
inquired  of  the  watchman  how  the  lioo  O0 
up.  **  By  the  hollow- way,*'  answered  fcl 
**  which  is  walled  in  ou  both  sides,  and  *j 
formerly  the'  only  entrance,  and  is  to  be  ■ 
only  one   still:  two   footpaths,  which  kdS 

'  elsewhere,-  we  have  so  blocked  op  asd  d> 

'  stroyed  that  no  human  being,  except  bf*jj 
first  narrow  passage,  can  reach  the  Magie** 
lie  which  Prince  Friedrich's  tadcnt  aid  •• 
is  making  of  it" 
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ttle  thought,  darinff  which  the 
i  rouDd  at  the  boy,  who  still' coq- 

soAly  prelading,  he  turned  to 

said:  **Thoii  hast  done  much 
etc  thy  task.  Secure  that  nar- 
?p  your  rifles  in  readiness,  but 
iil  the  creature  cao  oo  otherwise 
ck :  in  any  case,  kindle  a  fire, 
righten  him  if  he  make  down- 
man  and  woman  take  charge  of 
Dnorio  rapidly  bestirred  himself 
se  orders. 

ontinued  his  tnne,  which  was  no 

s  of  notes  without  law,  and  per- 

that  account  so  heart-touching: 

rs  seemed  as  if  enchanted  by  the 

a  song-like  melody,  when  the 
dignified  enthusiasm  began  to 
sort : 

iven  the  Prince  wisdom,  and  also 
discern  that  all  God*s  works  are 
\er  its  kind.  Behold  the  rock, 
is   fast  and  stirs  not,  defies  the 

the  sunshine;  primeval  trees 
?ad,  and  so  crowned  he  looks 
er  if  a  mass  rush  away,  will  this 
It  it  was,  but  falls  broken  into 
and  covers  the  side  of  the  de- 
li ere  loo  they  will  not  tarry,  ea- 
sy leap  far  down,  the  brook  re- 
to  the  river  he  bears  them.  Not 
t  contradictory,  angular;  no, 
ounded  they  travel  now  quicker 
arrive,  from  river  to  river,  finally 
,  whither    march  the  giants   in 

the  depths  whereof  dwarfs  are 

shall  ejtalt  the  glory  of  the  Lord, 
ars  praise  from  Eternity  to  Eter- 
look  ye  far  into  the  distance? 
?  the  bee :  late  at  the  end  of  har- 
)usily  gathers,  builds  her  a  bouse, 
er,  straight  of  wall,  herself  the 
mason.  Behold  the  ant:  she 
iy,  and  loses  it  not;  she  piles  her 
e^rass-halms,  earth-crumbs,  and 
fir;  she  piles  it  aloA  and  arches 
e  has  laboured  in  vain,  for  the 
,  and  scrapes  it  all  in  pieces :  lo ! 
n  down  her  beams,  and  scattered 
mpatiently  he  snorts  and  cannot 
^ord  has  made  the  horse  comrade 
and  companion  of  the  storm,  to 
vhither  he  wills,  and  woman 
desires.  But  in  the  Wood  of 
he,  the  Lion,  with  earnest  step 
wildernesses ;  there  rules  he  over 
his  might  who  shall  withstand! 
t  tame  him ;  and  the  fiercest  of 
has  reverence  for  the  image  of 
h  tuo  the  angels  are  made,  who 
rd  and  his  servants.  For  in  the 
;  Daniel  was  not  afraid :  he  re- 
md  faithful,  and  the  wild  bellow- 
ed not  his  song  of  praise." 
h,  delivered  wuh  expression  of  a 
isiasm,  the  child  accompanied 
re  with  graceful  tones;  but  now, 
vring  ended,  he,  with  clear  melo- 
nd  skilful  passaging,  struck  up 
rhereupon  the   father   took  the  i 


Ante,  and  gave  note  in  unison,  while  the  child 
sang: 

From  the  Deni,  I,  fn  a  deeper, 

Prophet**  long  of  prmiee  can  bear ; 

Angel-hoet  he  hath  for  keeper, 
Needi  the  good  man  there  to  fear  Y 

Lion,  Lionem,  agazlng, 
Mildly  preaiing  round  him  came; 

Yea,  that  humhie,  holy  pralting. 
It  hath  made  them  tame. 

The  father  continued  accompanying  this 
strophe  with  his  flute;  the  mother  here  and 
there  touched  in  as  second  voice. 

Impressive,  however,  in  a  quite  peculiar 
degree,  it  was,  when  the  child  now  began  to 
shuflle  the  lines  of  the  strophe  into  other 
arrangement;  and  thereby  if  not  bring  out  a 
new  sense,  yet  heighten  the  feeling  by  leading 
it  into  self-excitement: 

Angel-boat  around  doth  hover, 

Ui  in  heavenly  tones  to  cheer : 
In  the  dene  our  bead  doth  cover: 

Need!  the  poor  chfld  there  to  fearl 

For  that  hnmUe  holy  praielng 

Will  permit  no  evil  nigh : 
Angcli  hover,  keeping,  gazing, 

Who  eo  safe  at  11 

Hereupon  with  emphasis  and  eleration  be* 
gan  all  three : 

For  th*  Eternal  rulee  above  ue, 

Lande  and  oceans  rules  his  will ; 
Linns  «>ven  as  lambs  shall  love  as. 

And  the  proudest  waves  be  still. 

Whetted  sword  to  scabbard  cleaving, 

Fahhand  Hope  victorious  se** : 
Strong,  who,  loving  and  believing, 

Prays,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 

All  were  silent,  hearing,  hearkening;  and 
only  when  the  tones  ceased  could  you  remark 
and  distinguish  the  impression  thev  had  made. 
All  was  as  if  appeased;  each  aflfected  in  his 
way.  The  Prince,  as  if  he  now  first  saw  the 
misery  that  a  little  ago  had  threatened  him, 
looked  down  on  his  spouse,  who  leaning  on 
him  forebore  not  lo  draw  oat  the  little  em- 
broidered handkerchief,  and  therewith  covered 
her  eyes.  It  was  blessedness  for  her  to  feel 
her  young  bosom  relieved  from  the  pressure 
with  which  the  preceding  minutes  had  loaded 
it.  A  perfect  silence  reigned  over  the  .crowd; 
they  seemed  to  have  forgotten  the  dangers: 
the  conflagration  below ;  and  above,  the  rising 
up  of  a  dubiously-reposing  Lion. 

By  a  sign  to  bring  the  horses,  the  Prince 
first  restored  the  group  to  motion ;  he  turned 
to  the  woman,  and  said :  "  You  think  then  that, 
once  find  the  lion,  you  could,  by  your  singing, 
by  the  singing  of  this  child,  with  help  of  these 
flute-tones,  appease  him,  and  carry  him  back 
to  his  prison,  unhurt  and  hurting  no  ooel" 
They  answered  Yes,  assuring  and  affirming; 
the  Castellan  was  given  them  as  guide.  And 
now  the  Prince  started  oflf  in  all  speed  with 
a  few;  the  Princess  followed  slower  with  the 
rest  of  the  train :  mother  and  son,  on  their 
side,  under  conduct  of  the  warder,  who  had 
got  himself  a  musket,  mounted  up  the  steepe? 
part  of  the  height. 


tUBLTLEV  JCIB0ELLA1IB0U8 


Before  the  entrenoe  f£  die  hdlovuwajr 
opened  their  access  to  the  CaatK  diey  foaiKl 
the  hanters  busy  heapiiig  up  dnr  bnishwood, 
to  htire,  in  any  case,  a  large  fire  ready  for 
kindling.  "  There  is  no  need,"  said  the  woman : 
•^  it  will  all  go  well  and  peaceably,  without 
that.*' 

Farther  on,  sitting  on  a  wall,  his  donUe- 
harrel  resting  in  his  top,  Honorio  appeared ;  at 
his  post,  aa.  if  ready  for  erery  occnrrence. 
HowoTer,  he. seemed  hacdiv  to  ootice  oor 

Crtyt  he  sat  M  if  sank,  in  deep  thooghts,  he 
>ked  roond  like  one  whose  mind  was  not 
there.  The  woman  addressed  him  with  a 
prayer  not  to  let  the  fire  be  lit;  he  appeared 
not  to  heed  her  words ;  she  spoke  on  with 
TiTaeity,  and  cried  >  **  Handsome  yoang  man, 
ten  hast  killed  my  tiger,  I  do  not  corse  thee ; 
my  lion,  good  yonng  man,  I  will  bless 


spare 
See."* 


Honorio  was  looking  straight  ootbeibre  him. 
to  where  the  san  on  his  coarse  began  to  sink. 
'^Thoa  lookest  to  the  west,"  cried  the  woman ; 
*tboa  dost  well,  Uiere  is  mach  to  do  there; 
hasten,  ^lay  not,  thou  wilt  conquer.  Bat  first 
eonqaer  thyself."  At  this  he  appeared  to  give 
«  sinile ;  the  woman  stept  on ;  eoald  not,  how- 
ever, bat  look  back  once  more  at  him :  a  raddy 
twi  was  oTershininghis  face;  she  thought  she 
Inul  never  sisen  a  hudsomer  youth: 

"If  your  child,"  said  the  warder  now,  ^'with 
his  fluting  and  singing,  can,  as  you  are  per- 
■«aded,  eutice  and  pacify  die  lion,' we  shall 
soon  get  mastery  of  him  after,  for  die  creature 
has  lain  down  quite  dose  to  the  perforated 
vaults  through  which,  as  the  main  passage 
was  blocked  ap  with  roins,  we  ^ad  to  bore 
ourselves  an  entrance  into  the  Castle-Court. 
If  the  child  entice  him  into  this  tatter,  I  can 
close  the  opening  with  little  difficulty ;  then  the 
boy,  if  he  like,  can  glide  out  by  one  of  the  lit- 
tle spiral  stairs  he  will  find  in  the  corner.  We 
must  conceal  ourselves;  but  I  shall  so  take 
my  place  that  a  rifle-ball  can,  at  any  moment, 
help  the  poor  child  in  case  of  extremity.*' 

"All  these  precautions  are  unnecessary; 
God  and  skill,  piety  and  a  blessing,  must  do  the 
work." — "May  be,"  replied  the  warder,  "how- 
ever, I  know  my  duties.  First,  I  must  lead 
yoo,  by  a  difficult  path  to  the  top  of  the  wall, 
ri^t  opposite  the  vaults  and  opening  I  have 
mentioned:  the  child  may  then  go  down,  as 
into  the  arena  of  the  show,  and  lead  away  the 
animal,  if  it  will  follow  him."  This  was 
done:  warder  and  mother  looked  down  in 
concealment  as  the  child,  descending  the  screw- 
stairs,  showed  himself  in  the  open  space  of 
the  .Court,  and  disappeared  opposite  them  in 
the  gloomy  opening;  but  forthwith  gave  his 
flute  voice,  which  by  and  by  grew  weaker,  and 
at  last  sank  dumb.  The  pause  was  bodeful 
enough ;  the  old  Hunter,  familiar  with  danger, 
felt  heart-sick  at  the  singular  conjuncture ;  the 
mother,  however,  with  cheerful  face,  bending 
over  to  listen,  showed  not  the  smallest  discom- 
])osure. 

At  last  the  flute  was  again  heard ;  the  child 
stept  forth  from  the  cavern  with  glittering  sa- 


tisfied eyea,  die  lion  after  him,  hut  sloe)y,i 
as  it  seemed,  with  difficaliy.  He  shovcAk 
and  there  desire  to  lie  down;  yet  the. boy 
him  in  a  half-circle  throogh  the  fevdiskn 
many-tinted  trees,  till  at  lengdi,  in  the  I 
rays  of  die  sun  which  poured  in  throi^ 
hole  in  the  ruins,  he  set  him  down,  as  if  n 
figared  in  the  bright  red  light;  andsgusa 
menoed%is  pacifying  song,  the  repctilia 
which  we  also  cannot  forhear: 


Tfom  the  Veas,  1,  tai  a  dM|Mr. 

Pro|4Mt'i  MMf  of  praiw 
Aoffel-biM  ta«  iMth  fbr 

WeediiUM  food  man 

Lio«,  LloMM,  sfuiiif. 

Illldl7  preMlng  nwad  Mn  tm»  i 
Tm,  ttac  hnniMo,  holy  pnUn^ 

It  iMth  mfttfo  then  taaio. 

Meanwhile  die  Hon  had  laid  indf  il 
quite  close  to  the  child,  and  lifted  in  M 
right  fore-paw  into.his  bosom;  the  bof  li 
sung  gracefully  stroked  it;  hat  wu  boi| 
in  observing  that  a  sharodiora  hsl  mi! 
selfbetween  the  balls.  HeeaieMyH'^ 
ont ;  with,  a  smile,  took  the  paity-coloBrtlil 
handkerchief  from  his  neck,  and  boaad^flT 
(rightful  paw  of  the  monster;  so  that  ImI 
ther  for  joy  bent  herself  back  with  ooisMi 
arms,  and  perhaps,  accprSing  to  eiistHi,il 
have  shouted  and  clapped  appUuse,  \ai% 
hard  hand  gripe  of  th!e  warder  raniaU 
that  the  danger  was  not  yet  over. 

Triumphantly  the  child  sang  on,  havxic^ 
a  few  tones  preluded : 

For  xXk"  Eternal  rule*  AbuTe  ns, 
Landt  and  oceani  rolea  hia  will; 

Lions  <>Ten  aa  lamho  ahall  lore  ai^ 
And  tb«  promteat  wavoa  W  iiflL 

Whetted  twnrd  to  acabliard  clesTtaa 
Faith  and  Hope  victorkMin  tre : 

Strong,  who,  loving  and  belieriai, 
Prays,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 

Were  it  possible  to  fancy  that  in  tke  cm 
nance  of  so  griin  a  creature,  the  tjrsDt  d 
woods,  the  despot  of  the  animal  kin^^ 
expression  of  friendliness,  of  thaiikfsl 
tentment  could  be  traced,  then  hert  east 
traceable ;  and  truly  the  child  in  his  ilM 
look  had  the  air  as  of  a  mighty  triaop 
victor ;  the  other  figure,  indeed  not  of  ital 
vanquished,  for  his  strength  lay  conceik 
him ;  but  yet  of  one  tamed,  of  one  gife>  < 
his  own  peaceful  will.  The  child  flatel 
sang  on,  changing  the  lines  according  « 
way,  and  adding  new : 

And  to  to  good  children  krmgeth 

Bleated  Angel  help  In  need ; 

Fettera  o*er  tho  cruel  flingeth. 

Worthy  art  with  wlnfi  doth 

80  have  umed,  and  finnly  iroa*4 
To  a  poor  child's  feeble  kaasi 
Him  the  foreat'a  lordly  tynat, 
Soog  and  Piety. 


THE  TALE. 


THE  TALE. 

BY    GOETHE. 
[FiiASER*s  Magazine,  1832.} 


many  years  ago,  wrote  a  piece 
rr/ifti,  (The  Tale ;)  which  the 
of  Germany  contrived  to  cri- 
e  of  the  pen;  declaring  that  it 
Tale,  and  worthy  to  be  called 
,  {das  Mdhrrken  aller  Mahrcheu^) 
?rtain  to  most  English  readers, 
repeatedly  seen  as  much  in 
?  English  readers  it  may  ap- 
thermore,  that  they  personally 
of  Tales ;  and  can  even  pro- 
erve  no  such  epithet,  and  the 
of  Germany  to  be  little  other 

• 

rs !  the  first  certainty  is  alto- 
le ;  the  second  certainty  is  not 

ihrchen  aller  Mdhrchen  you  may 
)wn  eyes,  at  this  hour,  in  the 
e  of  Goethe's  Werke ;  and  sec- 
^.  On  the  other  hand,  that 
f  Tales,"  put  forth  some  years 
[1  station  thereof,  by  an  indivi- 
with  the  Periodical  Press  of 
riodical  vehicle,  if  we  remem- 
I  soon  after,  and  was  rebuilt, 
nder  the  name  of  Court  Jow' 
*ans]ation,  miserable  enough, 
nt  thing;  a  thing,  not  a  Muhr^ 
Pale)  at  all,  but  an  Erzdhlung 
itious  Narrative;  having  no 
ion  to  the  real  piece,  (beyond 
same  volume;)  not  so  much 
irhorthn  of  Divorce  has  to  his 
',roso!  In  this  way  do  indivi- 
with  the  Periodical  Press  of 
leir  part,  and  commodiously 
ublic  of  English  readers,  and 
with  a  mass  of  roasted  grass, 
?wed  venison ;  and  will  con- 
till  thou — open  thy  eyes,  and 
nster  become  a  seeing  one. 
we  did  not  publicly  note  at  the 
'rence  ;  for  two  good  reasons : 
mistakes  are  increasing,  like 
le  rate  of  Twelve  Hundred  a 
of  seizing  o^e,  and  throttling 
fectly  inconsiderable :  second, 
not  then  in  existence.  The 
ic,  astonishing  Entity,  which 
addresses  mankind  for  a  sea- 
ered  (his  elements  scattered 
,  and  working  under  other 
womb  of  Nothing!  Meditate 
Reader:  if  thou  wilt  consider 
'e  are;  what  Powers,  of  Cash, 
igence,  Stupidity,  and  Mystery 
what  work  we  do  and  will  do, 
)  end  to  thy  amazement, 
however,  we  do  now  note ;  in- 
T  occasion.  By  the  fact,  name- 
le  English  Translation  of  that 
sen  handed  in  to  us  for  judg- 
(such  judgment  having  proved 


merciful)  comes  out  from  us  in  the  way  of 
publication.  Of  the  Translation  we  cannot 
say  much ;  by  the  colour  of  the  paper,  it  may 
be  some  seven  years  old,  and  kave  lain  per- 
haps in  smoky  repositories:  it  is  not  a  good 
Translation ;  yet  also  not  wholly  bad;  faithfal 
to  the  original,  (as  we  can  vouch,  after  strict 
trial ;)  conveys  the  real  meaning,  though  with 
an  effort:  here  and  there  our  pen  has  striven 
to  help  it,  but  could  not  do  much.  The  poor 
Translator,  who  signs  hintisHf  "D.  T.,"  and 
afiects  to  carry  matters  with  a  high  hand, 
though,  as  we  have  ground  to  surmise,  he  is 
probably  in  straits  for  the  necessaries  of  life, 
— has,  at  a  more  recent  date,  appended  nu- 
merous Notes;  wherein  he  will  convince  him- 
self that  more  meaning  Ires  in  his  M2hrch«n 
"  than  in  all  the  Literature  of  our  century  r*^ 
some  of  these  we  have  retained,  now  and  then 
with  an  explanatory  or  exculpatory  word  of 
our  own;  the  most  we  have  cut  away,  as  su- 
perfluous and  even  absurd.  Superfluous  and 
even  absurd,  we  say :  D.  T.  can  take  this  of 
us  as  he  likes ;  we  know  him,  and  what  is  in 
him,  and  what  is  not  in  hhn  ;  believe  that  he 
will  prove  reasonable;  can  do 'either  way.  At 
all  events,  let  one  of  the  notablest  Perform- 
ances produced  for  the  last  thousand  years,  be 
now,  through  his  organs,  (since  no  other,  la 
this  elapsed  half-century,  have  oflered  them- 
selves,) set  before  an  undiscerning  public. 

We  100  will  premise  our  conviction  that 
this  Mahrrhtn  presents  a  phantasmagoric  Adum- 
bration, pregnant  with  deepest  significance; 
though  nowise  that  D.  T.  has  so  accurately 
evolved  the  same.  Listen  notwithstanding  to 
a  remark  or  two,  extracted  from  his  immeft- 
surable  Proem : 

"Dull  men  of  this  country,"  says  he,  **  who 
pretend  to  admire  Goethe,  smiled  on  me  when 
I  first  asked  the  meaning  of  this  Tale.  '  Mean- 
ing !'  answered  they  :  *  it  is  a  wild  arabesque, 
without  meaning  or  piirpose  at  all,  except  to 
dash  together,  copiously  enoogh,  confused  huet 
of  Imagination,  and  see  what  will  come  of 
them.'  Such  is  still  the  persuasion  of  several 
heads;  which  nevertheless  would  perhaps 
grudge  to  be  considered  wigblocks.*' — Not  im- 
possible :  the  first  Sin  in  our  Universe  was 
Lucifer^s,  that  of  Self-conceit.  But  hear  tcgaih  ; 
what  is  more  to  the  point: 

**  The  difficulties  of  interpretation  are  ex- 
ceedingly enhanced  by  one  circumstance,  not 
unusual  in  other  such  writings  of  Goethe's; 
namely,  that  this  is  no  Allegory ;  which,  as  in 
the  Pihi,rtni*s  Progress,  you  have  only  once  for 
all  to  find  the  key  of,  and  so  go  on  unlocking: 
it  is  a  Phanta&magory,  rather;  wherein  things 
the  most  heterogeneous  are,  with  homogeneity 
of  figure,  emblemed  forth :  which  would  re- 
quire not  one  key  to  unlock  it,  but,  at  different 
stages  of  the  business,  a  dozen  Nuccessiv^ 
keys.'*  Here  you  have  epochs  of  time  sha- 
dowed forth,  there  Qualities  of  the  Uamaa 
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BmI:  DOW  it  is  lottinrtaM,  Hiitoricil  EtcdLs 
tttw  Doclrinfa,  Pbiloanphic  Tntlbs  :  thus  arc 
•D  manner  ui  ■  entities  anil  qriUdiiiu  and 
^oals  of  drruocl  hodies'  set  Qying;  you  have 
Ibe  whole  Fonr  Elements  chao(iciw:real'vety 
latobled  U'pelher.  acJ  ^pirili  enough  imbottr- 
tDf;  ihemselves.and  roguishly  peering  through. 
in  Ihe  eoofused  witd-itorliing  mass  i"     ■     •  • 

■So  mocb.  however,  I  vilt  stake  my  whole 
money  eapiial  and  nterary  character  upon : 
Ihal  here  is  a  Vonderfnl  Ehblik  or  Ukifir- 
■II.  HiiToai  set  forth;  more  especially  a 
wunderfal  Emblem  oi  Ihis  our  tronderrul  and 
woful  '  Age  of  TransiUDTi ;'  what  men  have 
been  and  done,  whal  they  are  lo  be  and  do,  is, 
in  this  Tale  of  Tales,  poeiicn-prDpheiieally 
typified,  in  auch  a  style  of  grandeur  and  celes- 
Itnl  brilliancy  and  life,  ai  the  Western  Itnagi- 
naiioD  has  not  elsewhere  reached ;  as  only  the 
Onenlal  Imagination,  and  in  the  primeval  ages. 
was  wont  to  attempt." — Here  surely  is  good 
wine,  wiih  a  big  bush!  Study  the  Tale  of 
T«le»,  0  reiller:  even  in  the  bald  version  of 
D.  T,  there  will  be  meaning  found.  He  con- 
tinues in  this  iriumpbanl  slyle ; 

*■  Can  any  mortal  heed  (not  a  wigblocb)  doubt 
thai  the  Giant  of  this  Poem  means  Suhbiti- 
TiosT  Thai  I  he  Ferryman  has  something  to 
do  with  the  PaiisTBuuu;  his  Hut  with  the 
Cni'acn ! 

"  Again,  might  it  nol  be  presumed  that  Ihe 
Eiver  were  Tiwa ;  and  thai  II  flowed  (as  Tine 
does)  between  two  worlds  t  Call  the  world, 
or  CDontry  on  this  nAt,  where  the  Cur  Lilv 
dwtlls,  the  world  of  SupiaaATCwtusa ;  the 
eoBBtry  on  that  side,  riiTraiuiM, 
lof  we«k-day  world  wbcr«  we  all  dwdt  aad 
tail:  whoioevei  or  wbilMseTcr  intrwJaeer  ^ 
aeIC  and  appears  in  the  fira  eank  of  kai 
bwineu,  or  as  w*  well  saj, 


other. 


I  Insight,  Culliia 
As  for  the  Snake.  I  Inuwaalac 
name  lo  call  il  by  ;  nay  perhapi.  n 
voutbulariex,  there  is  o"  lami  <M 
that  does  nol  hinder  itt  brtiuc  •  iUac| 
enough.  Medilalioo;  ImelleciBil  In 
rndeisianding;  in  (he  mfoi  gen 
tion,  Thiinghi;  all  lhr<e  come* 
ing  it;  none  acloaliy  desiguKi  k 
bound,  tinder  legal  penalties  to  gntt 
lure  a  name,  I  should  say  TascMTnl 
anolher. 

■■  But  what  if  oar  Snake,  and  ■•  ■« 
that  works  here  beside  it,  wen  ■ 

any  kind ;  none  of  these  tkia^  pM 
alone,  but  samethin-i  inWrsn' 
ing  of  them  all !  In  wtueh  a 
vulgar  speech,  were  a  anil  ' 
tempt:  it  is  anaameaWa  ia 
mains  only  the  allegorical  Fignc  !■ 
this  Tale  by  Ibe  name  of  Saakc;  aal 
less  romUne  and  shadowiaf  fanh  « 
Ibal  speech  has  namrii.  or  Migta  Ma 
this  helerogeaeity  of  aai>re,  piKka 
solidesl  Piedicabls  heela  o>T<rb(ii4a 
you  half  a  dinen  C«itigori«  tM*  *ei 
pot  at  once, — thai  to  bi  ■--••-  •■—' 
Commenlalor,  aad  tor  m 
ing  him  to  A  h»  ihm  mtmt 

-  The  WilUi'-wisps.  tkac  la^jlMJ, 
cuBplineDt  the  ladin,  and  eal  laUw 
itEnia  lbeiB.1  (ur  ay  »wi  AwctI* 
betty  of  Txemnfia  uimr  ttaiiwrfB 
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ftCTTCAL  iBniATOum ;  which  as  married  to 
isoD,  to  spiritaal  VisioD  and  Belief,  first 
kes  np  man's  being  here  below.  Unhappi- 
he  ancient  couple,  we  find,  are  but  in  a  de- 
ed condition :  the  better  emblems  are  they 
Beaton  and  Endeavour  in  this  our  "transi- 
lary  age !"  The  Man  presents  himself  in 
garb  of  a  peasant,  the  Woman  has  grown 

•  garrulous,  querulous ;  both  live  neverthe- 
i  in  their  *  ancient  cottage,'  better  or  worse, 

roof-tree  of  which  still  holds  together  over 
an.  And  (hen  those  mischievous  Will-o'- 
ps,  who  pay  the  old  lady  such  court,  and 
VU  the  old  gold  (all  that  was  wise  and  beau- 
I  and  desirable)  ofi^  her  walls ;  and  show 
old  atones,  quite  ugly  and  bare,  as  they  had 
been  forages!  Besides,  they  have  killed 
r  Mops,  the  plaything,  and  joy  and  fondling 
be  house ; — as  has  not  that  same  Elegant 
:are,  or  French  Philosophy  done,  whereso- 

*  it  has  arrived  ?  Mark,  notwithstanding, 
'  the  Man  with  the  Lamp  puts  it  all  right 
«v  reconciles  every  thing,  and  makes  the 
It  business  out  of  what  seemed  the  worst. 
With  regard  to  the  Four  Kings,  and  the 
iple  which  lies  fashioned  under  ground, 
99  to  consider  all  this  as  the  Future  lying 
«red  and  certain  under  the  Present:  you 
rre,  not  only  inspired  Reason  (or  the  Man 

the  Lamp)  but  scientific  Thought  (or  the 
re)  can  discern  it  lying  there:  neverthe- 

much  work  must  be  done,  innumerable 
tolties  fronted  and  conquered,  before  it  can 
oat  of  the  depths,  (of  the  Future,)  and  re- 
t  itself  as  the  actual  worshipping-place  of 
»  and  '  the  most  frequented  Temple  in  the 
le  Earth.' 

is  for  the  fair  Lily  and  her  ambulatory 
asitous  Prince,  these  are  objects  that  I 
I  admit  myself  incapable  of  naming;  yet 
ise  admit  myself  incapable  of  attaching 
nini?  to.  Consider  them  as  the  two  dis- 
ed  HaJves  of  this  singular  Dualistic  Being 
irs  ;  a  Being,  I  must  say,  the  most  utterly 
listic ;  fashioned,  from  the  very  heart  of 
It  of  Positive  and  Negative,  (what  we  hap- 

cali  Light  and  Darkness,  necessity  and 
willt  Good  and  Evil,  and  the  like;)  every- 
"e  out  of  iwo  mortally  opposed  things, 
th  yet  must  be  united  in  vital  love,  if  there 

be  any  Ltfe  —a  being,  I  repeat,  Dualistic 
Bd  expressing;  which  will  split  in  two, 
e  it  in  any  direction,  on  any  of  its  six 

;  and  does  of  itself  split  in  two,  (into  Con- 
etioD,)  every  hour  of  the  day, — were  not 
perpetually  there,  perpetually  knitting  it 
b^r  ai^in !  But  as  to  that  cutting  np,  and 
^Uinf^t  and  labelling  of  the  indivisible 
mn  8oul  into  what  are  called  **  Faculties," 
a  tbiog  I  have  from  of  old  eschewed,  and 
bated.  A  thing  which  you  finut  some- 
ft  doi*  (or  you  cannot  tpeak ,-)  yet  which  is 
r  dt»ne  without  Error  hovering  near  you ; 
Host  part,  without  her  pouncing  on  you, 
latte  blindfolding  you. 
met  D'lt  US,  thereft»re,  in  looking  at  Lily 
her  rrince  be  tempted  to  that  practice: 
aboard  we  try  to  nomf  them  at  all  1  Enough 
'  do  f«*el  that  man's  whole  Being  is  riven 
der  every  way  (in  this'transitionary  age,') 
^awaiag  in  hcwtile,  irreconcilable  contra- 
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diction  with  itsvlf :  idMt  good  were  it  to  know 
farther  in  what  tfirec  ion  the  rift  (as  our  Poet 
here  pleased  to  represent  it)  had  taken  effect? 
Fancy,  however,  that  the^e  two  Halvkii  of 
Man\s  Boul  and  Being  are  separated,  in  pain 
and  enchanted  obstruction,  from  one  another. 
The  better,  fairer  Half  .sits  in  the  Supernatural 
country,  deadening  and  killing;  alas,  not  per- 
mitted to  come  across  into  the  Natural  visible 
country,  and  there  make  all  blessed  and  alive! 
The  rugged  stronger  Half,  in  sueh  separation, 
is  quite  lamed  and  paralytic ;  wretched,  for- 
lorn, in  a  state  of  death-life,  must  he  wander  to 
and  fro  over  the  River  of  Time  ;  all  that  is  dear 
and  essential  to  him,  imprisoned  ihert;  which 
if  he  look  at  he  grows  still  weaker,  which  if 
he  touch,  he  dies.  Poor  Prince !  And  let  the 
judicious  reader,  who  had  read  the  Era  he  lives 
in,  or  even  spelt  the  alphabet  thereof,  say 
whether,  with  the  paralytic-lamed  Activity  of 
man  (hampered  and  hamstrung  *  in  a  transi- 
tionary  age'  of  Skepticism,  Methodism ;  atheis- 
tic Sarcasm,  hysteric  Orgasm;  brazen-faced 
Delusion,  Puff*ery,  Hypocrisy,  Stupidity,  and 
the  whole  Bill  and  nothing  but  the  Bill,)  it  is 
not  even  sol  Must  not  poor  man's  Activity 
(like  this  poor  Prince)  wander  from  Natural  to 
Supernatural,  and  back  again,  disconsolate 
enough ;  unable  to  do  any  thing,  except  merely 
wring  its  hands,  and,  whimpering  and  bluh* 
bering,  lamentably  inquire  :  H'hat  shall  I  doT 
"But  Courage!  Courage!  The  Temple  is 
built,  (though  under-ground ;)  the  Bridge  shall 
arch' itself,  the  divided  Two  shall  clasp  each 
other  as  flames  do,  rushing  into  one ;  and  all 
that  ends  well  shall  be  well !  Mark  only  how, 
in  this  imitable  Poem,  worthy  an  Olympic 
crown,  or  prize  of  the  Literary  Society,  it  is 
represented  as  proceeding!" 

.  So  far  D.  T.;  a  commentator  who  at  least 
does  not  want  confidence  in  himself;  whom 
we  shall  only  caution  not  to  be  too  confident; 
to  remember  always  that,  as  he  once  says, 
** Pbantasmaeory  is  not  Allegory;**  that  much 
exists,  under  our  very  noses,  which  has  no 
"name,"  and  can  get  none;  that  the  "River 
of  Time"  and  so  forth  may  be  one  thing,  or 
more  than  one,  or  none ;  that,  in  short,  there 
is  risk  of  the  too  valiant  D.  T.'s  bambo«izling 
himself  in  this  matter ;  being  led  from  puddle 
to  pool;  and  so  leA  standing  at  lasu  like  a 
foolish  mystified  nose-of-wax,  wondering  where 
the  devil  he  is. 

To  the  simpler  sort  of  readers  we  shall  also 
extend  an  advice ;  or  be  it  rather,  proffer  a 
petition.  It  is  to  fancy  themselves,  ft>r  the 
time  being,  delivered  altogether  from  D.  T.'s 
company;  and  to  read  this  Muhrrhtn^  as  if  it 
were  there  only  for  its  own  sake,  and  those 
tag-rag  Notes  of  his  were  so  much  blank 
paper.  Let  the  simpler  sort  of  readers  say 
now  how  they  like  it!  If  unhappily  on  look- 
ing back,  some  spasm  of  "the  malady  of 
thought "  begin  afflicting  them,  let  such  Notea 
be  then  inquired  of,  but  not  till  then,  and  then 
also  with  distrust.  Pin  thy  faith  to  no  man's 
sleeve;  hast  thou  not  two  eyes  of  thy  own  1 

The  Commentator  himself  cannot,  it  is  to  be 
hoped,  imagine  that  he  has  exhausted  the  mat* 
ter.    To  decipher  and  represent  the  mttmU  of 
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iki*  enrftotdinuy  ProdoMioa,  and  wbml  vas 
dK  Aalhi)r'>  aUU  of  mind  in  prndaciag  il;  to 
HT,  witb  dim.  comoiun  tjet.  whal  ibc  gtcal 
Ooetbe,  iruh  inipirei)  porlie  eyes.  lh«n  saw; 
aod  paint  lo  tmtsttl  iht  ihick-comiDE  shapes 
u>d  maDf-coltsarrd  splendours  n[  his  ~  Pros- 
prro*j  Grotto."  al  that  hour:  Ihii  vera  whai 


w«  cnald  c: 


■rdo. 


W>  shall  Fonclmlp  wilb  remarkiDg  two 
thingt.  First,  thai  D.  T.  does  doi  appear  (□ 
have  >et  eye  on  aDr  at  those  German  Cam- 
nantark^on  this  Tale  nf  Tales;  or  even  In 
have  heard,  credfoily,  that  such  eiUi:  an 
omiaBion,  m  a  profrsted  Translator,  which  he 
himself  mny  aosiret  Tor.  Secondly,  that  with 
•11  bis  bounilleas  preluding,  he  has  Torzul  lo 
ioten  ihe  Author's  own  prelude;  the  paj.5»^, 
namely,  by  which  this  iHUrtlitn  is  e»ipeeiall)- 
uahered  ia,  and  the  keyimleor  11  slrucb  by  the 
Oompiiser  himself,  and  the  tone  of  Ihewhole 
prescribed!  This  laller  allnerther  plariag 
omidsifln  ve  now  charitably  supply ;  and  then 
let  D.  T.,  and  his  illu^iriuui  Original,  and  ihe 
Readers  of  this  Magazine  take  i(  among  ihem. 
Ttim  111  Ihe  latter  part  of  Ihe  DndirluH  Jutgt- 
utandtTln  (page  808.  Volume  XV.  of  the  last 
Edition  of  GtwiAf'i  Wrria ;)  it  is  written  (here 
■I  we  render  it: 

■"The  Imajcinalion,'  said  Karl,  'is  a  fine 
faculty  i  yet  I  like  not  when  sihe  works  on 
what  has  actually  happened:  the  airy  forms 
*he  creates  are  welcome  is  things  of  Iheir 
own  kind;  but  uniting  with  Truth  she  pro- 
duces oneoest    nothing   bat   mnnsiers;   and 

vanance  wilh  Reason  and  Common  sense. 
She  ought,  you  might  say,  lo  hang  upon  no 
tibjeot,  to  force  no  object  on  us;  she  must,  if 
she  U  to  produce  Works  of  An,  piny  like  a 
snrt.of  music  upon  us;  move  us  within  nur- 
■elved,  and  this  in  aneh  a  way  thai  we  forpiei 
there  is  any  thing  without  us  producing  the 


"  ■  Proceed  no  farther,'  said  the  old  man, 
'with  your  conditionings!  Ti>  enjoy  a  pro- 
duei  of  Imagination  this  also  is  a  condiiinn, 
that  WB  enjoy  il  unconditionally ;  for  Imagina- 
lion  her!.elf  cannot  condition  and  barpain  ;  she 
ttinsi  wait  whai  shall  be  given  her.  She  forms 
no  plans,  prescribes  for  herself  no  path  ;  but 
ia  borue  and  guided  by  her  own  pinions;  and 
hovering  hither  and  thither,  marks  out  the 
strangest  courses;  which  in  iheir  direction 
nre  ever  altering.  Lei  me  but,  on  my  evening 
walk,  call  up  agtin  to  life  within  me,  some 
wondrous  figures  t  was  wont  to  play  with  in 
earlier  years.  This  night  I  promise  you  a  Talc, 
which  ahallremindyouofNothingBod  of  Alt.'" 

And  now  for  it!  O.  T. 

THE  TALE. 

Ik  his  little  Hut.  by  the  preat  River,  which 
■  heavy  rain  had  swoln  to  overflnwtn:;,  lay  the 
•ncienl  Ferrvman.  i-leep,  wearied  by  the  Mil 
of  the  day.    'In  the  middle  of  the  mslil,*  loud 


Toie«  awoke  bim ;  ke  b« 
lers  wishing  to  beei...    . 

Steppmg  oal.he  !«wl«aU^Vim'.|^  I 
hovering  u  and   fro  on  bi)  [tiMlualii 
moored  ;  they  oaid.  ihey  <> 
and    should    have   bei:i^ 
side.     The  old  Ferrj .,. 
pushed  uft  and  steer '.i: 
obliquely  tbrooffb  llie   - 
!^tranger>  whiffled  *ii'l  :. 
unkaosu  rery  rapid  i.  : 
I  and  then  broke  nut  i:i    ' 

seats,  al  analher  on  Ihe  Uni.pm  d  bf  t« 
■     ~Theboai  ii  heeling !'*  crwd  ite oK • 
"if  you   don't  be   quieU  il  will  nwftlj 
seated,  genllemeu  of  the  wisp.*" 

At  ihiK  advice  they  burn  in 
ter.  mocked  ihe  old  man,  u< 
qntf  t  than  ever.    He  bore  [hrir  d 
patience,  and  soon  reached  tbt  Al 

"  Here  isfor  tour  labDDircluda| 
and  as  they  shook  lhcm£elni,ar 
tering  gold-pieces  jingled  dawBJ 
boai,  "For  Ueareu's  sake,  I*^ 
about  1"  cried  the  old  a 
Car  ever!  Had  a  single  piect^ 
inio  the  water,  the  stream  whiekd 
gold,  would  have  risen  in  borril-fl 
swallowed  bolh  my  skiff  and  1^ 
knows  how  ii  might  have  fsrcAjfl 
that  case :  here,  l^e  back  yourglp 

"  We  rati  lake  nothing beck.w 
once  stixken  from  us."  said  Ike  U 

'■  'I'hen  you  give  me  (he  irouW^^ 
man,  stsopiog  down,  and  gaibeti 
into  his  cap,  "  of  raking  theia  M 
carrying  them  ashore,  and  bntyia^ 

The  Lighu  had  leaped  thHnlkM 
old  man  cried :  "  Stay  ;  where  iaflT 

"  If  yob  take  DO  gold,  you  n 
thing,"  cried  the  Will-o'-wisi 
know  that  I  am  only  to  be  pftidd 
the  earth."— "Fruits  of  the  eankj, 
ihem  and  have  never  lasted  Ihemi'V 
1  eannoi  let  ynu  go,  till  you  hav*  pi 
you  will  deliver  me  three  ('ahbages.AlBli 
chokes,  and  three  lar^e  Oniuas." 

The  Lights  were  making  off  uriih  ji 
they  fell  themselves,  iu  snuie  iau 
manner,  fiislened  to  the  groniid:  il  wttdl 
pleaaantesl  feeling  they  had  ever  hai  1 
engaiied  lo  pay  him  fais  demand  a 
possible:  he  let  them  go,  and  pnA- 
He  was  gore  a  good  distance,  when  Ibt 
lo  him :  '•  Old  Man !  Uulla,  old  man  <  I 

pointisforpillen!"*  He  was  off.ktiwa 

did  not  bear  Ihem.  He  hnd  fallen  <]iiiedr4i 
thai  side  of  Ihe  Biver,  wbere,  ia  a  roekjfl 
which  the  water  never  reached,  he  ail 
bury  Ihe  pernicious  gold.  Hpt*.  betWMi  I 
high  crags,  be  found  amon=;tr>'.it'srha\m:  lb 


Ouquetts, '  all  rrfiwbnaa  -'  i.- 


THE  TALE. 


*tB\  into  h,  and  tteered  back  to  his  cot- 

\  in  this  chasm,  lay  the  fair  g^en  Snake, 
as  roosed  from  her  sleep  by  the  gold 
r  chinkiD^  down.*  No  sooner  did  she 
eye  on  the  glittering  coins,  than  she 
m  all  np,  with  the  greatest  relish,  on  the 

nd  carefttUy  picked  out  such  pieces  as 
irattered  in  the  chinks  of  the  rock, 
cely  had  she  swallowed  them,  when,  with 
e  deliE^ht,  she  began  to  feel  the  metal 
Z  in  her  inwards,  and  spreading  all  over 
dy ;  and  soon,  to  her  lively  joy,  she  ob- 

that  she  was  grown  transparent  and 
»Qs.  Long  ago  she  had  been  told  that 
as  possible;  but  now  being  doubtful 
?r  such  a  light  could  last,  her  curiosity 
le  desire  to  be  secure  against  the  future, 

her  from  her  cell,  that  she  might  3ee 
t  was  that  had  shaken  in  this  precious 
She  found  no  one.  The  more  delight- 
■A  it  to  admire  her  own  appearance,  and 
"aceful  brightness,  as  she  crawled  along 
;h  roots  and  bushes,  and  spread  out  her 
mong  the  grass.  Every  leaf  seemed  of 
Id,  every  flower  was  dyed  with  new  glory, 
i  in  vain  that  she  crossed  the  solitary 
ts;  but  her  hopes  rose  high,  when,  on 
ng  the  open  country,  she  perceived  from 
brilliancy  resembling  her  own.    '*  Shall 

my  like  at  last,  then  V*  cried  she,  and 
ed  to  the  spot.  The  toil  of  crawling 
h  bog  and  reeds  gave  her  little  thought; 
ugh  she  liked  best  to  live  in  dry  grassy 
of  the  mountains,  among  the  clefls  of 
and  for  most  part  fed  on  spicy  herbs, 
iked  her  thirst  with  mild  dew  and  fresh 

water,  yet  for  the  sake  of  this  dear  gold, 
I    the  hope  of  this  glorious  light,  she 

have  undertaken  any  thing  you  could 
ie  to  her. 

ist,  with  much  fatigue,  she  reached  a  wet 
spot  in  the  swamp,  where  our  two  Will- 
is were  frisking  to  and  fro.  She  shoved 
r along  to  them ;  saluted  them,  was  happy 
t  such  pleasant  gentlemen  related  to  her 
.  The  Lights  glided  towards  her, 
d  up  over  her,  and  laughed  in  their 
n.    "  Lady  Cousin,"  said  they,  *'  you  are 

horizontal  line,  yet  what  of  that?  It  is 
'e  are  related  only  by  the  look;  for  ob- 
jTou,**  here  both  the  Flames,  compressing 
rhole  breadth,  made  themselves  as  high 
eaked  as  possible,  *'  how  prettily  this 
ength  beseems  us  gentlemen  of  the  ver- 
ine!    Take  it  not  amiss  of  us,  good 

what  family  can  boast  of  such  a  thing? 
there  ever  was  a  Jack-oManthom  in  the 

no  one  of  them  has  either  sat  or  lain.** 

Snake  felt  exceedingly  uncomfortable 
company  of  these  relations ;  for  let  her 
er  head  as  high  as  possible,  she  found 
le  most  bend  it  to  the  earth  again,  would 
ir  from  the  spot  rf  and  if  in  the  dark 

>INIHT,  Ifndemandlnr,  roaMd  fmm  Iwr  loni; 
y  the  flrat  prmluce  of  modern  Belief  Lettret ; 
he  eacerly  de voiim.— D.  T. 
ff  Anoiirh:  Thoiifht  cannot  fly  and  dinee,  tt 
MA r«!  of  Belles  LHtrea  may ;  phe  proceeda  In  the 
dhftnle.  iif»-and-down  method ;  and  mtiat  ever 
i**r  head  to  the  earth  arHin/*  (in  the  way  of  Ba- 
Experuneat,)  or  ahe  will  not  itir  firou  the  ■pot.— 


thicket  she  had  been  extrtfrnely  satisfied  wHb 
her  appearance,  her  splendour  in  the  presence 
of  these  cousins  seemed  to  lesson  every  mo' 
ment,  nay  she  was  afraid  that  at  last  it  would 
go  out  entirely. 

In  this  embarrassment  she  hastily  asked: 
if  the  gentlemen  could  not  inform  her,  whence 
the  glittering  gold  came,  that  had  fallen  a 
short  while  ago  into  the  cleft  of  the  rock  ;  her 
own  opinion  was,  that  it  had  been  a  golden 
shower,  and  had  trickled  down  direct  from  the 
sky.  The  Will-o'-wisps  laughed,  and  shook 
themselves,  and  a  multitude  of  gold-pieces 
came  clinking  down  about  them.  The  snake 
pushed  nimbly  forward  to  eat  the  coin.  **  Much 
good  may  it  do  you,  Mistress,'*  said  the  dap- 
per gentlemen  :  **  we  can  help  you  to  a  little 
more."  They  shook  themselves  again  several 
times  with  great  quickness,  so  that  the  Snake 
could  scarcely  gulp  the  precious  victuals  fast 
enough.  Her  splendour  visibly  began  increas- 
ing; she  was  really  shining  beautifully,  while 
the  Lights  had  in  the  mean  time  grown  rather 
lean  and  short  of  stature,  without  however  in 
the  smallest  losing  their  good-humour. 

'^I  am  obliged  to  you  for  ever,"  said  the 
Snake,  having  got  her  wind  again  aAer  the  re- 

rist ;  **  ask  of  me  what  you  will ;  all  that  I  can 
will  do." 

**  Very  good !"  cried  the  Lights.  •*  Then  tell 
as  where  the  fair  Lily  dwells  !  Lead  us  to  the 
fair  Lily's  palace  and  garden  ;  and  do  not  lose  a 
moment,  we  are  dying  of  impatience  to  iall 
down  at  her  feet." 

**  This  service,"  said  the  Snake  with  a  deep 
sigh,  **  I  cannot  now  do  for  you.  The  fair  Lily 
dwells,  alas,  on  the  other  side  of  the  water." — 
**  Other  side  of  the  water  ?  And  we  have  come 
across  it,  this  stormy  night !  How  cruel  is  the 
River  to  divide  us!  Would  it  not  be  possible 
to  call  the  old  man  back  ?" 

"  It  would  be  useless,"  said  the  Snake ;  "for 
if  you  found  him  ready  on  the  bank,  he  would 
not  take  you  in ;  he  can  carry  any  one  to  this* 
side,  none  to  yonder." 

"  Hero  is  a  pretty  kettle  of  fish !"  cried  the 
Lights: ''are  there  no  other  means  of  getting 
through  the  water?" — "  There  are  other  means, 
but  not  at  this  moment  I  myself  could  take 
you  over,  gentlemen,  but  not  till  noon." — **  That- 
is  an  hour  we  do  not  like  to  travel  in." — *'  Then 
you  may  go  across  in  the  evening,  on  the  great 
Giant's  shadow."—^  How  is  that  ?"— "  The  great 
Giant  lives  not  far  fVom  this ;  with  his  body  be 
has  no  power ;  his  hands  cannot  lift  a  straw,  his 
shoulders  could  not  bear  a  fagot  of  twigs ;  bai 
with  his  shadow  he  has  power  over  much,  nay 
all.*  At  sunrise  and  sunset  therefore  he  is  strong- 
est ;  so  at  evening  you  merely  put  you  rself  upon 
the  back  of  his  shadow,  the  Giant  walks  softly  to 
the  bank,  and  the  shadow  carries  you  across  the 
water.  But  if  you  please,  about  the  honr  of 
noon,  to  be  in  waiting  at  that  comer  of  the 
wood,  where  the  bushes  overhang  the  bank,  I 
myself  will  take  you  over  and  present  you  to 
the  fair  Lily:  or  on  the  other  hand,  if  you  dis-- 
like  the  noontide,  you  have  just  to  go  at  night- 
fall to  that  bend  of  the  rocks,  and  pay  a  visitto 


•  la  not  SupKROTi Tioif  atronf  eat  when  the  aun  la  tow  t 
with   body,  powtrleaa;   with  thadoW|  oauiipoioa»V« 


CARLYLE'S  MISCELLANEOUS  WRmNGS. 


r«ertaiiil;  receive  }-ou  like  I 

•  geBileman." 

Wilh  a  slight  bow.  the  flBDlfs  went  off;  mid 
|b«  Hnake  ai  bottom  was  not  riiscnnieolrtl  to 
gel  nd  (if  ihem  ;  partly  ihat  she  might  enjoj 
Ihc  briahtDesK  of  her  own  light,  pBri!y  saiisty  \ 
■cnriotity  wilh  which,  Tur  b  long  lime,  she  hait 
been  sgiuied  io  a  singular  waj. 

Id  the  chasiD.  where&heoflrn  crawled  hither 
«Dd  thilher,  fhf  had  made  a  strange  discovery. 
For  allhough  ID  creepini;  Dp  and  dowD  this 
■bjFKB,  she  had  never  had  a  ray  of  light,  she 
could  well  enouph  discjiminaie  ihi?  objecis  in 
it,  by  her  sense  of  touch.  Oenerally  she  met 
wilh  nolhing  bul  irregular  productions  of 
natare;  al  <iDe  tiiae  Ehe  would  wind  beiween 
ihe  leelh  of  large  crystals,  at  Gnolher  she  would 
feel  the  barbs  and  hairs  of  Dative  silver,  and 
now  and  Ihea  carry  uul  with  hep  to  the  light 
tome  strazgling  jewels.*  Bui  to  her  no  small 
woDfter,  in  n  rock  which  was  closed  on  every 
aide,  she  had  come  on  certain  objects  which 
tMttrayed  the  shaping  hand  of  man:  smooUi 
walla  on  which  she  could  not  climb,  sharp 
regular  comers,  well-rorined  pillars;  and  what 
teemed  slrangesl  of  all,  htimao  figures  wbich 
(be  had  eoiwined  more  than  once,  and  which 
appeared  to  her  lo  be  of  brass,  or  of  the  finest 
polished  roarble.  All  these  experiences  she 
paw  wished  to  combine  by  the  sense  of  sight, 
(hereby  lo  confirm  what  as  yet  she  only  suessed. 
She  believed  she  could  illuminate  the  whole  of 
tbBl  stibierranean  vault  by  her  own  light ;  and 
hoped  to  get  acquainted  with  these  cnrious 
Uiiogs  at  once.  IShe  hastened  back;  and  soon 
found,  by  the  usual  way,  the  cleA  by  which  she 
ased  to  penetrate  the  Sanctuary, 

On  reaching  the  place,  she  gn»d  around  with 
eager  curiosity ;  and  though  her  shining  could 
not  enlighten  every  object  in  ihe  rotunda,  yet 
those  nearest  her  were  plain  enough.  With 
BstoDifhmenl  and  reverence  she  looked  up  into 
a  glancing  niche,  where  the  image  of  an 
august  King  stood  funned  of  pure  Gold,  In 
"  re  the  figure  was  beyond  the  stature  of  man, 

I  by  its  shape  it  seemed  the  likeness  of  a 
liule  rather  than  a  lall  person.  His  handsome 
body  was  encircled  with  an  unadorned  mantle ; 
fod  a  garland  of  oak  bound  his  hair  together. 

$Io  sooner  had  the  Snake  beheUl  this  reve- 
nnd  figure,  than  the  King' began  tn  speak,  and 
asked:  "Whence  comesl  ihon  T"— •■  From  the 
^asms  where  the  gi< Id  dwells,"  said  the  Snake. 
■•What  is  grander  than  goldl"  inquired  the 
King^-"  Light,"  replied  the  Snake,  "Whal 
jt  more  r^reshing   than  light !"  said  he, — 

•  Bpeecb,"  answered  she. 

During  Ihii  conversation  she  had  squinted 
lo  a  side,  and  in  the  nearest  niche  perceived 
another  glorious  image.  It  was  a  Silver  King 
in  0  lining  posiure;  his  shape  Was  long  and 
rtlher  Unguid ;  he  was  covered  with  a  deco- 
ralcd  rohe;  crown,  girdle,  and  sceptre  were 
adorned  with  precious  stones:  the  cheerfulness 
ef  pride  was  in  his  countenance ;  he  seemed 


nboQl  lo  ipeab.  when  a  rein  m 
coloured  ov.er  Ihe  inarblr  wall.p 
became  bnghl,  anil  diffused  a  cbefdul  tqk 
ihtoughout  the  whole  Temple.  U;  thin  ti" 
liancy  Ihe  Hnekc  ptrcrivnl  a  third  Kjatx 
iglily  In  snipe.  leM 
'       '         '       'uioi 


lub,Bdtfmed  wiih  a 

ick  1)131 


like  a 


lurel  girluid 
Shew    ■ 


fouflh,   which    was 
greatest  distance  from  her;  baiihe  will  up 
while  the  gtiiiering  veio  slaried  and  *^ 
lightning  does,  and  disappeared. 

A  Man  of  middle  stature,  enlenng  Iki 
the  del),  attracted  the  BiieniioD  of  tt«  8 
He  was  dressed  like  a  peasaal,  aad  Mffirfll 
his  hand  aliltle  Lamp,  on  whose  sUll  dlM fit 
liked  lo  look,  and  wbich  in  a  strange  ■  "~ 
without  casting  any  shadow,  i 


brothers,"  said  the  Manr— ■'  Wlmt  eiU  * 
youngest  do!"  inquired  Ihe  Kiag^-''Btm 
sii  down,''  replied  ihe  Man. 

"  I  am  not  lired."  ened  the  founh  Ka^m 
a  rough  faltering  voice.*  ■/ 

While  Ibis  speech  was  going  on,  ilw  «■• 
had  glided  softly  round  ihe  temple,  "'•f 
every  thing  i  she  was  nowlookinjBliWW 
King  close  by  him.  He  siood  ltuii«"J 
pillar;  his  considerable  form  was  li"') ***■ 
than  beautifiil.  But  whai  metal  il  *"  •J 
of  could  not  be  determined,  Closelj  10>(55 
il  seemed  a  miilure  of  the  three  meuli^ 
lis  brothers  had  been  formed  ot  W*^ 
founding,  these  materials  did  not  seen  »M 
combined  together  fully ;  gold  aadsilnl™! 
ran  irregularly  through  a  brasen  inMk>i 
gave  the  figure  an  unpleasant 

Meanwhile  the  sold  King 


■ire 


ti« 


,  „^»sbntdft 

.     J knowcM  ihiill''* 

"Three,"  replied  the  Man^"  Which  i»* 
most  important !"  said  ihe  silver  King'-'i" 
open  one,"  replied  Ihe  olher.^ — -  Will  iW 
open  It  lo  us  also!"  said  the  brass  lui|^ 
"When  I  know  the  fonrib."  replied  Die  HM'  \'n 
-  Whal  care  I  V  grumbled  Ihe  composile  E«  IJ, 
in  an  nnder  innc.  \^ 

"I  know  the  founh."  said  the  8na1tc;lf  "■ 
proached  ihe  old  Man. and  hissed  soioe«WL> 
hi-"  ear,    "The  time  is  at  bnnd  ■"  cried 
Man,  with   a  strong  voice.     The   ie« 


•Pwlle  LUiW.  c>il«ll»l  BeiKin  1— D.  T. 
IM  llin  tridn.  In  OKI  wtt,  nucnii  w.n  |g  ItivM 
.iH!ik'i.ui,-0.  v"      °  *    tn 

iWh.l    !•   wkollr  OtH.      tlnd>n>i>n4ikt  a™** 

t  CnmMt  IbcM  KlHB  u  Rru  orih*  W»Hir>  niWI) 
CD,  nil  M  Bn*,  bm  H  Prl-irlpl**  •rkicii  ),4<nir  ««>- 

•nld.rre  ■■  IMn-lliuonrj  »m,"  iira  ma  uBfunuxti  «•• 
live  ■!■«»  Ihe  KonrUiItinr^l)  T 

I  RhiIm,  hul  lh°a  u>  HlHaw  or  Hu  ■•  mtm  ■hM*' 
I  (iir,  tHiL~I>.  T.— Wilict.  art  ibou  ■  («**   '  ^^ 


THE  TALE. 


oed,  the  metal  stttaes  sounded;  and  that 
tant  the  old  Man  tank  away  to  tke  west- 
rd,  and  the  Snake  to  the  eastward;  and  both 
ibem  passed  through  the  clefts  of  the  rock, 
h  the  greatest  speed. 

Lll  the  passages,  through  which  the  old 
n  travelled,  filled  themselves  imiODediately 
ind  him  with  gold;  for  his  Lamp  had  the 
iDge  property  of  changing  stone  into  gold, 
k1  into  silver,  dead  animals  into  precious 
les,  and  of  annihilating  all  metals.  But  to 
>lay  this  power,  it  must  i^hine  alone.  If 
ther  light  were  beside  it,  the  Lamp  only 
t  from  it  a  pure  clear  brightness,  and  all 
Dg  things  were  refreshed  by  it* 
*he  old  Man  entered  bis  cottage,  which  was 
t  on  the  slope  of  the  hill.  He  found  his 
fe  in  extreme  distress.  She  was  sitting  at 
fire  weeping,  and  refusing  to  be  consoled. 
[>w  unhappy  am  I  !*'  cried  she :  **  Did  I  not 
•cat  thee  not  to  go  away  to-night  1" — "  What 
he  matter,  then  V*  inquired  the  husband, 
«  composed. 

Scarcely  wert  thou  gone,''  said  she,  sobbing, 
lien  there  came  two  noisy  Travellers  to  the 
r  :  unthinkingly  I  let  them  in ;  they  seemed 
be  a  conple  of  genteel,  very  honourable 
pie;  they  were  dressed  in  flames,  you 
lid  have  taken  them  for  Will-o'-wisps. 
.  no  sooner  were  they  in  the  house,  than 
f  began,  like  impudent  varlets,  to  compli- 
It  me,f  and  grew  so  forward  that  I  feel 
mmed  to  think  of  it." 

No  doubt,"  said  the  husband  with  a  smile, 
le  gentlemen  were  jesting :  considering  thy 
»y  they  might  have  held  by  general  politeness." 
'Age!  what  age!"  cried  the  Wife:  ^wilt 
•o  always  be  talking  of  my  age  1  How  old 
1 1  then ! — General  politeness !  But  I  know 
lat  I  know.  Look  round  there  what  a  face 
i  walls  have ;  look  at  the  old  stones,  which  I 
re  not  seen  these  hundred  years ;  every  film 
gold  have  they  licked  away,  thou  couldst  not 
nk  how  fast ;  and  still  they  kept  assuring  me 
.t  it  tasted  far  beyond  common  gold.  Once 
J  had  swept  the  walls,  the  fellows  seemed 
"be  in  high  spirits,  and  truly  in  that  little 
ile  they  had  grown  much  broader  and 
Bffater.  They  now  began  to  be  impertinent 
ain,  they  patted  me,  and  called  me  their 
sen,  they  shook  themselves,  and  a  shower 
gold  pieces  sprang  from  them !  See  how  they 
^  shining  there  under  the  bench  !  But  ah ! 
at  misery  !  Poor  Mops  ate  a  coin  or  two  ; 
I  look,  he  is  lying  in  the  chimney,  dead.  Poor 
g!  O  well-a-day !  I  did  not  see  it  till  they 
re  gone ;  else  I  had  never  promised  to  pay 
Ferryman  the  debt  they  owe  him." — "  What 
rhey  owe  him  !"  said  the  Man. — ^  Three 
bbages,"  replied  the  Wife,"  three  Artichokes 
I  three  Onions :  I  engaged  to  go  when  it  was 
%  and  take  ihem  to  the  River." 
'Thou  mayest  do  them  that  civility,"  said 

In  Illamlnated  Ar^n,  the  A^e  of  Miracles  is  taid  to 
le ;  but  It  U  only  wn  thnt  cease  to  see  it,  for  we  are 
"  refreshed  by  ft.*'— 1>.  T. 

Poor  r-ld  Practical  Endeavour  !  Listen  to  many  an 
^•^^i«- Diderot,  humanized  Pkihgopke^  didactic 
er,  marcb-of-lntellert  mefn,  and  other  "impudent 
ttm**  (tbmt  would  never  put  their  own  finger  to  the 
t  i)  And  iMar  wliat  **  compliments**  they  uttered.— 


the  old  Man ;  <*  they  may  chance  to  be  of  toe 
to  us  again." 

"  Whether  they  will  be  of  use  to  us  I  knoiT 
not;  but  they  promised  and  vowed  that  thejT 
would." 

Meantime  the  fire  on  the  hearth  had  burnt 
low ;  the  old  Man  covered  up  the  embers  with 
a  heap  of  ashes,  and  put  the  glittering  gold 
pieces  aside;  so  that  his  little  Lamp  now 
gleamed  alone,  in  the  fairest  brightness.  The 
walls  again  coated  themselves  with  gold,  and 
Mops  changed  into  the  prettiest  onyx  that 
could  be  imagined.  The  alternation  of  the 
brown  and  black  in  this  precious  stone  made 
it  the  most  curious  piece  of  workmanship. 

"Take  thy  basket,"  said  the  Man,  **and 
put  the  onyx  into  it;  then  take  the  thre^ 
Cabbages,  the  three  Artichokes,  and  the  three 
Onions ;  place  them  round  little  Mops,  and 
carry  them  to  the  River.  At  noon  the  Snake 
will  take  thee  over ;  visit  the  fair  Lily,  give 
her  the  onyx,  she  will  make  it  alive  by  her 
touch,  as  by  her  touch  she  kills  whatever  iai 
alive  already.  She  will  have  a  true  com-* 
panion  in  the  little  dog.  Tell  her  not  to 
mourn ;  her  deliverance  is  near ;  the  greatest 
misfortune  she  may  look  upon  as  the  greatest 
happiness ;  for  the  time  is  at  hand." 

The  old  Woman  filled  her  basket,  and  set 
out  as  soon  as  it  was  day.  The  rising  sua 
shone  clear  from  the  other  side  of  the  River^ 
which  was  glittering  in  the  distance :  the  old 
Woman  walked  with  slow  steps,  for  the  bas- 
ket pressed  upon  her  head,  and  it  was  not  the 
onyx  that  so  burdened  her.  Whatever  lifeless 
thing  she  might  be  carr}'ing,  she  did  not  feel 
the  weight  of  it ;  on  the  other  hand,  in  thos^ 
cases  the  basket  rose  aloA,  and  hovered  along 
above  her  head.  But  to  carry  any  fresh  herb-^ 
age,  or  any  little  living  animal,  she  found  ex-* 
ceedingly  laborious.*  She  had  travelled  on 
for  some  time,  in  a  sullen  humour,  when  she 
halted  suddenly  in  fright,  for  she  had  almost 
trod  upon  the  Giant's  shadow,  which.  wa« 
stretching  towards  her  across  the  plain.  And 
now,  lifting  up  her  e}'es,  she  saw  the  monster 
of  a  Giant  Himself,  who  had  been  bathing  in 
the  River,  and  was  just  come  out.f  and  she 
knew  not  how  she  should  avoid  him.  The 
moment  he  perceived  her,  he  began  saluting 
her  in  sport,  and  the  hands  of  his  shadow  soon 
caught  hold  of  the  basket;  with  dexterous 
ease  they  picked  away  from  it  a  Cabbage,  an 
Artichoke,  and  an  Onion,  and  brought  them  tfj 
the  Giant's  mouth,  who  then  went  his  way  up 
tffe  River,  and  let  the  Woman  go  in  peace. 

She  considered  whether  it  would  not  be  bet- 
ter to  return,  and  supply  from  her  garden  the 
pieces  she  had  lost ;  and  amid  these  doubts^ 
she  still  kept  walking  on,  so  that  in  a  little 
while  she  was  at  the  bank  of  the  River.  She 
sat  long  waiting  for  the  Ferryman,  whom  she 
perceived  at  last,  steering  over  with  a  verjT 


♦  Why  sol  Is  it  because  with  **lifeler»8  things*' 
(with  inanimate  maekinerjf)  all  (roes  like  rlnrir-wnrk, 
which  It  is,  and  "  the  basket  hovers  alof>  ;**  while  witb 
livini;  tbinitH.  (were  it  hnt  the  ciiltnre  of  fn rest ■•trpc(i> 
poor  Endeavour  has  more  difficulty  "i  -D.  T.— Or,  is  if 
chiefly  because  a  Tale  must  be  a  Tale  1— O.  Y. 

t  Very  proper  In  the  hu^e  Logrerhead  Superstition^  t0 
tetbe  himself  in  the  element  of  Time,  and  f  et  rttket^ 
ment  thereby.— D.  T. 
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«faigii1ar  tiiTeller.  A  yoniig,  noble-looking, 
handsome  man,  whom  she  conld  oot  gaze 
fipoifi  enoagh,  stepped  oat  of  the  boat 

**  What  is  it  joa  bring  1**  eried  the  old  man. 
•The  greens  which  ihose  two  Will-o*-wispa 
owe  yon,"  said  the  Woman,  pointing  to  her 
-ware.  As  the  Ferryman  foand  only  two  of 
•each  sort  he  grew  angry,  and  declared  he 
would  have  none  of  them.  The  Woman  ear- 
jiesttj-  entreaied  him  to  take  them ;  told  him 
thal-^he  could  not  now  go  h(ime,  and  that  her 
hordes  for  the  way  which  still  remained  was 
Tery  heavy.  He  stood  by  his  refusal,  and  as- 
sared  her  thaUt  did  not  rest  with  him.  **  What 
belongs  to  me,*'  said  he  "I  must  leave  lying 
nine  hours  in  a  heap,  touching  none  of  it,  till 
I  have  given  the  River  its  third." .  After  much 
higgling,  the  old  man  at  last  replied :  "  There 
ia  aiUl  another  way.  If  you  like  to  pledge 
younielf  to  the  River,  and  declare  yourself  its 
4ebtor,  I  will  take  the  six  pieces ;  but  there  is 
•ome  risk  in  it"*-^  If  I  keep  my  word*  I  shall 
mn  no  risk  1*^—^  Not  the  smallest  Rut  your 
hand  into  the  stream,"  continued  he,  "and  pro- 
mise that  within  four-and-twenty  houra  you 
will  pay  the  debt" 

The  old  Woman  did  so ;  but  what  was  her 
aflVight,  when,  on  drawing  out  her  hand,  she 
ibund  it  black  as  coal !  She  loudly  scolded 
the  old  Ferryman ;  declared  that  her  hands 
had  always  been  the  fairest  part  of  her ;  that 
in .  spite  of  her  hard  work,  she  had  all  along 
contrived  to  keep  these  noble .  members  white 
and  dainty.  She  looked  at  the  hand  with  in^ 
dignation,  and  exclaimed  in  a  despairing  tone: 
"Worse  and  worse!  Look,  it  is  vanishing 
entirely;  it  is  grown  far  smaller  than  the 
other."* 

**ToT  the  present  it  but  seems  so  "  said  the 
old  man ;  if  you  do  not  keep  your  word,  how- 
ever, it  may  prove  so  in  earnest.  The  hand 
will  gradually  diminish,  and  at  length  disap- 
pear altogether,  though  you  have  the  use  of  it 
as  formerly.  Every  thing  as  usual  yon  will 
be  able  to  perform  with  it,  only  nobody  will 
see  it." — ^**I  had  rather  that  I  could  not  use  it, 
and  no  one  could  observe  the  want,"  cried 
she ;  "  but  what  of  that,  I  will  keep  ray  word, 
and  rid  myself  of  this  black  skin,  and  all  anxi- 
eties about  it."  Thereupon  she  hastily  took 
up  her  basket,  which  mounted  of  itself  over 
her  head,  and  hovered  free  above  her  in  the 
air,  as  she  hurried  after  the  Youth,  who  was 
walking  soAly  and  thoughtfully  down  the  bank. 
His  noble  form  and  strange  dress  had  made  a 
deep  impression  on  her.  * 

His  breast  was  covered  with  a  glittering 
coat  of  mail;  in  whose  wavings  might  be 
traced  every  motion  of  his  fair  body.  From 
his  shoulders  hung  a  purple  cloak ;  around  his 
uncovered  head  flowed  abundant  brown  hair- 
in  beautiful  locks  :  his  graceful  face,  and  his 
well-formed  feet  were  exposed  to  the  scorch- 
ing of  the  sun.  With  bare  soles  he  walked 
composedly  over  the  hot  sand  ;  and  a  deep  in- 
ward sorrow  seemed  to  blunt  him  against  all 
external  things. 

•  A  dangerous  thintr  to  pledre  yourself  to  the  Time- 
Atver  ;— ai  many  a  National  Debt,  and  the  like,  black- 
ening, bKwitching  the  "  beautiful  band  **  of  Endeavour, 
can  witneM.— D.  T.— Heavens !— O.  Y. 
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The  garralDna  old  WoatB  triad  to 
into  oohversailioB ;  bpt  with  his 
he  gave  her  small  encourageBeit  or 
tion ;  so  that  in  the  end,  notwii' 
beauty  of  his  eyes,  she  grew  tired  of 
with  him  to  no  purpM^  and  look  leiw^. 
with  these  words :  "nfou  walk  iso 
me,  worthy  sir ;  I  must  not  lose  a 
I  have  to  pass  the  River  on  the 
and  carry  this  fine  present  fram  mj 
to  the  fair  Lily.**    So  saying  she  itepp^ 
forward ;  but  the  fair  Youth  pislnid 
equal  speed,  and  hastened  to  keep 
her.    ^'You  are  going  to  the  iairU; 
he ;   **  then    our  roads  are   the  ttv^ 
what  present  ia  this  yon  are  briij 

"Sir,"  said  the  Woman, «* it  is   

after  so  briefly  dismissing  the  qicil^  4;^^ 
to  yon,  to  inquire  with,  aich  imes^^.^ 

my  secrets.    Butif  yimlikatobtrttf^^M^ 
me  your  adveotorea,!  will  moitsmmml.^ 
you  how  it  stands  with  ae  and  ay  F*W 
They  soon  made  a  bamins  the  ^$mjm^ 
her  circumstances  to  him;  told  Iks Mqw 
the  Pug,  and  let  him. see  the  tiagiliripiiiv 

He  lihed  his  natural  cnriosiqr  ^^^ 
ket,  and  took  Mops,  who  seemed  >*  ^  " 
softly,  into  his  anna.    "  H^iot  btamT 
ht ;  <«  thou  wilt  be  tooohed-by  her  hmh 
wilt  be  made  alive  by  her;  wkik  iM " 
are  obliged  to  fl/  from  her  preseieo  11 
amoumftil  d0om.i    Yet  whymliM 
Is  it  not  far  sadder  and  more  frifftfil  to 
jured  by  her  look,  than  it  wouM  be  to# 
her  hand ?    Behold  me,"  said  he  totki 
man ;  **  at  my  years,  what  a  misenUi  m 
have  I  to  undergo.    This  mail  whiek  Hm 
honourably  borne  in  war,  this  purple  «fciw 
sought  to  merit  by  a  wise  rei^D,  DealiinfJ 
left  me;  the  one  as  a  useless  bardfn,il**J 
as  an  empty  ornament.    Crown,  and  8«|lil 
and  swora  are  gone ;  and  I  am  as  but* 
needy  as  any  other  son  of  earth:  for  »» 
blessed  are  her  bright  eyes, that  they tahjlj 
every  living  creature  they  look  on  all  in** 
and  those  whom  the  touch  of  her  lna^jjj| 
not  kill  are  changed  to  the  sUte  of  stad* 
wandering  alive." 

Thus  did  he  continue  to  bewail,  nowiiejj 
tenting  the  old  Woman's  curiosity,  vhofjjj 
for  in^rmation  not  so  much  of  his  i«w** 
of  his  external  situation.  She  learned  WJ* 
the  name  of  his  father,  nor  of  his  bifl* 
He  stroked  the  hard  Mops,  whom  the* 
beams  and  the  bosom  of  the  youth  had  ti** 
as  if  he  had  been  living.  He  inqsiitdjjj 
rowly  about  the  man  with  the  Lamp>tog 
the  influences  of  the  sacred  lif^t,  app<W 
to  expect  much  good  from  it  in  hisiw* 
choly  case. 

Amid  such  conversation,  they  descried i> 
afar  the  majestic  arch  of  the  Bridge,* 
extended  from  the. one  bank  to  the  othetp 
lering  with  the  strangest  colours  in  theifij 
dours  of  the  sun.  Both  were  astonished;" 
until  now  they  had  never  seen  this  edifci* 
grand.  "How!"  cried  the  Prince!  •«>• 
not  beautiful  enough,  as  it  stood  heforejj 
eyes,  piled  out  of  jasper  and  agato?  Jj* 
we  not  fear  to  tread  it,  now  that  it  ^f*2 
combined  in  graceful  complexity,  of  o''' 


I  aM  «kT)«olite  %"  Neither  of  [ 
I  allcniian  Ihat  had  lakea  place 
e:  fof  11  was  iudred  Ihe  8nahe,| 
f  Bl  ftoon  curvrt  htr^elf  over 
i  *t<Htd  fi>rrh  in  the  Tuna  of  a ' 
iridgr.*  The  Iravdters  slefiped 
Jiisj  reeling,  and  pasted 


lad  they  reached  the  other  shore, 
I  bepau  i»  heave  and  stiri  in  a 
Aiiched  Ihe  sarTaccof  the  water. 
Soalie  in  her  pmper  furm  came 
e  wBodcrer*.  Thej-  bad  scarcely 
>r  the  privilege  of  crossing  on 
a  Ihe)'  found  Lbat,  hefides  iheoi 
asi  be  other  persons  in  Ihe  com- 
leireyes  could  Ddldiscern.  They 
gi  which  Ihe  Snake  also  answer- 
ing; thej  listened,  and  at  lenglh 
follows.-  "We  shall  lirsl  look 
le  fair  Lily's  Park,"  said  a  pair 
loices  ;  "  and  then  request  yoo 
I  soon  as  we  are  anywise  pre- 
Itroduce  os  lo  this  paragon  of 
Ihe  shore  of  the  Rreal  Lske, 
us." — •'  Be  il  so."  replied  ihe 
bisstn^  sound  died  avay  in  the 

"avellers  now  consulted  in  what 
uld  introduce  themselves  lo  ihe 
however  many  people  mi^hl  be 
ly,  they  were  obliged  to  enter  and 
underpaia  of  suHering  very  hard 

n  with  the  nielamorphnsed  Pug 
1  lirat  approached  the  garden, 

for  her  Patroness ;  who  was  not 
I,  being  just  eu^ged  in  singing 
The  fioesi  tones  proceeded  from 
:irole5  on  the  surface  of  the  still 

a  light  breath  they  set  ihe  grass 
•a  in  DiotioB.  In  a  green  enclo- 
le  shadow  of  a  stately  group  of 
trees,  was  she  sealed:  and  agaii 
nt  Ihe  eyes,  ihe  ear,  and  the  hear 
.,  who  approached  wiih  rapluri 
thin  herself  that  since  she  sai 
bir  one  had  grown  fairer  thai 
eager  gladness  from  a  distanc 
[  her  reverence  and  admirxioti 
maiden.  "  What  a  ha| 
t  a  Heaven  does  your  presence 
id  you  1  How  charmingly  ihe 
ng  on  your  bosom,  how  softly 
irround  It,  how  it  seems  as  if 
near  you.  and  how  it  sound)  so 
■  ibe  louch  of  yoar  slim  fingers! 
joiilh,  to  whom  it  were  permitted 

t  she  approached!  the  fair  Lily 
et:  let  her  hands  drop  from  Ihe 
»wered:  "Trouble  me 
ae  1 1  feel  my  misery  ba 
It  here,  at  my  feet  lies  the  poor 
which  used  so  beaulifully  '  ~~ 
aioging;  it  would  sit  opon  ray 


day,  while  [,  refreshed  by  sleep,  waa  raiitnir  s 
peaceful  morning  hymn,  and  my  Utile  singer 
was  pouring  forth  hi^  harmonious  tones  more 
ily  Ihan  ever,  a  Hawk  dari-  over  my  head; 
the  poor  liiile  creatorr.  In  aAriehi.  taken  refuge 
'  I  my  bosom,  and  I  feel  (he  Ibm  pslpitnliixia 
r  its  depaning  life.  The  pUinderinp  Hawk 
idecd  was  caught  by  my  1oi>k,  and  fluttered 
fainting  dnwn  inio  the  water;  bui  what  can 

lunishmeni  avail  me!  my  darjing  is  dead, 

his  grave  will  but  increase  the  moMBful 

es  ol"  my  garden." 

["ake  courage,  fairest  Lily!"  cried  Ihe 
Woman,  wiping  olT  a  tear,  which  (he  alury  ol 
the  hapless  maiden  had  called  into  her  eyes; 
"compose  yourself;  my  old  man  bids  me  tell 
you  10  moderate  your  lamenting,  lo  look  upon 
the  greaiesi  misfortune  as  a  forerunner  of  Ihe 
greatest  happiness,  fur  Ihe  lime  is  al  hand ; 
iDd  truly,"  continued  *be, "  Ihe  world  is  going 
strangely  on  of  late.  Do  but  look  at  my  hBDO, 
how  black  it  is!  As  I  live  and  breathe,  it  is 
grown  far  smaller:  I  must  hasten,  before  it 
vanish  allogelher!  Why  did  I  engage  to  do 
Ihe  Wtll-o'-wisps  a  service,  why  did  I  meet  ibe 
.hadow.  and  dip  my  hand  m  the  River! 
Could  you  not  aSbrd  me  a  single  cabbage.  4n 
anichoke,  and  an  onion !  I  would  give  Ibcm 
ly  hand  were  while  as  ever, 
so  that  1  could  almost  show  il  with  one  fi 
yoi 


Cabbages  and  onions  thou  mayest  still  find; 
artichokes  thou  wilt  search  for  in  vain.   No 

ni  in  my  garden   bears  either  Sowen  or 

It ;  bill  every  twig  ihai  I  break,  and  plant 
upon  the  grave  of  a  favourite,  grows  gruQ 
slraighiway,  and  shoots  up  in  fair  boughs.  All 
these  groups,  these  bushes,  these  groves  m^ 
hard  destiny  has  so  raised  around  me.  Theaa 
pines  stretching  out  like  parasols,  Ibeae 
obelisks  of  cypresses,  these  colossal  oaks  and 
beeches,  were  all  little  twigs  planted  by  my 
hand,  as  mournful  memorials  in  a  soil  thai 
iiher'wise  is  barren."* 

To  Ibis  speech  the  old  Woman  had  paid 
litlleheed;  she  was  looking  at  her  hand,  which, 
in  presence  of  the  fair  Lily,  seemed  every  mo- 
meni  growing  blacker  and  smaller,  She  waa 
about  to  snalch  her  basket  and  hasten  off.  when 
she  noticed  thai  the  best  pan  of  her  errand  bad 
been  forgotten.  She  liJled  ont  the  onyx  Pnp,  | 
and  set  him  down,  not  far  from  ibe  fair  one, in 
the  grass,  "My  husband."  said  she,  "sends 
you  ihis  memorial  i  yoo  know  that  yon  can 
make  a  jewel  live  by  loaching  it.  This  prellf 
faithful  dog  will  certainly  afford  you  much 
enjoyment;  and  my  grief  at  losing  bito  is 
hrighieued  only  by  Ibe  Ihougfal  thai  be  will  b« 
in  your  possession." 

The  fair  Lily  viewed  the  dainty  creaiwa 
with  a  pleased,  and  as  il  seemed,  wiih  an  as- 
tonished look.  "Many  signs  combine,"  *ri4 
she, "  that  breathe  some  hnpe  into  me :  bat  ak) 
is  il  not  a  natural  deception  which  mahn  m  i 
fancy,  wheu  minfonunes crowd  apoBas,lhMB 
belter  day  is  near!  i 
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llesnvkne  (he  8dq  bad  sri,  and  as  ihe 
4irlniF-s  rDcreasrd,  doi  only  (hr  Snake  ami  ihe 
aid  M;ui'!>  LAmp  Ivgsri  sliiniiig  in  <brit  rd.>hiiin, 
kal  »!»■  Lily',«  rril  Rave  i>ijl  a  flX  lighi.  which 
p^ccfully  tinged,  is  ivilli  a  mcfk  dawning 
Rd.  h«|-  pale  cheeks,  and  her  whil«  robe.  The 
^()j  luuked  Bl  oue  amitbrr, 5lli-ni1y  ledecltngi 
we  and  sorrow   were   miiiKaied  by  a  sure 

^  h  was  no  unpleasing  eniraDce.  ihcrefurc, 
tb&t  ibe  woman  nude,  altrnded  by  Ihe  iwu  fay. 
PiNnes,  wliicn  id  iruih  *piiejfrcl  lu  haue  beeo 
very  lavii-h  iii  ihc  interim,  fur  they  had  ogaii 
bocome  eilreinely  i]iea|;er  ;  yel  Ibey  only  biir 
dMmselves  ibe  more  prettily  for  that,  lowards 
Lily  and  the  oiber  ladies.  With  great  lacC, 
■ad  eipressiveneas,  Ibey  said  a  multitude  of 
niher  common  Ibings  lo  theie  fdir  per: 
and  declared  themselres  panieularly  ravi 
hj  the  charm  which  the  gleaming  veil*  spread 
OTer  Lily  and  her  altend.tiiL  The  ladies  n 
deitly  cast  down  iheir  eyes,  and  ihe  praise 
their  beauty  made  Ihem  really  beautiful.  , 
were  peaceful  and  calm,  except  the  old  Wo- 
msA.  In  spite  of  iheassuranceurherhasband. 
thai  her  hand  could  diminish  no  fanher.  while 
Ihe  Lamp  shone  on  il,  she  asserted  more  than 
once,  thai  if  things  went  on  thus,  before 
Bight  thif  noble  member  would  have  u: 


The  Man  with  ihe  Lamp  had  listened  atten. 
tjrely  id  Ihe  conrer^aiion  of  the  Lights ;  and 
was  gratified  Ibat  Lily  bad  been  cheered,  in 
some  measure,  and  amused  by  it.  And,  in 
trnlh,  midnight  had  arrived  they  knew  not  how. 
The  old  Man  looked  to  Ihe  stars,  and  then  be- 
gan spealflng:  'We  are  assembled  al  Ihe  pro- 
pitious hour;  let  eaeh  perform  his  lai<k,  lei 
«Bch  do  his  duty ;  and  a  universal  happi 
will  swallow  up  our  individual  sorrows, 
UDlrersal  grief  consumes  individual  joys. 

At  these  words  ariwe  a  wondrous  hubbub  .-f 
for  all  ihe  persiini  m  Ihe  pany  spoke  aloud, 
••eh  for  himself,  declaring  what  they  bad  to 
dot  only  the  three  maids  were  silent;  one  of 
tbem  bad  fallen  B.sleep  beside  the  harp,  an- 
oiher  near  the  parasol,  the  ihini  by  Ihe  stool ; 
■nd  yon  could  not  blame  tbem  uiiab.  (or  it  was 
lale.  The  rier>'  youths,  after  some  passing 
«oaiplimenls  which  Ibey  devoted  to  the  wail 
iag-maids,  bad  mmed  their  sule  atieniion  t 
Ae  Princess,  as   aJone   worthy   of  eiclasiv 

kOBRge. 

"Take   ihe   mirror,"  snid   the  Man  lo   tli 

-  Hawk;  "and  with  the  first  sunbeam  illumi 

Bate  the  three  sleepers,  and  awake  ihem,  with 

light  reflecied  from  aUlve." 

Th«  anake  now  began  lo  move ;  she  loi 
•d  hei  circle,  and  rolled  slowly,  m  large  rings, 
forwardiioihe  River.  The  two  Will-o'-«ispi 
followed  wiih  a  solemn  air;  you  would  have 
taken  them  for  the  must  serious  Flames  in  na- 


grew  siill  lar^r  and  m 
they  lifted  the  b»<ly  nf  iheTooftH 
Ihe  Canary-bird  upon  bii  hrcwt;  it 
riise  into  the  air  «nd  hoverrd  il 
Woman's  head,  and  sbe  fuiloweJ 
wisps  on  f»i>L    The  fdlr  Lily  toot  Mx 
arm,  and  followed  Ihe  Woniini  ll 
Ihe  I.nmp  concluded  the  pruCfMo^al 
seen^  v/oi  conously  llliuniiuiedbjtt' 

party  saw,  when  Ibey  «}>p(MBb 
glorious  arch  mounlorer  il,  byiA 
ful  Snake  was  aSbrdJaglhema.'' 
If  by  day  they  had  admired  Ih  ' 


■VllMnlhnavdiar  »«■;  wiih-piojraM  of  ihe 
oat  KtHlKllMurr  "  IW*IU  boai  at  iba  ni(IH."  aU  iicr. 

■«H«9«4ll  akond  ttOBH  RTItaB^CtDIWDHntftltulllflr) 

'-dtf'lArkAf  wfam  tbflt  b«v*  ID  d^i  i"  and  Falih  H'lpv. 
■bd  t.lurlif  rafter  a  lew  paialnf  complLifiaau  from  lh< 


seemed  formed;  by  night  iher  » 
at  its  gleaming  brilliancy.    On  \ 
Ihe   clear  circle  marked  itself  it 
the  dsric  skj,  but  below,  vivid  h 
darting  to  the  ceni 
firmness  of  (he  edifice, 
ly  Moved  across  il;  and   the  I 
saw  il  from  bis  hut  afar  olT,  c 
astonishment    the   g(e»ming  c 
strange  lights  which  were  passing la 

No  sooner  bad  they  reached  the  l' 
thsA  the  arch  began,  iti  its  usual  w 

up  and  down,  and  wiih  a  wavy  m 

proaeb  the  waier.    The  Snake  then  « 
land,  the  Basket  placed  itself  upon  lk 

and  the  Snake  again  drew  her  circltir 

The  old  Man  stooped  towards  her,  aal  rf 
■'  What  hasi  than  resolved  o 

"To  sacrifice  myself  rather  than  bt  M 
ficed,"  replied  the  Snake;  "  promiM  B 
thou  will  leave  no  stone  on  shore." 

The  old  Man   promisi 
Lily :  ■■  Touch  Ihe  Snake,' 
left  band,  and  ihy  lover  w 
kuell,  and  touched  the  6na 
body.  The  latter  in  the  insiant  seemedUM- 
lo  life ;  he  moved  in  ibe  basket,  nay  he  iw 
himself  into  a  sitliag  posture  ;  j.ily  vatd~* 
lo  clasp  him  ;  but  the  old  Man  held  bet  kl 
and  himself  assisted  the  youth  ti 
him  forth  from  the  Basket  and  the  ciKle. 

The  Prince  was  slaDdin»;  the  Caoirj^M 
was  nuilermg  on  his  shoulder;  there  wallft 
again  in  both  of  them,  bui  the  spiril  h^  tft 
yel  relumed;  the  fair youlh'^  ey«s  wereMtfc 
yel  he  did  noi  see,  at  least  he  seemed  W  W 
on  all  viihoul  pariicipalioo.  Scarcrif  W 
ibeir  admiration  of  Ihia  incident  a  liolt  elk» 
ed,  when  they  observed  how  sirangeljr  il  ll^ 
fared  in  Ihe  meanwhile  vtlh  Ihe  Snako.  f~ 
fair  taper  body  bad  crumbled  inlu  tttevi- 
and  thousands  of  shining  jewels  ;  tbe  old  W 
man  reaching  at  her  Baskei  had  cbaacad  i 
come  agaiosi  ibe  circle;  aod  of  ihe  fhi 
stniclure  of  ihe  Snake  there  was  now  m 
,  to  be  seen,  only  a  bright  rin^  of  toa 
I  jewels  was  lying  in  ihe  grass.f 


nised;  thea  IiIiIhA 
ake."said  h^■«»]i 
r  wiih  ihvriiilit'  H 
Snake,  and  the  PliM 


ETHF,  ■ 
■>Td  Man  Torthwiih  tei  himsrlf  In  gather 
n^-^  inlo  ihc  basbei;  a  task  in  which  his 
^  ^Sisisied  him.  They  nril  earned  ihrBas- 
■  *Kw    ^n  etpvaled  point  nil  Ibe  bank  1  and  here 

MV^^^daclion  frnm  the  fair  one  and  hlit  wife, 
•J*  ^would  giadlv  have  f«iained  somf  pari  of 
P™**  *•  •*  "1"*  'he  River.  Like  gleamiiiB  iwink- 
ijfli  Ktars  the  slones  floateil  down  Willi  the 
^*"^*  X  and  you  could  not  say  whcltiep  ihej 
ff^  •t»«rnselres  in  the  distanci.-,  or  sank  t 


-_'  ^J^mlcm^n."  said  he  with  the  Lamp, 
?*p^dful  lone  lotheLights, -Iwillnow 
jEJ*  *t»e  way,  and  open  you  ihe  passage;  hut 
El  "*'!'  "io  "s  an  essenlial  service,  if  yon 
^j™^  to  .iiibolt  the  door,  by  which  the  8anc- 
S^*"  iDu&i  be  entered  al  presetii,  and  which 
J^«*    but  you  can  unfasten." 

K||5 '»^  Lights  made  a  stately  bow  :..  _ 

52*^V«pi  their  place.  The  old  Man  of  the  Lamp 
IjC^*    forenioal  into  the  rock,  which  opened  "' 

^g™  '^'- ---  the  Youth  followed  him,  as 

■^^■^^^anically ;  silent  and  uticertain,  Lily  kept 
KjL^'ime  distance  frorU  him;  the  old  Woinnn 
jB^~|*'l<l  not  be  left,  and  aireiched  out  her  hand 
^^^^l-  the  Light  of  her  husband's  Lamp  might 
^J*'l  f.ill  upon  il.  The  rear  was  closed  by  Ihe 
.^*o  Vt  ili-rZ-wiEpj,  who  bpnt  the  peaks  of  Iheii 
^^nif<  luBards  one  another,  and  appeared  tt 

T'hey  had  not  gone  far  (ill  the  procestioi 

',   in   front   of  a  large  brasten  door,  ihi 

i   of  which  were  hotted   with  a  goldei 

The  Man  now  called  upon  the  Light: 

l*ance :  who  required  small  enlrealy,  and 

It  their  pointed  flames  soon  ale  both  bar 

I  lock. 

'^e  brass  gave  a  loud  clang,  as  the  doon 
tag  suddenly  asunder ;  nnd  the  stnlely 
taot  the  Kings  appeared  within  the  Snnc- 
r,  [llDmmaled  by  the  entering  Lights.  Al 
rd  bvforu  these  dread  sovereigns,  especiaih 
ft  PUimes  made  a  profasion  of  the  dainties 


apanse.  the  gold  Klngnsked : "  Wl 
e  1" — "  Prom  the  world,"  said  the  old 
>  Whither  go  yeV  said  Ihe  silver  King, 
(orld?'  replied  the  Man.—"  What 
h  us  1"  cried  the  brazen  King.- 
Becompanf  you,"  replied  the  Man. 
^^ht  couposilE  King  was  about  to  speak, 
a  (be  gold  one  addressed  the  Lights,  who 
>l  loo  near  h]  m  ■'  "Take  yourselves  away 
my  metal  wan  not  made  for  you." 
n  they  turned  10  Ihe  silver  King,  and 
d  themselves  abont  him;  and  bis  robe 
d  beautifully  in  Iheir  yellow  bright: 
are  welcome,"  said  he,  "  bnt  I  ca 
I  yooi  saiiify   yourselves  elsewhere, 
^g  me  your  light."    They   removed ;  and 
inc  paat  the  brazen  King  who  did  not 
:elice  ihem.  Ihev  fixed  on  the  compoi 
"  D  will  govern  the  world  t" 
k  vilb  a  broken  voice- — "  He  who  stands  up- 
fe  bit  ftet,"  replied  Ihe  old  Man, — "  I  an  '     " 


said  the  ttited  King. — ■■  We  shall  se«,"  r«plM 
Ihe  Man ;  ■■  for  ihe  time  is  at  hand." 

The  fair  Lily  fell  upon  the  old  Man's  uee% 
nd  kissed  him  cordially.  "  Hi.>ly  Sagel^ 
:ied  she.  "a  thousand  times  I  thank  Iheej 
for  I  hear  thai  fateful  word  the  third  time." 
She  had  scarcely  spoken,  when  ^he  clasped 
the  old  Mao  still  faster;  for  Ihe  ground  began 
beneath  them ;  the  V'outh  and  tin 
pld  Woman  also  held  by  one  another;  tbe 
Liirlili  alone  did  not  regard  it.  _. 

You  could  feel  plainly  thai  the  whole  Teimi 
ras  in  motion ;  as  a  ship  that  soOly  gliuei 
iway  from  the  harbouri  when  her  anchon  are 
lifted  i  ihe  depths  of  ihs  Earth  seemed  to  open 
'  r  the  Building  as  it  went  along.     It  struck 
:  nothing  1  tin  rock  came  in  its  way. 
For  a  few  instants,  a  small  rain  seemed  10 
lirinile  from  Ihe  opening  of  the  dome ;  the  old 
held  Ihe  Hiir  Lily  fasi,  and  said  to  her: 
are  now  beneath   Ihe  River:   we  shall 
be  al  the  mark."    Ere  long  they  thoughi 
the  Temple  made  a  halt ;  but  they  were  in  an 
wa»  mouDling  upwards. 
now  a  strange  uproar  rose  above  their 
heads.    Planks  and  beams  in  disordered  com- 
bination   now  came   pressing    and  crashing 
in,  al  Ihe  opening  of  the  dome.     Lily  and  (he 
Woman  slaried  to  a  side;  Ihe  Man  with  the 
Lamp  laid  hold  of  the  Yooih,  and  ki-pi  stand- 
ing still.    The  little  cottage  of  the  PerryniaD, 
for  It  was  this  which  the  Temple  in  ascending 
had  severed  from  (he  ground  and  carried  up 
with  it,  sank  gradually  down,  and  covered  the 
old  Man  and  the  Youth. 

The  women  screamed  alond,  and  the  Tem- 
ple shook,  like  a  ship  running  uneipeciedl]' 
aground.  In  sorrowful  perplexity,  the  Prin- 
cess and  herold  attendant  wandered  round  Ibe 
collage  in  the  dawn ;  ihe  door  was  bolted,  and 
lo  Iheir  knocking,  no  one  answered.  They 
knocked  more  loudly,  and  were  no!  a  little 
struck,  when  al  length  the  wood  began  lo  ring. 
By  virtue  of  the  Lamp  locked  up  in  it,  tbe 
hut  had  been  converted  from  the  inside  lu  Ae 
outside  into  solid  ailver.  Ere  long  loo  ita 
form  changed ;  for  the  noble  metal  shook  aside 
the  accidental  shapes  of  planks,  posts,  and 
beams,  and  stretched  itself  out  into  a  nobi* 
case  of  beaten  om  amen  ted  workmanship.  Thai 
a  fair  little  temple  stood  erected  in  Ihe  middle 
of  Ihe  targe  one;  or  if  you  will,  an  Aliar  worthy 
of  the  Temple.' 

By  a  stair  which  ascended  from  within,  Ifae 
noble  Youth  now  mounted  aloft,  lighted  by  Ibe 
old  man  with  the  Lamp;  and,  as  il  seemed, 
supported  by  another,  who  advanced  iu  a. 
white  short  robe,  with  a  silver  rudder  in  bis 
hand ;  and  was  soon  recognised  as  the  Ferry- 
man, the  former  posses.sor  of  the  collage. 

The  fair  Lily  mounted  Ihe  outer  steps,  which 
led  from  the  floor  of  tbe  Temple  lo  the  Allarg 
but  she  was  still  obliged  lu  keep  herself  apart 
from  her  Lover.  The  old  Woman,  wboie 
hand  in  the  absence  of  the  Lamp  had  grown 


m 
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titiSL  smmller,  cried :  **  Am  I  then  to  be  onhappy 
afwr  all  1  Among  so  many  miraclei,  can  there 
be  nothing  done  to  saTC  my  handl"  Her 
husband  pointed  to  the  open  door,  and  said  to 
her:  ''Bee,  the  day  is  breaking;  haste,  bathe 
thyself  in  the  RiTer."— ^  What  an  adnce !" 
cned  she ; "  it  will  make  me  all  black ;  it  will 
make  me  vanish  altogether;  for  my  debt  is 
not  yet  paid.**  •*  Go,**  said  tbe  man,  **  and  do 
ta  I  advise  thee :  all  debts  are  now  paid.*' 

The  old  Woman  hastened  away ;  and  at  that 
iftoment  appeared  the  rising  son,  npon  the 
rim  of  the  dome.  The  old  Man  stept  between 
the  Virgin  and  the  Yonth,  and  cried  with  a 
loud  Toice:  "There  are  three  which  have 
rale  on  Earth;  Wisdom,  Appearance,  and 
Btrength."  At  the  first  word,  the  gold  I^ing 
rose,  at  the  second  the  silver  one ;  and  at  the 
third  the  brass  king  slowly  rose,  while  the 
mixed  King  on  a  sadden  very  awkwardly 
plumped  down.* 

Whoever  noticed  him  could  scarcely  keep 
fipom  laughing,  solemn  as  ^e  moment  was; 
for  he  was  not  sitting,  he  was  noC  lying,  he 
was  not  leaning,  but  shapelessly  sunk  to- 
gether.'f 

The  Lights,t  who  till  now  had  been  empU^ed 
VMm  him,  drew  to  a  side;  they  appeared, 
although  pale  in  the  morning  radiance*  yet 
once  more  well-fed,  and  in  go^  burning  cour 
dition;  with  their  peaked  tongues,  they  had 
dexteronsly  licked  out  the  gold  veins  of  the 
colossal  figure  to  its  very  heart  The  irregular 
Tacuities  which  this  occasioned  had  continued 
empty  for  a  time,  and  the  figure  had  main- 
tained its  standing  posture.  But  when  at  last 
the  very  tenderest  filaments  were  eaten  out, 
the  image  crashed  suddenly  togethpr ;  and  that, 
alas,  in  the  very  parts  which  continue  un- 
altered when  one  sits  down ;  whereas  the 
limbs,  which  should  have  bent,  sprawled  them- 
selves out  unbowed  and  stifi*.  Whoever  couid 
not  laugh  was  obliged  to  turn  away  bis  eyes; 
this  miserable  shape  and  no-shape  was  o^en- 
sive  to  behold. 

The  Man  with  the  Lamp  now  led  the  hand- 
some Youth,  who  still  kept  gazing  vacantly 
before  him,  down  from  the  altar,  and  straight 
to  the  brazen  King.  At  the  feet  of  this  mighty 
Potentate,  lay  a  sword  in  a  brazen  sheath.  The 
young  man  girt  it  around  him.  "The  sword 
on  the  left,  the  right  free !"  cried  the  brazen 
voice.  They  next  proceeded  to  the  silver 
King;  he  bent  his  sceptre  to  the  youth;  the 
latter  seized  it  with  his  left  hand,  and  the  King 
in  a  pleasing  voice  said:  "Feed  the  sheep  !' 
On  turning  to  the  golden  King:,  he  stooped 
with  gestures  of  paternal  blessing,  and  press- 
ing his  oaken  garland  on  the  young  man's 
head,  said:  "  Understand  what  is  highest!" 

♦  Dom  thou  nolo  thin,  O  Roadnr ;  an«t  look  back  with 
new  clearnoKs  on  former  thincs  1  A  roM  Klnt,  a  Bilver, 
and  a  brar.en  Kinjt:  Wihdom.  diffnified  Appkaranck. 
BTReNOTii ;  ihfHti  thr«'o  hnriiionionnly  uiiiicd  bf.ar  rule  : 
duhannonioiiRly  rolihlci]  to;!«'ihpr  in  Hhnm-nnion  (ns  in 
the  fool ifih  coni|K>i»ite  Kins  of  our  foolish  "TranKitinn- 
era,*')  ihcy.onoo  the  (iold  (or  wisdom)  isa//out  ofibcni, 
**very  awkmnrdly  plump  down.   -I)   T. 

fAa,  for  example,  doe*  not  Thnrlet  X.  (one  of  the 
poor  fractional  compoHiie  Realitieii  emtdemed  herein) 
rest,  even  now,  ^'shapeletBly  enoueh  vunk  together," 
at  Ilolyrood,  in  the  city  of  Edinburfh  1— D.  T. 

I  March-of-inteUect  Lif  hta  were  weU  capeble  of  such 
a  thiBff.— D.  T. 


During  thia  prograia,  Ae  cM  Vm  Mml 
fully  obeerved  the  Prinee.  Allir  giiii|fi 
the  sword,  his  breast  swelled,  his  aras  mi 
and  his  feet  trod  firmer;  when  ht  MkAi 
sceptre  in  his  hand,  hia  strength  ippwrib 
soften,  and  by  an  anspeakafak  dnra  iihk 
come  still  more  subduing;  but  u  ikidH 
garland  came  to  deck  his  hair,  hit  ktm 
kindled,  his  eyes  gleamed  with  tii  lyiaifc 
spirit,  and  the  fint  word  of  his  Mdtai 
-Lily!- 

** Dearest  Lily!"  cried  be,  hastetmg m 
silver  stairs  to  her,  for  she  had  visiel 
progresa   from   the    pinnacle  of  Ihi 
** Dearest  Lily!  what  more  iKeemtta 
man,  equipt  with  all,  desire  ior  himsdf 
innocence  and  the  sttU  afleetiMi  wUflh 
bosom  brings  me  1    O  my  frieadr 
he,  turning  to  the  old  Man«  and  lookiig 
three   statues;  glorioBS    and  aanif-li 
kingdom  of  our  fathers;  bol  thoa  kjMt 
ten  the  fourth  power,  which  mlaa  ihr 
earlier,  more  universally,  more 
power  of  Love.**    With  these  wmd^ 
upon  the  lovely  maiden's  neck;  shehii 
away  her  veil,  and  ber  ebeeks  veis. 
with  the  ikirest,  most  imp^n^hahis  lei 

Aere  the  old  Man  aaid  with  asmik: « 
dees  not  rule;  but  it  trains,*  and  that  is 

Amid  this  solemnity,  this  hapfiasM 
rapture,  no  one  had  observed  thai  tt  wm 
broad  day ;  and  all  alonoe,OB  kmUag 
th(B  open  portal,  a  crowd  of  .aliofsAcr 
pectea  objects  met  the  eye.  A  laige 
surrounded  with  pillars  formed  ibfwn 
at  the  end  of  which  was  seen  a  bmi 
stately  Bridcre  stretching  with  msnj 
across  the  River.  It  was  ftimisbed,OB 
sides,  with  commodious  and 
colonnades  for  foot-travellers,  manjr  tkostMil. 
of  whom  were  already  there,  busilj  ytsdk^. 
this  way  or  that.  The  broad  pavemeDtiajkl, 
centre  was  thronged  with  herds  and  ■ ' 
with  horsemen  and  carriages,  flowiof  like 
streams,  on  their  several  sides,  sod 
interrupting  the  other.  All  admired  the  . 
dour  and  convenience  of  the  structure;  udit^ 
new  King  and  his  Spouse  were  delighted  eiii 
the  motion  and  activity  of  this  great  people' 
they  were  already  happy  in  their  own  bomI 
love.  I 

"  Remember  the  Snake  in  honour,**  said  At, 
man  with  the  Lamp  ;  ''thou  owest  her  ibjlfci 
thy  people  owe  her  the  Bridge,  by  which  ti|«. 
neighbouring  banks  are  now  animated  tfL 
combined  into  one  land.  Those  swiaaiif< 
and  shining  jewels,  the  remains  of  heria* 
ficed  body,  are  the  piers  of  this  royal  hri^jW 
upon  these  she  has  built  and  will  mxfs^ 

herself."t 
The  parly  were  about  to  ask  some  eiph* 

tion  of  this  strange  mystery,  when  there  euW" 

four  lovely  maidens  at  the  portal  of  iheTf* 

pie.     By  (he  Harp,  the  Par.isol.  and  the  foldsf 

iStool,   it   was   not  drfncult   to  recognise  *• 


•  It  fashions  Ctildet.)  or  educate*.— O.  Y.  ^    , 

t  Honour  to  her  indeed  I   The  Mechnnkal  PkBn'^^  I 
though  deed,  hen  not  died  and  tired  in  Ttia;  MW  ' 
work*  nre  there:  **ii|>on  fheve  »kt'*  (TaortiT.  ^ 
horn,  in  f  lorifled  ith.ipe)   •*  has  built  beiMlf  vd  ^ 
maintain  hemelf;'*  and  the  Nat«ral  %wd 
•liall  beBcefonb,  tlwreby,  be  one.— D.  T. 
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n^maids  of  Lily;  but  the  foarth,  more 
ifal  than  any  of  the  rest,  was  an  unknown 
De,  and  In  sisterly  sportfulness  ^he  hast- 
vith  them  through  the  Temple,  and 
ited  the  steps  of  the  Altar.* 
l^ilt  thou  have  better  trust  in  me  another 
good  wife!"  said  the  man  with  the  Lamp 
e  fair  one:  **  Well  for  thee,  and  every 
;  thing  that  bathes  this  morning  in  the 

rr 

le  renewed  and  beautified  old  Woman,  of 
^  former  shape  no  trace  remained,  em- 
ed  with  young  eager  arms  the  man  with 
Uimp,  who  kindly  received  her  caresses. 
I  im  too  old  for  thee/*  said  he,  smiling, 
»ii  mayest  choose  another  husband  to-day; 
I  this  hour  no  marriage  is  of  force,  which 
M  contracted  anew." 

Dost  thou  not  know,  then,"  answered  she, 
A  tboa  too  art  grown  younger?" — **  It  de- 
ft me  if  to  thy  young  eyes  I  seem  a  hand* 
i  youth :  I  take  thy  hand  anew,  and  am 
content  to  live  with  thee  another  thousand 

»-"t 

le  Qaeen  welcomed  her  new  friend,  and 
:  down  with  her.  into  the  inferior  of  the 
,  while  the  King  stood  between  his  two 
looking  towards  the  bridge,  and  attentively 
fmplating  the  busy  tumult  of  the  people. 
It  his  satisfaction  did  not  last;  for  ere 
he  saw  an  object  which  excited  his  dis- 
mre.  The  great  Giant,  who  appeared  not 
9  have  awoke  completely  from  his  mom- 
lleep,  etme  stumbling  along  the  Bridge, 
Dcing  great  confusion  all  around  him.  As 
I,  he  had  risen  stupified  with  sleep,  and 
meant  to  bathe  in  the  well-known  bay  of 
Kiver;  instead  of  which  he  found  firm 
and  plunged  upon  the  broad  pavement 
e  Bridge.  Yet  although  he  reeled  into  the 
t  of  men  and  cattle  in  the  clumsiest  way, 
iresence,  wondered  at  by  all,  was  felt  by 
;  but  as  the  sunshine  came  into  his  eyes, 
lie  raised  his  hands  to  rub  them,  the  sha- 
lof  his  monstrous  fists  moved  to  and  fro 
id  him  with  such  force  and  awkwardness, 
men  and  beasts  were  heaped  together  in 
t  masscH,  were  hurt  by  such  rude  contact, 
in  danger  of  being  pitched  into  the  River.t 
le  King,  as  he  saw  this  mischief,  grasped 
an  involunury  movement  at  his  sword; 
le  bethought  himself,  and  looked  calmly 
s  sceptre,  then  at  the  Lamp  and  the  Rud- 
f  his  attendants.  **  I  guess  thy  thoughts," 
the  man  with  the  Lamp ;  **  but  we  and  our 
are  powerless  against  this  powerless 
Iter.  Becalm!  He  is  doing  hurt  for  the  last 
and  happilyhis  shadow  is  noi  turned  to  uO 
•anwhile  the  Giant  was  approaching 
»r;  in  astonishment  at  what  he  saw  with 
eyes,  he  had  dropt  his  hand«;  he  was 
doing  no  injury,  and  came  staring  and 
e  into  the  fore-court 


irk  what  comei  of  tinthinv  in  the  TiMB-RIver,  at 

trance  of  a  New  Ern !— D.  T. 

Ml  »o  RKAtcN  and  Rmdeayoub  befni  nnra  more 

•4.  and  In  the  honey-moon,  need  we  wbh  them 

D.  T. 

lOtt  r^memh«tre«t  the  CmtMir  Relief  Bill;    wit- 

t  the  /Hak  JUvmHm  Bill  t    lla«t  benrrt.  Are  hun- 

tniea.  ihai  the  **Chnrrh**  wan  **in  D-inrer.*'  and 

.1  Irnrth  hrllevept  h  1— D.  T.— !•  D.  T.  of  tbe  , 

I  BMaie,  ud  PopWi-lnfidel,  tban  1-0.  Y.  ' 


He  was  walking  straight  to  the  door  of  the 
Temple,  when  all  at  once  in  the  middle  of  the 
court,  he  halted,  and  was  fixed  to  the  ground. 
He  stood  there  like  a  stronpr  coI<»ssal  statue,  of 
reddish  p:litterinp;  stone,  and  his  shadow  point 
ed  out  the  hours,*  which  were  marked  in  a 
circle  on  the  floor  around  him,  not  in  numbers, 
but  in  noble  and  expressive  emblems. 

Much  delighted  was  the  King  to  see  the 
monster's  shadow  turned  to  some  useful  pur- 
pose; much  astonished  was  the  Queen;  who, 
on  mounting  (Vom  within  the  Altar,  decked  Id 
royal  pomp  with  her  virgins,  first  noticed  the 
huge  figure,  which  almost  closed  the  prospect 
from  the  Temple  to  the  Bridge. 

Meanwhile  the  people  had  crowded  after  the 
Giant,  as  he  ceased  to  move;  they  were  walk- 
ing round  him,  wondering  at  his  metamor- 
phosis. From  him  they  turned  to  the  Temple, 
which  they  now  first  appeared  to  notice,f  and 
pressed  towards  the  door. 

Al  this  instant  the  Hawk  with  the  mirror 
soared  aloA  above  the  dome ;  caught  the  light 
of  the  sun,  and  reflected  it  upon  the  group, 
which  was  standing  on  the  altar.  The  King, 
the  Queen,  and  their  attendant^,  in  the  dusky 
concave  of  the  Temple,  seemed  illuminated  l^ 
a  heavenly  splendoor,  and  the  people  fell  upoa 
their  faces.  When  the  crowd  had  recovered 
and  risen,  the  King  with  his  followers  had 
descended  into  the  Altar,  to  proceed  by  secret 
passages  into  his  palace;  and  the  multitude 
dispersed  about  the  Temple  to  content  their 
curiosity.  The  three  Kings  that  were  standing 
erect  they  viewed  with  astonishment  and  re- 
verence ;  but  the  more  eager  were  they  to  dis- 
cover what  mass  it  could  be  that  was  hid 
behind  the  hangings,  in  the  fourth  niche;  for 
by  some  hand  or  another,  charitable  decency 
had  spread  over  the  restin«:-place  of  the  Fallea 
King  a  gorgeous  curtain,  which  no  eye  can  pene- 
trate, and  no  hand  may  dare  to  draw  aside. 

The  people  would  have  found  no  end  to  their 
gazing  and  their  admiration,  and  the  crowding 
multitude  would  have  even  sufl'ocated  one 
another  in  the  Temple,  had  not  their  attention 
l)een  again  attracted  to  the  open  space. 

Unexpectedly  some  gold-pieces,  as  if  falling 
from  the  air,  came  tinkling  down  upon  the 
marble  flags;  the  nearest  passers-by  rushed 
thither  to  pick  them  up;  the- wonder  was  re- 
peated several  timen,  now  here,  now  there.  It 
is  easy  to  conceive  that  the  shower  proceeded 
from  our  two  retiring  Flames,  who  wished  to 
have  a  little  sport  here  once  more,  and  were 
thus  gaily  spending,  ere  they  went  away,  the 
?ok)  which  they  had  licked  from  the  mem- 
bers of  the  sunken  King.  The  people  still  ran 
eagerly  al>out,  pressing  and  pullin?  one  ano- 
ther, even  when  the  gold  had  ceased  to  fall. 
At  length  they  gradually  dispersed,  and  went 
their  way;  and  to  the  present  hour  the  Bridge 
is  swarming  with  travellers,  aad  the  Temple 
is  the  most  frequented  on  the  whole  Earth.t 


♦  Rmvo !— D.  T. 

f  Now  flrnt :  whfn  the  beaut  ofa  SupBaariTiON-Olant 
haw  rot  hia  qnierna.    Rlrhi !— D.  T. 

X  It  id  the  Temple  ofthe  whole  civilised  earth.  Finally, 
mar  I  take  le-tve  to  cnnnider  this  MUkrcken  aa  tiM 
deepent  Poem  of  im  nort  in  exintence ;  aa  the  only  traa 
Prophecy  emitted  for  who  Icnowi  how  many  renturiaal 
— D.  T.— Certainly :  BDfland  la  a  ttf  country.— O.  Y. 
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UToi,  recording  the  JatMiun,  voyages,  vicio 
ma,  UDours,  and  indications  nr  ibe  AposiJi 
Daniii:  jl  ii  bnl  a  jear  or  (wo  iiince  a  nev 
ooDtribntioD  on  Voltaire  came  berure  as 
■ince  Jean  Jacques  had  a  new  Lift  wriiien  foi 
bim ;  and  then  of  those  Fmillii  di  Grimm 
what  incalculable  masses  majyet  tie  dorman 
in  ibe  Ppiersbut^h  Library,  waiting  only  lo  b( 
awakened  and  let  slip! — R«adin([  fur  a  life 
timel  Thomas  Parr  might  begin  reading  ir 
lM>g-clotheB,  and  stop  in  his  last  handred  and 
flfUeth  year  without  haring  ended.  And  then, 
•I  to  vben  the  proeets  of  addition  will  cease, 
and  the  Acts  and  Epi&tles  of  the  Fanriau 
Church  of  Antichrist  will  h:ive  completed 
iheraselTcs ;  except  in  so  far  as  the  quantity 
of  paper  written  on,  or  even  manuracinred,  in 
those  days  being  finite  and  not  infinite,  the 
business  one  day  or  other  must  cease,  and  the 
Anliehristian  Canoa  close  for  the  last  time, — 
we  yet  know  nothing. 

Meanwhile,  let  as  nowise  be  understood  as 
lamentinglhis  stupendous  eopioasoess,  but  ra- 
llier  as  viewing  it  historically  with  patience, 
and  indeed  with  satisfaction.  Memoirs,  so  lung 
a*  they  are  irue,  how  stupid  soever,  can  hardly 
be  aceamulaled  in  excess.  The  stupider  they 
are,  let  them  simply  be  the  sooner  cast  into 
ibe  oven ;  if  trne,  they  will  always  insiruci 
more  or  less,  were  it  only  in  the  way  of  con- 
frmalion  and  repetition;  and,  what  is  of  va.sl 
moment,  they  do  not  inii-iDSlrucL  Day  aRer 
day  looking  at  the  htfdi  destinies  which  yet 
Avait  Literature,  which  Literature  will  ere 
long  address  herself  with  more  decisiveness 
■ban  ever  to  fulfil,  it  grows  clearer  to  us  that 
the  proper  task  of  Literature  lies  in  the  do- 
main of  BiLin;  within  Which  **  Poetic  Fic- 
tion," as  it  is  charitably  named,  will  have  to 
take  a  quite  new  figure,  if  allowed  a  settle- 


if  deep  and  with  in! 
aiively.  [loeticaliy ;  if 
uninspired,  every-day 
be  faiihrul  in  this  anc 
On  us  sitll  so  near 
century  in  Paris  pr< 
portion  of  the  magic 
lory,  but  only  a*  the 
mass  of  threads  ani] 
in  process  of  bniig 
poses  a  rather  comp 
however,  as  of  all  su< 
be  happily  comprised 
prescribed  hy  Nature  I 

can  help  us  forward  oi 
the  shape  of  intellect 
edlGcation,  oayofmer 
mem.  The  Bourbon 
method,  (the  like  of 
recommended  eUewli 
bid  the  nran4  of  the 
their  lives  and  writloi 
go  out  of  sight,  and  «i 
whole  business  won 
f/rauil.  Foolish  Bo 
were  not  done  in  a  ci 
Iwfore  the  anxious  e; 
den  they  ean  in  nowi 
(0  resist  them,  oor  fin 
nary  is  lo  see  and  cat 
indeed,  as  their  Im: 
right  comprehension 
eessity ;  for,  sent  of  ( 
have  plain  lyenongh 
us  sach  and  such  a  w 
iheir  tillage,  with  the 
standing  on  it,  that  1 
Before  all  Ihinfts  'her 


;  Ihe  End  oC  a  Social   8yi 
above  a  ihoDsand  years  had  been 
_    iweir  togrthcr,  and,  afler  Ihai,  had 
f-BT  wine 

■  Social  Pyetem  is  no  cheerful  busi 
i»M  wittier  lo  rorm' pan  of,  orio  lonk  at:  how 
r^rv  ^<  lenglh.tn  (he  enitiv^p  of  it,  Ihrre  corner 
>lu^c  wheo  Ihe  mouldering  changes  inl'i  i 
^■ihans  ;  active  handi  drive  in  Iheir  wedi-es 
M.«o  their  crowbars;  ihrre  is  a  comfonabli 
^pcara  nre  of  work  gain;  on.  Instead 'of 
■M  a^nd  ihereasuine  falling  oat,  here 
p>yi-  ck  liandful  of  duM,  whole  massci  mmlile 
P^«».  ^•'Iiole  clouds  and  whirlwi 
M«h«s  too  are  applied,  and  Ihe 
■■*»  Gre:  so  what  with  flame-whirlwind,  wha'i 
.l-whirlwind.  and  ibe  crush  of  fAlmg 


ST 


■MIy  i, 


g5».  r..r„ 


.»»tl  oar  assidunu!  craHsmen 

»no  another  with    Kiduh,  and  cries  of 

Ac  wont.    Add  to  this,  ihal  of  all  labour- 

>  **ne  can  see  such  rapid  ejileiisive  fruil 

Ia.bonr  as  Ihe  Destroyer  can  and  does. - 

isoaable  Ibal  measuring 

Oect  to  cause,  he  should  esteem   bii 

the  best  nnd  greatest :  and  a  Vol- 

eiample,  be  b^  his  guild-brelhren 

-    ifidenily  accounted  "not 

^he  greatest  man  of  this  a^e.  but  of  all 
Agvs.  and  perhaps  Ihe  grealest  ihal  Na- 
e^ould  produce."  Wonhy  old  Natural 
Roes  on  producing  whatsoever  is  needful 
^  'Ch  season  of  her  course;  and  produces. 
JI^*,  perfect  composure,  that  Encyclopedist 
^^*'Ti.  ihat  she  can  produce  no  more. 

^■^''^    I  torch-and-erowbar  period  of  quick 

'■'vrn  and  conflagraiinn,  was  this  of 

i.'r   Louii  Quiiai .    when    the    Social 

.ving  all  fallen  lo  rolienness,  rain- 

. _^   _  i   noisome  decay,  the  shivering  na- 

^  r.  -uived  lo  cheer  Iheir  dull  abode  by  Ihe 

^Ju*"^^ '""■''''*  "'P  °^  setting  it  on  fire.    Qncs- 

^.    •»ul!:i'   «e  call  iheir  Manner  of  procedure; 

**  '       ;  Itself,  as  all  men  may  unw  see,  was 

■MW  way   or    other,   whether   by 

ting  or  milder   meihods  ibe   old 

I  Deeds  be  Dew-buili.     We  behold 

ihlfMar  pulling  down,  oral  least  of  as- 

"^f  nbbieb,  ftill  go  resolutely  on,  all 

B  and  there  some  traces  of 

f  new  building  up,  may  now 

'Hope,  disclose  iheinselves. 

unted  with  Denis  Diderot  and 

]o  see  the  si|!Difir! 

a  it  vorbs  on  the  ihinbing  and  aciini; 

la,  fashions  for  him  a  singulai 

It  rf  eiistence,  gii  ""   ' 

r  Irae  and  li^re.     Unhappily,  afler  all 

IS  strangers,  much  in  ihal  foreign 
ifltr,and  method  of  working  and  livinj;, 
~»  otiscare;  much  in  Ihe  man  himself. 


11 

nensil^ua' 


reacbei  downward}  and  upwards,  ansoff  ^ 
able,  fading  into  the  regions  of  Immensil^U  .. 
of  Eternity.  Life  everywhere,  a^  woven  on 
ihat  siupendous  ever-marvellnus  "Loom  of 
Time,"  may  be  said  lo  rasbion  itself  <Ff  a  woof 
of  light  indeed,  yei  on  a  warp  of  mysiic  dark- 
ness: only  be  Ibai  created  It  can  understand  iL 
As  lo  this  Diderot,  had  we  imce  got  so  br  that 
we  could,  in  Ihe  faintest  degree, personate  him  i 
lake  npon  ourselves  his  characier  and  hi«  en- 
vironment of  cirautiixtanae>,  and  act  bi.1  Lift 
over  again  in  that  small  Private-Theatre  of 
ours,  (under  our  own  Uat.)  with  moderate  0- 
losivencsi  and  hisirionic  eff-cl, —  *a:  were 
wliai,  in  conformiiy  wiih  cnmmou  speech,  wa 
should  name  iniliriiiiHilu:g  bim,  and  could  be 
abundantly  conieui  wirh. 

In  his  manner  ol  appearance  before  iha 
world,  Diderot  has  bcen.jwrhapitto  aneilremB 
degree,  unfonuiiuie.  His  literary  produettoai 
were  invariably  hashed  olT  in  hottest  baste, 
and  left  genemlly,  (on  ihe  waste  of  Accident)) 
with  an  oslrich-like  indifference.  He  bad  lo 
live,  in  France,  in  the  sour  days  of  a  Jiturnat 
dn  TrtBonx;  of  a  suspicious,  decaying  Sor- 
bonne.  He  was  loo  poor  lo  selforeign  presses, 
al  Kehl,  or  elsewhere,  in  motion  ;  tn<i  headtobg 
and  quick  of  temper  to  seek  help  frt<m  those 
thai  could :  thus  must  he,  if  hL.  pen  was  not 
III  lie  idle,  vrrite  much  of  which  there  was  no 
publishing.  His  Papers  accordingly  are  foond 
flying  about,  like  Sybil's  leaves,  in  all  comers 
of  the  world !  for  many  years  no  lolerable  col- 
lection of  his  Writings  was  attempted  j  lo  this 
day  ihere  is  none  that  in  any  sense  can  ba 
called  perfect.  Two  spurious,  surreptitious 
Amslerdam  Editions, '■or rather TormleKs, blun- 
dering A  E  glume  rations,"  were  all  ihiil  Uie 
world  saw  during  hi4  life.  Diderot  did  not 
hear  of  these  for  several  years,  and  ihen  only, 
il  is  said,  '  with  peals  of  laughter,"  and  no  . 
other  prnclical  aiep  nhaiever.  Of  ihe  four 
that  have  since  been  primed,  (or  rrprinted,  for 
Naigeon's  of  1788,  i>  the  great  ohginal,]  so 
one  so  much  as  pretends  either  lo  he  complete 
or  selected  on  auy  system.  Briere's.theialeal, 
of  which  alone  we  have  much  personal  know- 
ledge, is  a  well-pnnled  book,  perhaps  belter 
worth  buying  ihau  any  of  ihe  others  i  yet 
without  arrangement,  without  coherence,  par- 
port;  often  lamentablv  in  needof  cnmmenliry : 
on  the  whole,  in  reference  to  Ihe  wants  and 
specialities  of  ihis  time,  as  good  as  wiedited. 
"  '  seems,  inileed,  to  have  hired  some 
or  thing,  to  play  Ihe  pari  of  Editor;  or 
rather  more  things  than  one,  for  they  sign 
themselves  Ediiors  in  the  plural  number;  and 
nm  time  tn  lime,  ihroughoiit  the  work,  tone 
>iehsk  allracls  us  lo  Ihe  bottom  of  ihe  leaf, 
id  to  some  printed  matler  stib'cribed 
CniTs.":  but  unhappily  the  journey  is  for 
osi  part  in  vain ;  in  'he  course  i<f  a  rolone 
two,  we  learn  two  well  thai  nothing  is  Ui  be 
gained  there;  ihal  Ihe  Noie.  whatrer  ii  pro- 
fessedly Ireat  of,  will,  in  strict  logical  •f'eecK 
ily  as  much  a'  to  »ay:  "Bej^r!  lbo« 
perceivest  thsl  we  EiliUirs.  t"  ihe  aitmber  of 
alivr,  and  if  *'  Iia-I  any  j»- 


iber— Bar 


400 


CARLYLE'8  MISCELLANEOUS  WRITINGS. 


penons  or  things)  dearly  before  them,  continue 
to  all  appearance,  in  moderately  Rood  spirits. 

One  service  ihey,  or  Briore   for   them,  (if, 
indeed,  Britrre  is  not  himself  they,  as  we  some- 1 
times    surmise,)  have   Jiccomplished   for   us :  , 
sought   out   and   printed   ih^   lon^-looked-for.  ; 
long-loat    Ufe  of    Diflcrv'   by  •Naigeon.     The  | 
lovers  of  biog'raphy  had  fur   years  sorrowed  ; 
over  this  concealed  Manuscript,  with  a  wistful- 
nessfrom  which  hope  had  ni^h  fled.    A  certain  . 
Naigeon,  the  beloved  disciple  of  Diderot,  had  ■ 
(if  his  own  word,  in  his  own  editorial  Preface,  i 
was   to   be  credited)  written  a   Life  of  him ;  > 
and,  alas !    whither   was    it   now  vanished  ?  i 
Surely  all  that  was  dark  in  Denis  the  Fatalist  ' 
had  there   been    illuminated ;  nay,  was  there  | 
not,  probably,  a  glorious  "  Light-street"  carried 
through  that  whole  Literary  Eighteenth  Cen- 
tury ?    And  was  not  Diderot,  long  belauded  as 
**  the  most  encyclopedical  head  that  perhaps 
ever  existed,"  now  to  show  himself  as  such 
in^ — the  new  Practical  Encyclopedia,  philoso- 
phic, economic,  speculative,  digestive,  of  Life, 
— in  three  score  and  ten  Years,  or  Volumes! 
Diderot  too  was  known  as  the  vividest,  noblest 
talker  of  his  time :  considering  all  that  Bos- 
well,  with  his  slender  opportunities,  had  made 
of  Johnson,  what  was  there  we  had  not  a  right 
to  expect ! 

By  Briere*s  endeavour,  as  we  said,  the  con- 
cealed Manuscript  of  Naigeon  now  lies,  as 
published  Volume,  on  this  desk.  Alas!  a 
written  life,  too  like  many  an  acted  life,  where 
hope  is  one  thing,  fulfilment  quite  another! 
Perhaps,  indeed,  of  all  biographies  ever  put 
together  by  the  hand  of  man,  this  of  Naigeon*s 
is  the  most  unimeresting.  Foolish  Naigeon  ^ 
"We  wanted  to  see  and  know  how  it  stood  with 
the  bodily  man,  the  clothed,  boarded,  bedded, 
working,  and  warfariiig  Denis  Diderot,  in  that 
Paris  of  his  ;  how  he  looked  and  lived,  what 
he  did,  what  he  said :  bad  the  f(»olish  Biographer 
so  much  as  told  us  what  colour  his  stockings 
were !  Of  all  this,  bt'yoiid  a  dale  or  two,  not  a 
syllable,  not  a  hint  !  nothing  but  a  dull,  sulky, 
snuffling,  droning,  interminable  lecture  on 
Atheistic  Philosf»phy  ;  how  Diderot  came  upon 
Atheism,  how  he  taught  it,  how  true  it  is,  how 
inexpressibly  important.  Singular  enough,  the 
zeal  v(  the  Jcvil^n  house  hath  eaten  Naigeon  up. 
A  man  of  coarse,  mechanical.  pf»rhaps  intrin- 
sically rather  feeble  intellect;  and  then,  with 
the  vehemence  of  some  pulpit-<lrumming 
"Gowkthrapple,"  or  "preridus  Mr.  Jabesh 
Rentowel," — unly  that  Aw  kirk  is  of  the  o'hcr 
complexion  !  Yet  must  he  too  see  himself  in 
a  wholly  backsliding  world,  where  much  the- 
ism and  other  scandal  still  rules;  and  man}- 
times  Gowkthrapple  Naieeon  be  tempted  to 
weep  by  the  streams  of  Babel.  Wiihal.  how- 
ever, he  isieoofien:  ihorouphly  mechanical,  as 
if  Vaucanson  himself  had  made  him;  and  that 
singularly  tempers  his  fury. — Let  the  reader, 
finally,  admire  the  bounteous  produce  of  this 
Earth,  and  how  one  element  bears  nothing  but 
the  other  matches  it:  here  have  we  not  the 
truest  odin/n  ihcvlj^nim,  W(»rking  quite  drmono- 
logically,  in  a  worshipper  of  the  Everlasting 
Nothing!  So  much  for  Naigeon;  what  we 
looked  for  from  him,  and  what  we  have  got. 

Must  Diderot  then  be  given  up  to  oblivion, 


or  remembered  not  as  Man,  bot  merely  as  P^ 
losophic-.Atheistic  Lo^ic-Mill  1  Did  not  ]M^ 
rot  live|  as  well  as  think?  An  amateor  1^ 
porter  in  some  of  the  Biographical  DirtioDi* 
ries  declares  that  he  heard  him  talk  one  daj, 
in  nightgown  and  slippers,  for  the  spire  df 
two  hours,  concerning  earth,  sea.  and  air,«rik 
a  fulgorous  impetuosity  almost  beyond  hnioai, 
rising  from  height  t<  height,  and  at  \nfk 
finish  the  climax  by  ''dashing  his  nigliicif 
against  the  wall.**  Most  readers  will  adM 
this  to  be  biography;  we,  alas,  mostsaj, il 
comprises  nearly  all  about  the  Man  Didoit 
that  hitherto  would  abide  with  us. 

Here,  however,  comes  **  Paulin,  Publitbi^ 
Bookseller,"  with  a  quite  new  contribaiioi.'i 
long  series  of  Letters,  extending  over  ifln 
years ;  unhappily  only  love-letters,  aad  frmi 
married  sexagenarian ;  yet  still  letters  froa hi 
own  hand.     Amid    these    insipid    floodi  d 
tenthrevte,  tenritnlite,  and  so  forth,  vapid,  like  l^p^ 
decanted  small-beer,  many  a  curious  biogn^ 
trait  comes  to  light;  indeed,  we  c«d  bcrrif 
see  more  of  the  individual  Diderot,  aidli 
environment,  and  method  of  procedore  iM 
than  by  all  the  other  books  that  have  yd  ha 
published  of  him.    Forgetting  or  cooqmtf 
the  species  of  nausea  that  such  a  bosinea^a 
the  first  announcement  of  it,  may 
in  many  of  the  details  of  it  cannot  bot 
the  biographic  reader  will  find  this  wellffMi 
looking  into.    Nay,  is   it   not  sometluYtf 
itself,  to  see  that  Spectacle  of  the  PbiloMfll 
in  Love,  or,  at  least,  zealously  endriTMnf 
to  fancy  himself  so  1     For  scientific  |WJ* 
a  considerable  tedium,  of  "noble  seniiBrf 
(and  even  worse  things)  can  be  underfO» 
How  the  most  encyclopedical  head  tbti  p* 
haps  ever  existed,  now  on  the  borden  i"/"* 
grand  climacteric,  and  already,  pruridedw 
wife  and  child,  comports  himself  in  ihatityi^ 
circumstance  of  preternupfial  (and.  inW^ 
snch  age,  and  wiih  so  many  *•  indi2«li<i* 
almost  preternatural)  devotion  to  thf  q** 
of  this  earth,  may,  by  the  curious  in  sciM* 
(who  have  nerves  for  it.)  be  here  seen.  Tfcfli 
is   beside^  a  lively  Mtntoir  of  him  by  n* 
moiselle  Diderot,  though  too  brief,  and  Botifty 
true-looking.     Finally,  in  one  lai^  Vi-luiJ 
his  Dream  of  (TJlemfer',  greatly  regretted  IJ 
commented  upon  by  Naigeon ;  which  we eij 
have  done  without.     F«jr  its   bulk,  thitlj 
Memoir  is  the  best  of  the  whole.   Unflirtonal4  J" 
as  hinted.  Mademoiselle,  resolute  of  alltw^ 
to  be  -piqvnnfe,  writes,  or  rather  /At«t% 
smart,  antithetic  manner,  nowise  thefit»st 
clearness  or  credibility:  without  su^p^c: 
voluntary  falsehood,  there   is  no  app«TU< 
that  this  is  a  camera-lncida  picture,  or »J* 
trait  drawn  by  legitimate  rules  of  art.  ^ 
resolution  to  be  piquant  is  the  bcsenincsj* 
innumerable  persons  of  both  sexes,  and  woiifF 
mp.rsany  use  there  might  otherwise  beiotW 
writing  or  their  speaking.     Il  is, or  «-^* 
fault  specially  imputed   to  the  French:  tf* 
woman  and  Frenchwoman,  who  besides  ■ 
mue.h  to  fell  us,  it  must  i»ven  be  borne  •• 
And  now,  from  these  diverse  sr atlercd  ai^ 
rials,  let  us  try  how  coherent  a  figure  of  fr* 
Diderot,  and  his  e.arthly  Pilgrimage  tod  r* 
formaoce,  we  can  piece  together. 
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In  tbe  aDcient  Town  of  Langres,  in  the 
onth  of  October,  1713,  it  begins.  Fancy 
Ingres,  alof\  on  its  hill  top,  amid  Roman 
IDS,  nigh  the  sources  of  the  8aone  and  of  the 
arne,  with  its  coarse  substantial  houses,  and 
leen  thousand  inhabitants,  mostly  engaged 
knife-grinding;  and  one  of  the  quickest, 
farest,  most  volatile,  and  susceptive  little 
ures  of  that  century,  ;ust  landed  in  the 
orld  there.  In  this  French  Sheffield,  Dide- 
iTs  Father  was  a  Cutler,  master  of  his  craA; 
much-respected  and  respect-worthy  man; 
e  of  those  ancif  nt  craftsmen  (now,  alas ! 
ftrly  departed  fn^m  the  earth,  and  sought, 
th  little  effect,  by  idyllii>ts,  among  the  "Scot- 
h  peasantry,"  and  elsewhere)  who,  in  the 
hool  of  practice,  have  learned  not  only  skill 
hand,  but  the  far  harder  skill  of  head  and 
heart ;  whose  whole  knowledge  and  virtue, 
in^  by  necessity  a  knowledge  and  virtue  to 
somewhat,  is  true,  and  has  stood  trial: 
imble  modern  patriarchs,  brave,  wise,  sim- 
t ;  of  worth  ru(|e,  but  un perverted,  like 
sioine  anwrought  silver,  native  from  the 
ibe!  Diderot  loved  his  father,  as  he  well 
ight,  and  regrets  on  several  occasions  that  he 
at  painted  in  holiday  clothes,  and  not  in  the 
IM%day  costume  of  his  trade,  ^'with  apron 
t4  grinder's-wheel,  and  spectacles  pushed 
•iT— €ven  as  he  lived  ^nd  laboured,  and 
tly  made  good  for  himself  the  3maI1  sec- 

of  the  Universe  he  pretended  to  occupy. 

10  of  strictest  veracity  and  integrity  was 
la  ancient  master;  of  great  insight  and 
Bient  discretion,  so  that  he  was  often  chosen 
aiDpire  and  adviser;  of  great  humanity,  s( 
^  one  day  crowds  of  poor  were  to  "follow 
■>  with  tears  to  his  long  home."  An  oui- 
Pk^n  Langres  neighbour  gratified  the  now 
^tt-Iess  Philosopher  with  this  saying — "AH, 
*tsieur  Diderot,  you  are  a  famous  man,  bu* 
*  will  never  be  your  father's  equal."  Truly, 
^1  the  wonderful  illustrious  persons  ihai 
Ele  to  view  in  the  biographic  part  of  these 
^nd-twenty  Volumes,  it  is  a  question  whe- 
^  this  old  Langres  Cutler  is  not  the  wor- 
^t;  to  US  no  other  suggests  him.velf  whose 
^^  ean  be  admitted,  without  lamentable 
actions  and  defacements  to  be  deducted 
^  it.  The  Mother  also  was  a  loving-heaned 
2  Woman:,  so  Diderot  mig!  t  account  him- 
^  well-born :  and  it  is  a  credit  to  the  man 
^  he  always  (and  sometimes  in  the  circle 
JJCings  and  empresses)  gratefully  did  so. 
V*he  Jesuits  were  his  schoolmasters  :  at  the 
^  of  twelve,  the  encyclopedical  head  was 
^iteared."  ]He  was  quick  in  seizing,  strong 
rpmembering  and  arranging ;  otherwise 
r%y  enough;  fond  of  sport,  and  from  time 
Mme  getting  into  trouble.  'One  grand  event 
"^ifieant  of  all  this,  he  has  himself  com- 
'^Borated:  his  Daughter  records  it  in  these 

^He  had  chanced  to  have  a  quarrel  with  his 
trades  :  it  had  been  serious  enough  to  bring 
bim  a  .sentence  of  exclusion  from  college 
Home  day  of  public  examination  and  distri- 
^ion  of  prizes.  The  idea  of  passing  this  im- 
Itant  time  at  hrme,  and  grieving  his  parent.s, 
s  intolerable:  he  proceeded  to  the  college- 
te;  the  porter  refused  bim  admittance;  he 

51 


presses  in  while  some  crowd  is  entering,  and 
sets  off  running  at  full  speed;  the  porter  gets 
at  him  with  a  sort  of  pike  he  carried,  and 
wounds  him  in  the  side:  the  boy  will  not  be 
driven  back;  arrives,  takes  the  pltice  that  be- 
longed to  him  :  prizes  of  all  sorts,  for  composi- 
tion, for  memory,  for  poetry,  he  obtains  Ihem 
all.  No  doubt  he  had  deserved  them;  since 
even  the  resolution  to  punish  him  conld  not 
,  withstand  the  sense  of  justice  in  his  superiors. 
Several  volumes,  a  number  of  garlands  had 
fallen  to  his  lot;  being  too  weak  to  carry  them 
all,  he  put  the  garlands  round  his  neck,  and, 
with  his  arms  full  of  books,  returned  home. 
His  mother. was  at  the  door;  and  saw  him 
coming  through  the  public  square  in  this 
equipment,  and  surrounded  by  his  school-fel- 
lows: one  should  be  a  mother  to  conceive 
what  she  must  have  felt.  He  was  feasted,  he 
was  caressed :  but  next  Sunday,  in  dressing 
him  for  church,  a  considerable  wound  was 
found  on  him,  of  which  he  had  not  so  much  as 
thought  of  complaining." 

"  One  of  the  sweetest  moments  of  my  life," 
writes  Diderot  himself,  of  this  same  business, 
with  a  slight  variation,  "was  more  than  thirty 
years  ago,  and  I  i^member  it  like  yesterday, 
when  my  Father  saw  me  coming  home  from 
the  college,  with  my  arms  full  of  prizes  that  I 
had  carried  off,  and  my  shoulders  with  the  gar- 
lands they  had  given  me,  which,  being  too  big 
for  my  brow,  had  let  my  head  slip  through 
them.  Noticing  me  at  a  distance,  he  threw 
down  his  work,  hastened  to  the  door  to  meet 
me,  and  could  not  help  weeping.  It  is  a  fine 
sight,  a  true  man  and  rigorous  falling  to 
weep !" 

Mademoiselle,  in  her  quick-sparkling  way, 
informs  us,  nevertheless,  that  the  school- victor, 
gelling  tired  of  pedagogic  admonitions  and  in- 
flictions, whereof  there  were  many,  said  ••  one 
morning"  to  his  father,  "that  he  meant  to  give 
up  school !" — **  Thou  hadst  rather  be  a  cutler, 
then  1"— «  With  all  my  heart."— They  handed 
him  an  apron,  and  he  placed  himself  beside 
his  father.  He  spoiled  whatever  he  laid  hands 
on,  penknive-s,  whittles,  blades  of  all  kinds.  It 
went  on  for  four  or  five  days ;  at  the  end  of 
which  he  rose,  proceeded  to  his  room,  got  his 
books  there,  and  returned  to  college^ — and 
having,  it  would  appear,  in  this  simple  man- 
ner sown  his  college  wild-oats,  never  stirred 
from  it  again. 

To  the  Reverend  Fathers,  it  seemed  that 
Denis  would  make  an  excellent  Jesuit;  where- 
fore they  set  about  coaxing  and  courting,  with 
intent  to  crimp  him.  Here,  in  some  minds,  a 
certain  comfortable  reflection  on  the  diabolic 
-cunning  and  assiduity  of  these  Holy  Fathers, 
now  happily  all  dissolved  and  expelled,  will 
suggest  itself.  Along  with  which  may  another 
melancholy  reflection  no  less  be  in  place : 
namely,  that  these  Devil-serving  Jesuits  should 
have  shown  a  skill  and  zeal  in  their  teaching 
vocation,  such  as  no  Heaven-serving  body,  of 
what  complexion  soever,  anywhere  on  our. 
earth  now  exhibits.  To  decipher  the  talent  of 
a  young  vague  Capability,  who  must  one  day 
be  a  man  and  a  Reality;  to  lake  him  by  the 
hand,  and  train  him  to  a  spiritual  trade,  and 
set  fadm  up  in  it,  with  tools,  shop,  aud  good* 
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Win,  wm  doiac  biin  in  most  ea-iet  an  nn- 
spMkaUf  wmce, — on  ibis  one  proviw,  ii  13 
lfn«,  thai  ibe  tnde  b<  a  just  sod  bonrsl  one ; 
ia  abich  pruvL^o  purely  there  should  iie  an 
brndenncr  to  such  tervive.  liui  rather  a  hf  Ip. 
R*y.  ouW  maoj  a  poor  Dermodj.  Hulm.  He- 
IM,  Derrick,  and  such  like,  have  been  trained 
to  b«  a  good  Jesuit,  neic  ii  greallr  worse  than 
n  ha*e  lired  paJafully  as  abadNutbiDg-Bl-all  ! 
Bat  indeed,  as  vas  faid.  the  Jesuits  are  die> 
aolred;  and  Corporaiiofis  ot  all  totin  have 
y«nsbed.(rromcorpa]encp;)andtinv,in^leadi>f 
iIm  mvcd  corpi^rate  i^elfiih  spirit;,  ve have  the 
Me-»nd-tb>n}  millions  of  discarporale  selAsh ; 
tad  lb«  rule,  Jfai,  mwd  Ih^lf,  m»kn  a  mm- 
btc  and  a  fcrBoible,  and  cm&hiDg  press  (with 
i»til  preased  igores,  and  dismemben^d  limbs 
vmingh;)  into  whose  dark  ehaoiic  depths  (for 
knmau  Life  is  ever  iin fathomable]  one  shud- 
4tn  to  look.  Lonehesl  o(  all,  weakest  and 
wnr<i-besied,  in  that  «ort<l«>crBaiblr.  is  the 
«UraordiDary  figure  known  in  these  limes  as 
Han  of  Leiler^!  Ii  appears  to  he  mdubilable 
■hat  Ibia  siaie  of  mailers  vilt  alter  and  im- 
|MV*c  iiieU^ — io  a  centary  or  iwd.  Bat  to  re- 
tan: 

"The  Jesoits,''  thus  sparklps  Mademoiselle, 
'  eaployed  the  letnplalioii,  which  is  always  so 
•edtictive,  of  travelling  and  of  libeoy;  they 
perxiuded  ibe  youth  to  quit  his  home,  and  set 
forth  with  a  Jesuit,  to  whom  he  was  attached. 
Denis  had  a  fnend.  a  cousin  of  bis  own  a^; 
be  introsted  his  secret  10  him.  wishinx  thai  he 
■houhi  accompany  them.  But  the  cuusin,  a 
Unrr  and  discreeter  personage,  discovered  the 
whole  project  id  the  father  ;  the  day  of  depar- 
larc.lhe  hour,  all  was  betrayed.  My  grand/a- 
Iher  kepi  the  ^idciesi  silence;  but  before  going 
U  sleep  he  carried  off  the  keys  of  the 
rfoiiTi  and  at  midaight,  hearing  his  >< 
aceod.  he  presented  himself  belore  hin 
the  quest lou,'  Whither  bound,  at  such  an  hour !' 
*To  Pari*,'  replied  the  youny 
mm  to  join  Ue  Jesuits.* — 'That  will  not  be  liw 
nifhl;  but  yont  desires  shall  be  fulfilled:  let 
«s  ID  the  first  place  go  10  sleep.' 

**  Neil  morning   his   father   engaged 
ptaecs  in  the  public  conveyance,  and  carried 
hiu  Vi  Paris,  to  the  College  d'flartoon.    I 
aellled  the  lerms  of  his  little  eslablishmei 
ud  bade  his  son  good-b'ye.    Bat  the  woiihy 
MM  loved  his  child   loo   well  10  leave  him 
wttfcunl  being  quite  satisfied  aboni  his  silHa- 
tiuB  I  he  had  live  con»laiicy  to  stay  a  forinighi 
lontn',  killing  the  time,  and  dytns  of  tedium, 
»  an  Inn,  viihoui  seeing  the  i^Ie  object  he 
was  dvlaying  for.     M  ihe  end.  he  proceeded  In 
the  College;  and  my  faiher  has  oAiyi  lold  me 
that  ihii  proof  of  tenderness  would  have  made 
hin  CO  *o  the  end  of  the  world,  if  the  old  n 
had  required  it.    'Friend.'  said  he.' I  am  a 
to  knvw  if  your  heallh  keeps  good ;  if  yon 
eon'eni  with  your  superior:,  viih  your  diet. 
with  others,  and  with  foarsell.    If  yon  are  noi 
well,  if  you  are  not  happy,  we  will  go  back 
attain  10  your  mother.    If  you  like  beiir-  - 
remain  het*.  I  have  bol  10  speak  a  word 
yiitt,  to  embrace  yon,  and  give  you  my  t 
ing.'     TnejKiuthassormlhimthalbewat 
feeHj  eonirnied.  thii  he  litod  "-- ■ 


»  he  naabmlia 


of  him, 
e  was  satisfied  w 
On  which  side  a 
oarable.  the  worthy  (»th>i  It 
IpniK  saw  little  more  of  hiiB',  1 
ided  tinder  his  roof,  tboagh  fv  •■ 
and  10  the  tasi.  a  proper  tnineowsW 
-  -  '  IS  appears,  without  a*^-^"' 
pan.  and  certainly  wi 
wearied,  pi-adeni  Bupennteodeti«« 
ance  on  l!i«  father's.  Indeed,  tt  n 
family,  thai  of  the  Dideroia  1  and  a1 
if  nalural  affeclio 
he  virlaes  of  our  Pbilosophe. 
iboul  rural  Langres,  aod  the  o! 
of  life  there,  as  delmealed  fietilj 
EnlrrUn  (Tun  Piii  qmi-  ui  i 
fully,  as  a  mailer  of  fi 
published  fofTHywufunre,  are  of 
cheerful,  peace  fully-sec  I  nded  d 
ing.  vc  might  almost  ai 
could  elsewhere  be  gali 
whole  Wriiii)gs.  Denis  w 
of  Ihe  family,  and  much  looked  bi 
_s  :  there  was  a  t 
became  a  clei^yman  ;  and  a  truebe 
witted  Sister,  who  remaioed  e 
limes  tried  to  live  in  parlnenhipjl 
-rather  ansuccessfultr.  The  CT 


iMJ 


mch.    My  grasdiaUitr  then  look  leave 


-aifht-Ue 


and  Denis  such  as  we  know,  they  badii 
igb,  their  own  difficulties  la  I 
brotherly  terms;  and  indeed,  ai  lengA, 
doned  the  task  as  hopeteu.  The  AhUi 
rigomus  by  his  Breviary,  from  time  In 
addressing  solemn  moniiiotis  lo  ibe  ImI... 
losophe.  who  also  went  on  his  way.  bfe 
imewhat  snarled  al  by  (he  Deoiaiaa  vki 
the  house  for  this ;  but  surety  wiifaout  pimil 
virtue  raiher;  at  lowest  hii  dt«a 
Priest,  who  coulil,  or  ■honUl,  MV 
peaceably  on  an  EnryrtipAtv,  ia  yei  ffi^ 
waited  for  in  the  world  i  and  of  u  fi^ 
things,  is  not  a  false  Priesl  Ihe  falsest! 

Meanwhile  Penis  at  ihe  C'llege  d'Hani4 
learns  additional  Greek  and  Matbemalic)i<B 
quite  lo*es  lasle  for  the  Jesuit  carter,  ifcj 
pranks  enoDgh  be  played,  we  doubt  MlK 
lowed  by  reprimand''.  He  made  severalCmik 
however;  gol  inlimalc  with  Ihe  Abbi  Bcflf 
poel  at  that  lime ;  afierwarda  CanlinaL  'Tiff 
nsed  to  dine  together,  for  six  »ius  a-piedhS 
the  neighbouring  rrai.nr'i .-  and  [  hare  tm 
heard  him  vaunt  the  gayely  of  those  HfMJt 

'His.Mudies  bring  fioislied,"  conlioDrtH^ 
demoiselle,  "hi^  father  wrote  10  M.  CIrl 
Ris,  a  Procureural  Paris,  and  biscouni , 
Io  take  him  as  boarder,  that  he  iniebl  ''■4 
Juri^pmdence  and  ibe  Laws.  He  eoaiiaV* 
heie  two  years ;  but  the  business  of  artn  ■! 
iWmdnm  had  few  charms  for  him.  AH  At 
time  he  could  steal  from  the  otKce-detV  ■■ 
emploved-  in  proMcating  Latin  and  Orv^  B  | 
which  he  ibought  himself  still  imperfrttiM** 
Ihematics,  which  he  to  the  last  cooiiBued  f*^ 
sionately  tend  of ;  Italian,  English.  Ac-  !•** 
end  he  gave  him.'elf  up  so  completely  bi  U* 
tasie  r»T  leners.  that  M.  Oemeni  UMn|U  A 
right  Io  inform  his  father  bow  ill  ibe  fiiA 
was  employing  his  lime.  My  srandfaiberr*** 
expressly  ciiiiMiiiuion«4  M.  Clettrai  Io 


(   of  Hi 


la  make  choice  of  fume 
e  for  all  to  becnme  Oociar, 
My  fmher   be^fied 


s  Ihfse 


roposi 


|^3*^<1  before  him:  ht  taswercd  ihi 

n  (if  Doclnr  did  nol  pleaae  him.  fur  he 
■I think  or  killing  any  body;  thai  ibe 
ir  buiine«»  was  too  difficull  lo  execute 
tUciCf  ;  thar  he  wnuld  willingly  cboase 
jUessloD  or  Advocaie,  were  il  nui  Ihar  he 
■  in  vincible  repugnance  lo  occupy  him- 
'^  his  life  wilh  other  people's  buEJness. 
'  what  vnU  ynn  be 
B  my  vord.  nothing, Doihiag  whnt- 

t  very   happy,  very  conienl,  and 

a  youth  of  spirit,  determined 
t  world  on  the  bmsdside,  and  eai 
(aadbe  filled.    His  decided  tarn,  like 
ITaomuiy  oihen,  is  for  the  trade  of  sove- 
i  prince,  ID  Due  shape  or  other;  unhap- 
bowever,  the  capital  and  outfit  to  scl  il 
K.IVUiliDf;.    Under  which  circumstance.'!, 
'  la  bat  to  instroci  H.  Oemenlde 
re  board-wages  will  henceforth 
I,  aad  Ihe  young  sovereign  may,  at  hi 
H  oonveniencs,  be  turned  out  of  doiirB. 
~      1,  perched  alofl  in  hia  own-hired 
lay  have  thoaghi  of  it  now. does  not 
W.    The  good  old  Father,  in  slopping 
Tince,  had  reasonably  enough  iosisied 

0  things :  either  that  he  should  he- 
f  him  to  some  intelligible  method  of' 

I   all   help   should   be  furnished 
)  return  home  vilhio  the  week, 
r  of  which  could  Denis  think  of  doing, 
r  demand  continued  to  he  reiterated 
l«lt  ten  years,  but  always  with  thi 
k  Done-effeel.     Ring  Denis  in  his  furnished 
%,  with  or  without  money  to  pay  for  il,  was 
^  living  and  reigning,  like  oiher  kings, "  I 
Eence  of  Cod ;"  and  could  nawi«e  rei^h 
"idtcate.  A  sangaineous.  vehement,  volati 
i  young,  and   in  so  wide  an  earth, 
I  til  him  neil  lo  impossible  but  he  mn 
t  f(nld-mines  there.   He  lived,  while  viciu 
mtobr  got,  taking  no  thought  for  the  mc 
■•  He  had  bonks,  be  had  merry  I'ompany. 
~!  piping  and  dancing  Paris  round  hiti 
E  could  teach   Mnthemaiics,  he  could  tu 
^•eir  Mt  many  ways;  nay,  might  not  he  be- 
t  a   Mathemalician  one  day;  a  glorified 
bant.and  strike  the  stars  with  his  sublimi 
bd!    Meanwhile  he  is  like  in  be  overiakei 
f  vot  of  (he  sharpest  of  human  ealamiiiei 

e  Tuesday  morning,  he  rises 
s  in  hil  pocket;  he  ha.*  nol  wherewith  li 
.     ,  will  not  Ittiiible  his  rrienda  who  have 
jH  inviled  him.     This  day.  which 
d  he  had  so  nflen  pas!>ed  in  the  middle  of 
s  who  adored  him.  becomes  sadder  by 
innohnnce :  he  cannot  work ;  be  hopes 
•*lps<e  hia  melancholy  by  a  walk;  goes 
»  lanhdei.to  the  Courts,  to  the  Biblinih^qi 

1  the  Janlin  dei<  Pinnies.    You  may 
hve  away  tedium;  but  you  cannot  give  hunger 

f  he  feeli  onwelt ;  the  landlady  gi 


liiile  toast  and  wine:  he  goestobed.    'H   _ 

day.'  he  has  often  said  lo  me, '  I  swore  Ihali  w 

ever  I  came  to  have  any  thing,  I  would  nerar 

At  the  I  in  my  life  refuse  a  poor  man  help,  never  con- 

my  fellow-cteaiuras  to  a  day  as  pain- 


ful.'" 

Thai  Diderot,  ^rlng  all  this  period,  escaped 

arvaiion,js  plain  enough  by  the  result;  bat 

how  he  specially  accomplished  that,  and  the 

other   business  of  living,  remains  mof^tly  left 

tmnjecture.    Mademoiwlle,  confined  at  anf 

te  within  narrow  liinit.i,  continues  as  usual 

J  intent  on  sparkling:  istr<auHl(and;^rtVf£iny, 

rather  than  lucent  and  illnroioaiing.    Unw  iif 

HtiHg  with,  is  your  brightest  traia 

of  fireworks  lo  the  humblesl  farthing  enndlel 

Who  Diderot's  cotupanions,  friends,  enemiea, 

patrons  were,  what  hm  way  of  life  was,  what 

the  Paris  he  lived  in  and  from  bis  garrel  Ipoked 

down  on  was,  ve  learn  only  in  hiiiLt.  dislocated. 

ligmatic.    It  is  in  general  lo  be  impressed 

I  us,  that  young  Deni^.,  as  a  sort  of  spiriloat 

rasbbuchler,   who  went   about   conquering 

Destiny,  in  lighl  rapier-fence,  by  wayofamuae- 

ment;  or  at  lowest,   in    reverses,  gracefully 

ilting   her  with   mock   reverences, — lived 

and  acted  like  no  other  man  ;  all  which  being 

freely  admitted,  we  ask,  with  small  increase 

of  knowledge,  How  he  did  act  then  ! 

He  gave  lessons  in  Mathematics,  we  find  i 
but  with  the  princeliest  indilference  as  to  pay- 
was  his  scholar  lively,  and  prompt  of 
conception,  he  sal  by  him  leaching  all  day; 
did  he  chance  on  a  blockhead,  he  returned  not 
back.  They  paid  him  in  books,  in  movablci, 
in  linen,  in  money,  or  not  at  all ;  it  was  quite 
the  same."  Farther,  he  made  Sermons,  (lo 
>rder ;}  as  (he  Devil  is  said  to  quote  Scriplnre : 
I  Missionary  bespoke  half-a-doien  of  him  <of 
]eni9,  that  is)  for  the  Portuguese  Culonie*, 
and  paid  fur  them  very  handsomely  at  filly 
each.  Once,  a  family  Tutorship  came 
way,  with  lulerable  appointments,  bnt 
likewise  with  incessant  duties:  ai  the  end  of 
three  months,  he  wails  upon  the  hou^e-falbef 
with  thi.s  abrupt  communication;  "I  am  euma, 
Moueieur,  lo  request  yoa  to  seek  a  new  talor; 
I  cannot  remain  with  you  any  longer." — "Bnt. 
Monsieur  Diderot,  what  i*  yonr  gricvanceT 
Have  you  too  little  salary !  1  trill  double  iL 
Are  you  ill-lodged  1  Choose  your  apartment. 
Is  yoor  table  ill-served !  Order  your  own 
dinner.  All  will  be  cheap  lo  pitning  with  you." 
— "  Monsieur,  look  at  me :  a  citron  is  not  ao 
yellow  as  my  face.  1  am  making  men  of  yooT 
children ;  bat  every  day  1  am  becoming  a  child 
with  them.  I  feel  a  hundred  times  Iiki  rirh 
and  two  welt  olF  iu  your  house ;  yet  I  matt 
leave  it ;  the  object  of  my  wishes  ia  not  lo  live 
belter,  but  lo  keep  from  dying." 

Mademoiselle  grams  that,  if  somelimet 
"drunk  with  gayety,"  he  was  oHen  enough 
plunged  in  biiierneis;  but  then  a  Newtonian 
problem,  a  fine  thought,  or  any  imall  godsend 
of  that  sort,  would  instanlly  cheer  him  again. 
The  "  gold  mine^"  had  nol  yet  come  to  light. 
Meanwhile,  between  him  and  siarvalina  we 
can  p-till  di>cem  Lan^tres  covertly  stretching 
oiil  its  hand.  (If  any  Langres  man,  coming 
1  in  his  way.  Denis  frankly  biirrowi:  and  the 
'  good   old    Father   refaies   not  li 
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I'gmcMrf  Abo  dwt  bU  omaptaj  wa- 
Wloin  C^o^  tomctinm  isdilTerciil.  doi 
to  aaj  tniL'  toitr-i  pulling  alt  Ibiu^  ii> 
~  '*  r.  «e  ua  c«ii]f  uocf  Ib»C  ihe  la«i  sor 
_  _  Um  prcpnadenunf.  Ii  Mcmt  probablt 
tfUl  Dniii.  daring  ihcM  un  jean  of  probaliun 
mlkfl  chiefl]'  ID  ibr  (nblerrancan  ibadet  of 
KMcaldoini  now  •wilhug  rrom  rail  Circe- 
coMvu,  now  inalliiie  with  bif gard  Fxpeciancj 
U*  bnnfry  wind;  alirajrt  "sorcij  Haioed  on 
fk'om  ih«  DriKbbi>uriiig  b«ll."    '  "  * 

fieiitioui  vniingi.  a  Dioci  intimate  acquaini- 
■dce  with  ihn  RPlber-vorld  o(  Polilsooi,  Es- 
etocii,  Filln  ie  Jnyt,  Marouilrs.  Maqiierelies, 
■nillhfirwafKofdoinic.romcalo  light:  amonp 
oihtr  (liiAg*.  (ai  may  be  neen  in  Jaei/un  U 
yaialmt.uui  t\ttvtiere.)  i  tmgalar  ibeuretic 
ciparini'!!!  in  what  m  technically  named  "  rais- 
ing (he  windTi^hieh  miracle,  indeed,  Denis 
blmwlf  i*  •ipnaal)' (in  thia  M^noiit)  Tound 
ODoa  performing,  and  in  a  aiyle  bi  require 
legkl  ,cngai>Riice,  had  not  the  wont^  Father 
ftnrrrtdai  the  dnpe,  and  paid."  The  dope 
bsN  wa»  a  pnuelylliinK  Abbe,  whom  lh«  dug 
floiad  wiih  pror*-(iun9  of  life-wearii 
tDrnmg  vunki  which  all  rvaporaied.i 
nuoey  waa  in  his  bands.  On  other  oc 
tl  might  turn  uul  otherwise,  and  the  gudgeon- 
fliher  hook  tome  shark  of  prey. 

Ltwratutv,  eicept  in  the  way  ofSermoiu  Tor 
th«  Porluimese  C»luniei.  nr  aiber  Ihe  like 
amall  pnvaie  dealings,  bad  not  yet  opetied  her 
husplluble  bosom  to  bint.  Efiilirs  precatory 
and  ainaliiry,  fur  aueh  as  bad  more  cash  ihao 
gramiiiar,  be  may  bare  wriiieii ;  Caialitgues 
■lin,  liide(e«.  Ad rerii cements,  and.  in  (hese 
lalivr  caiM,  even  Mta  bitnieir  in  print.  Bai 
BOW  h*  (anlurvs  forwat^.  wiih  boliief  ste^  l»- 
ward*  th*  inierwr  Myalenes  and  brg<n>  pro- 
dneioi;  TrantlBiioai  fna  ihe  Bngtiah.  Liter*- 
tmtt,  II  ia  irwf.  wai  ihra.  ai  now.  ib«  naivernl 
ftwJHUDilal  and  RtA«ca  fer  Ike  Deaum^ 
whM«  all  niut>tT.iif  vhMcutovraaAkMto- 
PVtt.harihbenTiuliTakWailMsiiaAMi 
lMn»,fcf  aa  eaMrp*iaia^<aM,itti 

WT«lr  liatiMAi 

rr  liM  1  Fwkw^  Mi 


lMa>i— W  fci»ia>»ral  •e— e.  Ihal  fctwj ■    I 
wi*  hi*  awa  eyvs.     DudrnN  a  *»  WiiaiBi  f 
Ac  4air  no  a  maaj  ytmrt  later,  a 
■Tawy  Atae.  werv  BteMled : 

**  1  b*j  en«a  a  pooc  dm1  a 
cofiy.    Thie  time  be  haid  pmniscil  u  ^ 

cxpind.  and  lay  aao   nut  appeana^  I  pw  I 
aneasy;    *el  ot   to   hunt   fai«  aUL 
him  in  a  bole   tbc  size  of  ny  b 
witboDt  daylight.  nM  the  wrelcbci' 
■frire   to   corer   hii  walls ;  two 
chairs,  a  flock-bed,  ibe  cotertet  c^ 
worm*,  Tiiboni  cunaiDs;  a  iruok  ii 
uf  Ihe  chimney,  ra^  of  all  s 
it;  a  liule  whiie-iroa  lajnp,  >ilh  i^fl 
prdimeni  to  it;  on  a  deaJ   shelf  a  ^""^ 
ceJlent  book*.    I  chatted  will 

hoar-     My  gentleiDBB  w 


ibai  UMI  a*i«  cu«j>aruiT«lr  l>nti*r^ 

Cpf*  w««  fr«  s  KeMfttac  ma»e*  i 
4  lb*  MiMMr  briMhev^  «»h  tikeir  ft 


"lea 


,"(«« 


dingy,  dry.  yet  aereD' 
nolbiog,  eating  his  jiiDk  of 
me,  and  from  time  lo  tinte 
loved,  who  recttned  on  that  < 
takine  up  iwii-lhirds  of    the  riMt 
not  known  thai  bappi 
my  Epieielos   of  the    Rue    HyacI 
have  taught  it  me." 

Notwithstanding  all  which.  Denis, 
bis  iwenly-ninlb  year,  sees  hints  elf  tiecraOMl 
10  Tall  desperately,  and  over  head  and  ein* 
love.  It  was  a  virtuoux,  pure  aittekaS 
his  Gr.1t  of  Ibat  sort,  probably  abo  h»  MA 
Resdt^n  who  vroalil  see  the  busineia  poelMt 
delineated,  and  what  lalenl  Didetol  kl4W 
iuch  delinealions,  may  read  this  Sceaeiall 
once-nnied  Drama  of  the  Pin  Si  i'aalk  I 
is  known  ihnl  he  drew  from  the  liff;M<^ 
few  embellisbairnis.  which  too.  etecpt  ia  ■ 
Freocb  Theatre,  do  not  beautify. 

"ActL— Seawa  VIL 

Saxni-AXhrn.  Father,  you  ahaTI  kaaw  il 
Alas!  bow  else  can  I  cnore  you! — Tkf  W 
time  I  eier  saw  her  was  al  cbureb.  Sbcni 
on  her  knees  at  the  fo-i  of  Ibe  altar,  bnUra 
aged  woman,  whom  I  look  fur  he*  mW 
.Ah  fdiher!  what  taode^iy.  what  eh«nMl<nt 
Her  image  followed  me  by  day.  baaMrf  W% 
nighl.  left  me  rest  aowberr.  f  leoi  ay  «t* 
fntsess,  my  beahb,  my  peace.  I  cmH  ft 
live  witboal  se«fcia|c  to  iail  ber. ....  9m  Ip 
ebaaged  cm  t  1  aa  a*  toagrr  whai  I  •» 
fnm  Ibe  ftnt  noarat  aU  Thanefal  Mil 
IMtaway  froa  ay  ioal;  nspKt  andwhM 
ttea  vmtjtrA  tbea.  Wihaai  reixabe  nr  iWlH 
a«bn  pan.  peebapa^efca*  sbe  ka4  xnMk 

<Uj»>  4aT;  -  --    • 
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rhft-. 


k»  *r«  u«t  laapaa  ttat  ibav  ail  ^H 
'-  '^^  la».aa4«iM  "T  ""i—  "a  ii^fa-* 
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yes,  the  Vrigfatest  eyes  in  this  world,  are 
at  the  light  of  a  lamp.  She  lives  in  a 
,  within  four  bare  walls ;  a  wooden  table, 
pie  of  chairs,  a  truckle-bed,  that  is  their 
are.  O  Heavens,  when  ye  fashioned 
a  creatare,  was  this  the  lot  ye  destined 

Father,  And  how  got  you  access  ?  Speak 
ith. 

U'Albin,  It  is  incredible  what  obstacles 
what  I  surmounted.  Though  now  lodged 
tinder  the  same  roof,  I  at  first  did  not 
to  see  them:  if  we  met  on  the  stairs, 
|Sr  ^pf  going  down,  I  saluted  them  re- 
ully.     At  night,  when  I  came  home,  (for 

rl  was  supposed  to  be  at  my  work,)  I 
go  knock  gently  at  their  door ;  ask  them 
e  little  services  usual  among  neighbours 
water,  fire,  light  By  degrees  they  grew 
»tomed  to  me;  rather  took  to  me.  I 
id  to  serve  them  in  little  things:  for 
ice,  they  disliked  going  out  at  night ;  I 
id  and  carried  for  them.'' 
e  real  truth  here  is, ""  I  ordered  a  set  of 
from  them  ;  said  I  was  a  Church-licen- 
jnst  bound  for  the  Seminary  of  St.  Nich- 
-and,  above  all,  had  the  tongue  of  the 
rpent."  But  to  skip  much,  and  finish : 
esterday  I  came  as  usual:  Sophie  was 
;  she  was  sitting  with  her  elbows  on  the 
her  head  leant  on  her  hand;  her  work 
illen  at  her  feet.  I  entered  without  her 
ig  me :  she  sighed.  Tears  escaped  from 
en  her  fingers,  and  ran  along  her  arms, 
ome  time,  of  late,  I  had  seen  her  sad. 
was  she  weeping?  What  was  it  that 
d  her?  Want  it  could  no  longer  be; 
bour  and  my  attentions  provided  against 
Threatened  by  the  only  misfortune  ter- 

0  me,  I  did  not  hesitate :  I  threw  myself 
knees.  What  was  her  surprise:  Sophie, 
',  you  weep;  what  ails  you?  Do  not 
our  trouble  from  me  :  speak  to  me  ;  oh 
to  me !  She  spoke  not.  Her  tears  con- 
.  flowing.  Her  eyes,  where  calmness  no 
'  dwelt,  but  tears  and  anxiety,  bent  to- 
me, then  turned  away,  then  turned  to 

^ain.    She  said  only.  Poor  Sergi!   un- 

Sophie! — I  had  laid  my  face  on  her 

;  I  was  wetting  her  apron  with  my  tears." 

1  word,  there  is  nothing  for  it  but  mar- 
Old  Diderot,  joyous  as  he  was  to  see 

n  once  more,  started  back  in  indignation 
srision  from  such  a  proposal;  and  young 
)t  had  to  return  to  Paris,  and  be  forbid 
loved  house,  and  fall  sick,  and  come  to 
int  of  death,  before  the  fair  one's  scruples 
be  subdued.  However,  she  sent  to  get 
of  him;  ** learnt  that  his  room  was  a 
c  dog-kennel,  that  he  lay  without  nou- 
ent,  without  attendance,  wasted,  sad: 
pon  she  took  her  resolution :  mounted 
1,  promised  to  be  his  wife;  and  mother 
aoj^hter  now  became  his  nurses.  So 
as  he  recovered,  they  went  to  Saint- 1 
,  and  were  married  at  midnight,  (1744)."  | 
r  remains  to  add,  that  if  the  Sophie  whom  j 
\  wedded  fell  much  short  of  this  Sophie 
he  delineates,  the  fault  was  less  in  her 
ies,  than  in  his  own  unstable  fancy :  as 
ith  she  was  **  tall,  beautiful,  pious,  and  , 


wisejP'  80  through  a  long  life  she  seems  ttl 
have  approved  herself  a  woman  of  courage^ 
discretion,  ^Eiithful  affection;  far  loo  good  a 
wife  for  such  a  husband. 

**  My  father  was  of  too  jealous  a  character  tcf 
let  my  mother  continue  a  traf&c,  which  obliged 
her  to  receive  strangers  and  treat  with  them  t 
he  begged  her  therefore  to  give  up  that  busi^ 
ness ;  she  was  very  loath  to  consent ;  poverty 
did  not  alarm  her  on  her  own  account,  but  hei' 
mother  was  old,  unlikely  to  remain  with  hei* 
long,  and  the  fear  of  not  being  able  to  providif 
for  all  her  wants  was  afflicting:  nevertheless^ 
persuading  herself  that  this  sacrifice  was  ne^ 
cessary  for  her  husband's  happiness,  she  madcf 
it.  A  charwoman  looked  in  daily,  to  sweep 
their  little  lodging,  and  fetch  provisions  for  thd 
day ;  my  mother  managed  all  the  rest  OAen 
when  my  father  dined  or  supped  out,  she  would 
dine  or  sup  on  bread ;  and  took  a  great  plea-' 
sure  in  the  thought  that,  next  day,  she  could 
double  her  little  ordinary  for  him.  Coffee  was 
too  considerable  a  luxury  for  a  household 
of  this  sort :  but  she  could  not  think  of  hiJ 
wanting  it,  and  every  day  gave  him  six  sous  to 
go  and  have  his  cup,  at  the  Caf(&  de  la  Regence^ 
and  see  the  chess-playing  there. 

**  It  was  now  that  he  translated  the  HiHery  of 
Greece  in  three  volumes,"  (by  the  Englisb 
Stanyan ;)  **  he  sold  it  for  a  hundred  crowns^ 
This  sum  brought  a  sort  of  supply  into  thc^ 
house.    •     •    • 

**  My  mother  had  been  brought  to  bed  of  # 
daughter :  she  was  now  big  a  second  time,  ik 
spite  of  her  precautions,  solitary  life,  and  tfa^ 
pains  she  had  taken  to  pass  off  her  husbana 
as  her  brother,  his  family,  in  the  seclusion  of 
their  province,  learnt  that  ^e  was  living  wittt 
two  women.  Directly  the  birth,  the  moralsy 
the  character  of  my  mother  became  objects 
of  the  blackest  calumny.  He  foresaw  that 
discussions  by  letter  would  be  endless;  he 
found  it  simpler  to  put  his  wife  into  the  stag^ 
coach,  and  send  her  to  his  parents.  She  had 
just  been  delivered  of  a  son ;  he  announced 
this  event  to  his  father,  and  the  departure  of 
my  mother.  *  She  set  out  yesterday,'  said  fady 
**she  will  be  with  you  in  three  days.  Yod 
will  say  to  her  what  shall  please  you,  and  send 
her  back  when  you  are  tired  of  her.'  Singular' 
as  this  sort  of  explanation  was,  they  determined^ 
in  any  case,  on  sending  my  father's  sister  to 
receive  her.  Their  first  welcome  was  mote 
than  cold:  the  evening  grew  less  painful  Uf 
her ;  but  next  morning  betimes  she  went  in  tor 
her  father-in-law;  treated  him  as  if  he  had 
been  her  own  father ;  her  respect  and  her  ca-' 
resses  charmed  the  good,  sensible  old  man^ 
Coming  down  stairs,  she  began  working :  re^' 
fused  nothing  that  could  please  a  family  whomf 
she  was  not  afraid  of,  and  wished  to  be  loved 
by.  Her  conduct  was  the  only  excuse  she" 
gave  for  her  husband's  choice:  her  appear- 
ance had  prepossessed  ihem  in  her  favour^ 
her  simplicity,  her  piety,  her  talents  for  house- 
hold economy  secured  her  their  tenderness; 
they  promised  her  that  my  father's  disinherit-^ 
ment  should  be  revoked.  They  kept  her  thretf 
months ;  and  sent  her  back  loaded  with  what> 
ever  they  could  think  would  be  useful  or  agreed 
able  to  her." . 
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All  ftii  )■  bean tifnl,  told  with  a  gnerTa\\ 
chnpliriiT  S  rt"  beauliral.  rvBl-idral  prost-idyl 
nt  a  Lilerarr  l-'f'  =  •>"'■  «'««■  '"  'he  music  nf 

Jour  pniie-idyl  th*re  larks  ever  an  accuMtd 
U'onanee  (nr  thr  pinjtn  malt«  oneil  »hcre 
men  are,  Iher?  Bill  be  mischief,  "Thn  j.-nr- 
ney,"  »riie>  Midemoiselle,  "Cfl>i|  m/  innihef 
Binr  tean."  Whai  will  the  rcftdrr  sajr.when 
lie  Gadi  ihat  Moniiieur  Djilerr>r  hm.  in  Ihe  in- 
(eriiDi  taken  up  with  n  certiin  Madame  de  Pui- 
■ieni;  and  welcomes  his  brave  Wife  (wnrthj 
10  have  been  a  Irat  man's)  with  a  heart  and 
tNMoDi  hencefinh  wtransed  rrom  her!  Ma- 
dame Dideroi  "  made  wo  joumejs  lo  LatifETU. 
and  bolh  were  fatal  to  her  peace."  'Phis  af- 
Iklr  of  Ihe  Puisieui.  for  whom  he  despicably 
ienonflh  Dal  only  burned,  but  toiled  and  mad< 
pioitey.  kepi  him  busy  for  some  ten  years ;  lil 
SI  leng:th.  flading  thai  she  played  fa,laF,  he 
gave  her  up;  and  minor  miscellaneous  di  ' 
tioDs  seem  to  hare  mcceeded.  Bnt.  relarr 
from  her  Htond  jcurney,  the  much-enduring 
Bouse-moiher  linds  him  in  a  oieridian  glory 
with  one  Volan  J,  the  un-maiden  Dangbler  of  a 
•■  Pinancier'i  Widow;"'  lo  whom  we  owe  this 
present  prclemuplial  Carr»p«ii£mrc.  loo-bom 
indeed  he  mainly  devoted  himself  for  the  rest 
of  his  life,  "parliDK  his  time  between  his 
•lady  and  her;"Io  his  own  Wife  and  boase- 
bold  giving  little  save  the  tronble  of  cooking 
fyt  him,  and  of  painfully,  with  repressed 
irrepressible  discontent,  keeping  up  some  i 
pearance  of  terms  with  him,  Alas  !  ala 
Md  his  PaisieDi  seems  to  have  been  a  hollow 
Mercenary  (to  whose  scandalous  soul  he 
reckons  obscenesl  of  Books  fll  nutriment;] 
pjid  th«  Voland  an  elderly  Spinsler, 


uMr,  M 


r  hoHittl/,  a 


And 


n  those  old  diflingi  on  bread ;  the 
aparcd  for  his  cap  of  colfee !  Foolish  Diderot, 
aoarueiy  pariloiiable  Diderot  I  A  hard  saying 
it  IS. yet  a  irue  one:  scoundreUsm  signifies 
inju^1lce,  and  should  be  left  to  scoundrels 
kluue.  For  thy  wronged  Wife,  whom  thou 
hast  sworn  far  other  things  to,  ever  in  her  af- 
lliciions  (hero  so  hosiilely  scanned  and  writ- 
len  iif,)  a  true  sympathy  will  awaken  ;  and 
aorrow  that  the  patient,  or  even  impatient,  en- 
dorancei  of  such  a  woman  should  be  matter  of 
apeeuiation  andself-gratutalion  to  such  another. 
But  lookiug  QUI  of  doors  now.  from  an  lu- 
diflerently-guided  Household,  which  must  have 
bllen  shamefully  in  pieces,  had  not  a  wife 
been  wiser  and  stronjier  than  her  husband, — 
we  find  the  Philosnphe  making  distinct  way 
with  the  Bibliopolic  world  ;  and,  likely,  in  the 
end,  lo  pick  up  a  kind  of  living  there.  The 
BUnyaa's  llMnry  0/  Grttrt ,  the  other  English- 
Ir«nslal«d.  nameless  Mrrliail  OirtiOHary,  are 
dropped  by  all  editors  as  worthless :  a  like 
fkl«  inighli'with  little  damage,  have  overtaken 
ih«  EiMi  wr  U  MerUi  d  la  (Vrlii,  tendered  or 
redacted  nut  of  Shaftesbury's  Characttrirtin. 
In  which  redaction,  with  its  Notes,  of  anxious 
Orthodoxy,  (and  bottomless  Falsehood  looking 
Ihmufh  ii,)  we  iodividuslly  have  found  no- 
thinic,  save  a  confimation  of  the  old  twice- 
rnpeaied  experience.  Thai  in  Shaftesbury's 
fameit  Book  there  lay,  if  any  meaning,  a 
mennins  of  such  long-windedness,  cireumvo- 
luuoui  *xA  Vttbrveivj ,  >^ia:k,\Cu  ts.  wl,  U  must 


forever alipikroiish  o 

amon^  Ihe   |^ar«l. 

Sliepltc  bat  an  Ainateor  Sirep(iei| 
a  darker,  more  rarnext,  ba*«  li 
inwed  and  abniu-hed.     TM  n 
cate.  perfutned,  gentlemanly  in^rf 
\nf  th>?re.  ia  [hat  war  >-f  Tiluit,  Qi_ 
hill  with  all  ill  vut.>d>.)  and  potluit' 


How< 


with  a  pair  of 


r  Denis  has  «i(tw  CI 


the  iatf  rmediaie  Hades  of  Traodain 
the  Heaven  of  perfected  Aulfaofikj^ 
his  cummon-place  buok  vf  j'wj 
pki^o,  (il  ii  said  in  Ibe  spKce  af  fl 
writes  his  m eiaph r aJco-Bacoaia tiJM 
gories  on  the  InJrrprilaltm  dt  b^ 
endless  bnsiness  to  ■■  intrrpree^}  ■ 
Ihe  money-produce  of  bolh  inlo  Out  I 
Scarlei-woman  Puisieax.  Then  fnill 
Ihe  same  object,  in  B  shamefa)  Ibna 
togeiber  the  beaslltest  of  all  pas^A 
future  dull  Novels  ;  a  diSeall  f«rifl 
not  an  impossible  one.  IT  any  ifl 
ture.  even  a  Reviewer,  be  again  «■ 
glance  into  that  Book,  let  him  tMM 
in  running  water,  put  on  change  rf 
and  be  unclean  until  the  even.  Ai 
metaphysicij-Aiheisiic  Ltttrt  or  In 
Mutli,  and  Lain  rar  ta  .AvfugUt,  wbM 
glory  and  a  three  months'  lodgtOBk' 
lie  of  Vinceunes,  are  at  yean  di*''' 
background.  Butalready  by  hisgi 
growing  repute,  and  sanguineool 
temper,  he  has  persuaded  BookM 
off  the  Abbi  Gna,  with  his  lean  Vi 
Chambm'i  Didiimary  af  Arit,  and  eoni 
10  an  fwyr/opMir,  wiih  himself  aod 
bert  for  Editors ;  and  Is  heDcefonb  (. 
year  of  grace  1751)  a  duly  dis-ia 
Man  of  Ltiirn,  an  indisputable  and  n 
more  conspicuous  member  of  that  si 
guild. 

Lileratnre,  ever  since  its  appearam 
European  world,  especially  since  I* 
out  of  Cloisters   mto  Ihe   open  Hfl 
and   endeaviinred  to   make   itsetf'] 
gain  a  subsistence  there,  has  oK 
est  phases,  and  consciously  of  ■ 
done  the  strangest  work.   Wondecft 
Deluge,  where  so  much  that  is     ^ 
priceless  to  mankind,  floats  can 

through  Ihe  Chaos  of  distracted  T 

be  it  may  one  day  Gud  an  Ararat  ■ 
and  see  Ihe  waters  abate  !  The  Hi 
Literature,  especially  for  the  last  H 
ries,  IS  our  proper  Church  Hisloryi 
Church,  during  Ihat  time,  having  t 
more  decayed  from  its  old  functions  1 
ence,  and  ceased  to  have  a  history,  i 
to  took  only  at  Ihe  outside  of  the  mat 
of  Ihe  Tassos  and  older  or  later 
struggling  to  raise  their  office  from  H 
abasement  nf  Conn.jester:  and  leact 
vale  the  World,  in  coujunclicin  with  1 
quite  heterocliie  task  of  solacing  aO' 
ing  some  Puitu,  /orii,  in  pluih  cloak  1 
gib  or  golden  kins-tackle,  thai  tliey 
lerim  might  lire  (hereby!  Con<iideTl 
speares  and  Molieres,  plyinea  l(be  1 
on  a  double  maierud  ;  elad  of  any 
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noble  patronage,  but  elieiting,  as  their  surer 
stay,  some  fractional  contribution   froR"    the 
thick-skinned,  many-pocketed   million.    Sau- 
maij^es.  now  bulIy-fi^hting  ''for  a    hundred 
f^)Id    Jacobuses/'    now  closeted  with   Queen 
Christinas,  who  blow  the  fire  with  iheir  own 
queenly  month, to  make  a  pedant*s  breakfast; 
anftn  cast  forth  (being  scouted  and  confuted,) 
and  dyin?  of  heartbreak,  coupled  with   hen- 
peck.      Then    the    Laws  of   Copyright,   the 
Qoarrels  of  Authors,  the   Calamities  of  Au- 
thors (  the  Heynes  dining  on  boiled  peasecods, 
the  Jean  Pauls  on  water;  the  Johnsons  bed- 
ded and  boarded  on  fourpence-halfpenny  a-day. 
Lastly,  the  unutterable  confusion  worse  con- 
ibaqded  of  our  present  Periodical  existence; 
^rhen,   among    other    phenomena,    a    young 
Foorth  Estate  (whom  all  the  three  elder  may 
try  if  they  can  hold)  is  seen  sprawling  and 
staggering  tumultuously  through  the  world; 
as  yet  but  a  huge,  raw-boned,  lean  calf;  fast 
l^rowing,  however,  to  be  a  Pharaoh's  lean  cow, 
^K>f  whom  let  \\\e  fat-kine  beware !   All  this  of 
the  mere  exterior,  or  dwelling-place  of  Litera^ 
tore,  not  yet  glancing  at  the  internal,  at  the 
Doctrines  emitted  or  striven  aAer,  will  the  fu- 
ture Eusebius  and  Mosheim  have  to  record ; 
and  (in  some  small  degree)   explain  to  us 
irhat  it  means.    Unfathomable  is  its  meaning: 
liife,  mankind*s  Life,  ever  from  its  unfathom- 
able fountains,  rolls  wondrous    on,  another 
diongh  the  same ;  in  Literature  too,  the  seeing 
^e  will  distinguish  Apostles  of  the  Gentiles, 
Iroto  and  Deutero- martyrs ;  still  less  will  the 
Simon  Magus,  or  Apollonius  with  the  golden 
Ifaigh  be  wanting.    But  all  now  is  on  an  inA- 
ailely  %eidtr  scale :  the  elements  of  it  all  swim 
Ikr  scattered,  and  still  only  striving  towards 
union ; — whereby,  indeed,  it  happens  that  to 
tiie  most,  under  this  new  figure,  they  are  unre- 
cognisable. 

French  Literature,  in  Diderot's  time,  presents 
itself  in  a  certain  state  of  culmination,  where 
causes  long  prepared  are  rapidly  becoming 
effects;  and  was  doubtless  in  one  of  its  more 
notable  epochs.  Under  the  Economic  aspect, 
ill  France,  as  in  England,  this  was  the  Age  of 
Booksellers;  when,  as  a  Dodsley  and  Miller 
conld  risk  capital  in  an  EnglUh  Dictionary,  a 
X«ebreton  and  Briasson  could  become  purvey- 
ors and  commissariat  officers  for  a  French  En- 
ryclopAHe.  The  world  for  ever  loves  Knowledge, 
and  would  part  its  last  sixpence  in  payment 
thereof:  this  your  Dodsleys  and  Lebrctons 
veil  saw ;  moreover  they  could  act  on  it,  for  as 
TetPurrKRT  was  not.  Alas, offences  must  come; 
Puffery  from  the  first  was  inevitable:  wo 
to  them,  nevertheless,  by  whom  it  did  come ! 
Meanwhile,  as  we  said,  it  slept  in  Chaos :  the 
Word  of  man  and  tradesman  was  still  partially 
credible  to  man.  Booksellers  were  therefore  a 
possible,  were  even  a  necessary  class  of  mor- 
tals, though  a  strangely  anomalous  one ;  had 
Aey  kept  from  lying,  or  lied  with  any  sort  of 
moderation,  the  anomaly  might  have  lasted 
still  longer.  For  the  present,  they  managed  in 
Paris  as  elsewhere  :  the  Timber-headed  could 
perceive  that  for  Thought  the  world  wpuld  give 
money;  farther,  by  mere  shopkeeper  cunning, 
tiiat  true  Thought,  as  in  the  end  sure  to  be  re- 
cognised, and  by  nature  infinitely  more  dura- 


ble, was  better  to  deal  in  than  false ;  farther,  by 
credible  tradition  of  public  consent,  that  such 
and  such  had  the  talent  of  furnishinj;  irue 
Thought,  (say  rather /rurr,  as  the  more  correct 
word:)  on  this  hint  the  Timber-heuded  spake 
and  bargained.  Nhy,  let  u.s  say  he  bari?'iiiied, 
and  worked,  for  miKst  part  with  initusirioun  as- 
siduity, with  patience,  suitable  prudence ;  nay, 
sometimes  with  touches  of  generosity  and 
magnanimity,  beautifully  irradiating  the  cir- 
cumambieut  mass  of  greed  and  dulness.  For 
the  rest,  the  two  high  contracting  parties 
roughed  it  out  as  they  could ;  so  that  if  Book- 
sellers, in  their  back  parlour  Vaihallar drank 
wine  out  of  the  sculls  uf  Authors,  (as  they  were 
fabled  to  do,)  Authors,  in  the  front-apartments, 
from  time  to  time,  gave  them  a  Rowland  for 
their  Oliver:  a  Johnson  can  knock  his  Os- 
borne on  the  head,  like  any  other  Bull  of 
Bashan;  a  Diderot  commands  his  corpulent 
Panckouke  to  **  leave  the  room  and  go  to  the 
devil ;"  allez  au  diable,  Bortez  de  chez  moil 

Under  the  internal  or  Doctrinal  aspect,  again, 
French  Literature,  we  can  see,  knew  far  better 
what  it  was  about  than  English.  That  fable, 
indeed,  first  set  afloat  by  some  Trevoux  Joar- 
nalist  of  that  period,  and  which  has  floated 
foolishly  enough  into  every  European  ear  since 
then,  of  there  being  an  Association  specially 
organized  for  the  destruction  of  government, 
religion,  society,  civility,  (not  to  speak  of  tithes, 
rents,  life,  and  property,)  all  over  the  world; 
which  hell-serving  Association  met  at  the 
Baron  d'Holbach's,  there  had  its  blue-light 
sederunts,  and  published  Transactions  legible 
to  all, — was  and  remains  nothing  but  a  fable. 
Minute-books,  president's  hammer,  ballot-box, 
punch-bowl  of  such  Pandemonium  have  not 
been  produced  to  the  world.  The  sect  of  Phi- 
losophes  existed  at  Paris,  but  as  other  sects 
do;  held  together  by  loosest,  informal,  unre- 
cognised ties;  within  which  every  one,  no 
doubt,  followed  his  own  natural  objects,  of 
proselytism,  of  glory,  of  getting  a  livelihood. 
Meanwhile,  whether  in  constituted  association 
or  not,  French  Philosophy  resided  in  the  per- 
sons of  the  French  Philosophes;  and,  as  a 
mighty  deep-struggling  force,  was  at  work 
there.  Deep  struggling,  irrepressible ;  the  sub- 
terranean pre,  which  long  heaved  unquietly, 
and  shook  all  things  with  an  ominous  motion, 
was  here,  we  can  say,  forming  itself  a  decided 
spiracle ; — which,  by  and  by,  as  French  Revo- 
lution, became  that  volcano-crater,  world- 
famous,  world-appalling,  world-maddening,  as 
yet  very  far  from  closed!  Fontenelle  said, 
he  wished  he  could  live  sixty  years  longer,  and 
see  what  that  universal  infidelity,depravity,and 
dissolution  of  all  ties  would  turn  to.  In  three- 
score years  Fontenelle  might  have  seen  strange 
things;  but  not  the  end  of  the  phenomenon, 
perhaps  in  three  hundred 

Why  France  became  such  a  volcano-crater, 
what  specialities  there  were  in  the  French 
national  character,  and  political,  moral,  intel- 
lectual condition, by  virtue  whereof  French  Phi- 
losophy there  and  not  elsewhere,  then  and  not 
sooner  or  later,  evolved  itself, — is  an  inquiry 
that  has  been  often  put,  and  cheerfully  an- 
swered; the  true  answer  of  which  might  lead 
us  far.    Still  deeper  than  this  Whence  wece  the 
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•qoectioii  of  fFM'Atr ,"— with  which,  alsoy  we  in* 
temeddle  not  here.  Enougli  for  ds  to  onder- 
•tand  that  there  verily  a  &eDe  of  Uoi venal 
History  is  being  eoacted  (a  little  living  Tina- 
picture  in  the  bosom  of  maaiTT}— and  with 
the  feeltnR  due  in  that  caite,  to  ask  not  so  mach 
Why  it  is,  as  What  it  is.  Leaving  priorities 
and  posteriorities  aside,  and  caase-ana-eiTect  to 
adjust  itself  elsewhere,  conceive  so  many  vivid 
spirits  thrown  together  into  Europe,  into  the 
Fans  of  that  day,  and  see  how  they  demeaa 
themselves,  what  they  work  out  and  attain 
there. 

As  .the  myttical  enjoyment  of  an  object  goes 
infinitely  fairther  than  the  inuUeetwilt  and  we 
can  look  at  a  picture  with  delight  and  profit, 
after  all  that  we  can  be  ttm§^  about  it  is  grown 
poor  and  wearisome;  so  here,  and  b^  far 
atronger  reason,,  these  light  Letters  of  Diderot 
to  the  Voland,  again  unveiling  and  diowi$ig 
Parisian  Lite,  are  worth  more  to  us  than  many 
a  heavy  tome  laboriously  struggling  to  explain 
it  Tnie,  we  have  seen  the  picture  (that  same 
Parisian  li/e-picture)  ten  times  already;  but 
can  look  at  it  an  eleventh  time;  nay  this,  as  we 
•aid,  is  not  a  canvas-picture,  but  a  life-picture, 
of  whose  significance  there  is  no  end  for  us. 
Grudge  not  the  elderiy  8pinster  her  existence, 
then ;  say  not  she  has  lived  in  vain.  For  what 
of  History  there  is,  in  this  Preternuptial  Cor^ 
respondence,  should  we  not  endeavour  to  for- 
give and  foiiget  all  else,  the  mnminHt^  itself  f 
The  curtain  which  had  fkllen  for  almost  a  cen- 
«  toiy  ia  again  drawn  up ;  the  scene  is  alive  and 
busy.  Figures  grown  historical  are  here  seen 
fkce  to  face,  and  again  live  before  us. 

A  strange  theatre  that  of  French  Philoso- 
phism ;  a  strange  dramatic  corps !  Such  ano- 
ther corps  for  brilliaocy  and  levity,  for  gifts 
and  vices,  and  all  manner  of  sparkling  incon- 
sistencies, the  world  is  not  like  to  see  again. 
There  is  Patriarch  Voltaire,  of  all  Frenchmen 
the  most  French ;  he  whom  the  French  had,  as 
it  were,  long  waited  for,  "  to  produce  at  once, 
in  a  single  life,  all  that  French  genius  most 
prized  and  most  excelled  in  ;"  of  him  and  his 
wondrous  ways,  as  of  one  known,  we  need  say 
little.  Instant  enough  to  "  crash  the  Abomina- 
tion** (^eraser  Vlnfamf,)  he  has  prosecuted  his 
Jesuit-hunt  over  many  lands  and  many  centu- 
ries, in  many  ways,  with  an  alacrity  that  has 
made  him  dangerous,  and  endangered  him : 
he  now  sits  at  Ferney,  withdrawn  from  the  ac- 
tive toils  of  the  chase;  cheers  on  his  huniing- 
dogs  mostly  from  afar:  Diderot,  a  beagle  of  the 
first  vehemence,  he  has  rather  to  restrain.  That 
all  extant  and  possible  Theology  be  abolished, 
will  not  content  the  fell  Denis,  as  surely  it 
might  have  done;  the  Patriarch  must  address 
him  a  friendly  admonition  on  his  Atheism,  and 
make  him  eat  it  a^ain. 

D*Alembert,  loo,  we  may  consider  as  one 
known;  of  all  the  Philosophe  fraternity,  he 
who  in  speech  and  conduct  agrees  best  with 
our  English  notions;  an  independent,  patient, 
prudent  man;  of  preat  faculty,  especially  of 
great  clearness  and  method ;  famous  in  Mathe- 
matics ;  no  less  so,  to  the  wonder  of  some,  in 
the  iniellectual  provinces  of  Literature.  A 
foolish  wonder;  as  if  the  Thinker  could  think 
only  on  one  thing,  and  nut  on  any  thing  he  had 


a  call  towards.  D'Alemlwilfs  JllhMii^  ••  4s 
impress  of  a  genuine  apirit,  in  pccwiar  jmt 
tion  and  probation,  have  stiU  lattractiMftr 
us,  both  of  head  and  bean.  Tbm  Ban  lim 
retired  here,  in  questionable  fcelonoa  vilkkii 
Espinasse;  incurs  the  aoapiciiiB  of  mmmu 
because  in  the  Emryth^idiM  he  saw  •oBtaapb 


and  celestial  Revelation,  but  onlj  a 
Dictionary:  and  would  not  venmre  life  al 
limb  on  it,  without  a  "  eonaidcrmtipii.*  M^. 
was  it  to  Diderot  to  see  hia  feUov-fVfHp , 
make  for  port,  and  disregard  signalst  wboiii*.- 
sea*krakens  rose  round  bin !     iWy  fil  Hi 
quarrel;  were  always  friendly  wlwa  iheyM^' 
bat  latterly  met  Only  at  the  rate  of  "eeet'li^ 
the  two  years."  D'Alembert  died  vhen  INdH^^ 
was  on  hia  death-bed :  **  If y  friend*'*  wV  Ar^ 
latter  to  the  news-bringer,  "a  grHtf  Qgllli'" 
gone  out" 

Hovering  in  the  dislanee^  widi 
minatory  air,  stern-beckoiiini^ 
seau.  Poor  Jean  Jacques  I  AkenQaicly 
and  cast  to  the  dogs;  a  deep»inindat 
minded,  even  noble,  vet  wofiiU^ 
mortal,  with  all  mis&matMNW  of  lii 
tensated  to  the  verge  of  madneea  hf 
able  Fortune.    A  lonely  man;  his  lift  a 
soliloquy!    The  wandering  Tiresias  «f 
time;--in  whom,  however,  did  Ik 
meaning,  such  as  none  of  the  olhen 
Whereby  indeed  it  might  partly  be  Ihtf 
world  went  to  such  e:Aieaies  aboat  V3m\ 
long  after  his  dirparturet  we  have  se« 
whole  nation  worship  hinit  and  a  Bnla 
the  name  of  another,  clpM  him  with  Ihr 
scourings  of  the  earth.    His  true 
with  its  lofty  aspirings  and  pooJr  peiibra 
and  how  the  spirit  of  the  man  worM  m. 
wildly,  like  celestial  fire  in  a  thick  dark  d^ 
ment  of  chaos,  and  shot  forth  ethereal  nfr 
ance,  all-piercing    lightning,  yet   could  alt 
illuminate,  was  quenched  and  did  notcoaqaer: 
this,  with  what  lies  in  it,  may  now  be  ptii? 
accurately  appreciated.    Let  his  history  tcaek 
all  whom  it  concerns,  to  **  harden  theiBMlm 
against  the  ills  which  Mother  Nature  will  tiT 
them  with  ;*'  to   seek  within  their  own  SPa 
what  the  world  must  for  ever  deny  them;  lal 
say  composedly  to  the  Prince  of  the  Power  d 
this  lower  Earth  and  Air:  Go  thou  thy  vifi 
I  go  mine! 

Rousseau  and  Diderot  were  early  fheah: 
who  has  forgotten  how  Jean  Jacques  waHni 
to  the  Castle  of  Vincennes,  where  Denis  (Sir 
heretical  Metaphysics,  and  irreverence  to  tk 
Strum petocracy)  languishes  in  durance;  aal 
devised  his  first  Literary  Paradox  on  tberoil 
thither?     Their  Quarrel,  which,  as  a  fasbioi- 
able  hero  of  the  time  complains,  occnpird  al  ^ 
Paris,  is  likewise  famous  enough.    The  rea^ 
recollects  that  heroical  epistle  of  Diderot  n 
Grimm  on  that  occasion,  and  the  sentence: 
"Oh,  my  friend,  let  us  continue  virtaoQS,  for 
the  slate  l^^  those  who  have  ceased  to  be  » 
makes  me  shudder.**     But  is  the  reader  avare 
whni  the  fault  of  him  *' who  had  ceased  lobt 
so"  was?     A  series  of  ravelmentv  and  sqni^ 
bling   grudges,   "which,"  says   MademoiscB^ 
with  much  simplicity, "the  Devil  himself cooH 
not  understand."    Alas,  the  Devil  well  unik^ 
stood  it,  and  Tyrant  Grimm  too  did,  vbo  bad 


t; 


or. 


1%-- 


i*rnougti  to  kunwihat  Ihe  "conlinually 
■^  Tyrant  found  Did* rot  "  exirtrniely 
■(ioaabic  i"  so  poor  Jean  JBcqufs  lou&lKo 
(wilh  both  the  iCBlh  niid  the  scom.) 
ig  bis  tnaiiy  woes  bear  this  also. 
:  not  blamable  1  pitiable  rather;  fur 
void  be  a  pipe,  which  noi  Puriune  only, 
J  SycophaDl  may  play  tunes  on  ? 
\\%  i&nie  Tyrant  Gritnni,  drbiring  lo 
paweably,  we  shtill  say  little.  The 
kSHir  is  less  renarLable  than  his  for- 
Ohanged  limes  indeed,  since  the  thread- 
tormwi  Bnrsch  quitted  Ratisbon,  wilh 
Bod  of  c«l-calb  in  his  cars,  the  con- 
Tragedy,  BoDise,"  in  his  pocket ;  and 
ivard,  (ID  a  thin  iravelliag-tiitorshipi 
R  RoDSsMti  met  yoa,  Herr  Grimm,  "a 

Km  described  as  seekinj;  a  situation, 
e  appearance  indicated  the  pressing 
li^  be  was  in  of  soon  finding  one !" 
trnib,  you  have  flourished  since  then, 
Drimm  :  his  inlroduclions  of  you  lo 
t,  Id  Bolbach.  (□  the  black-locked 
lay,  where  not  only  you  are  wormed  in, 
u  wormed  oul,  Iiave  tamed  to  sume- 
Ibe  Thread-bare  has  become  well- 
land  got  rufflestand  jewel-rings,  and 
■broad  in  sword  and  bag-wig,  and 
I  his  braaa  couulenance  wilh  rouge,  and 
lyu"  I*  Blant)  recommends  himself  lo 
[r;  and  writes  Parisian  Philosophe- 
10  llie  Hyperborean  Kings,  anil  his 
'■  Letrei,  copied  "lo  Ihe  number  of 
"  are  bread  uf  life  lo  many  j  and  cringes 
nd  domineers  there:  and  lives  at  his 
■he  Creation,  in  an  efleolive  itndratc 
■  lyEpinay.  husband  or  custom  of  the 
not  objecting! — Poor  Borne,  Ihe  new 
flying  Sansculotte,  feels  his  mouth 
uParix,  o»et  these  fleshpois  of  Grimm  i 
wilh  what  heart  he  too  could  write 
'  and  be  fed  thereby.  BOrtie,  my 
tat  days  are  dune !     While  Northern 
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iailles,"  i 


in  Uriel  stationed  in  their  Sun  Ihi 
III  ipols  in  this  Universe  (hardly  ex- 
I  Toph«lj  Paris  now  is  the  one  we  at 
Mi  beat  ififpnua  with  news  from ;  never 
|l  these  eentaries;  will  a  Grimm  bemis- 
Ihilher;  never  a  "Leaf  of  BOrne"  be 
wmrt-trards  by  any  wind.  As  for  the 
,  we  can  see  that  be  was  a  man  made 
iB  the  world:  a  fair,  even  handsome 
•r  talenl.  wholly  marketable;  skill  in 
VhI  the  like,  encyclopedical  readiaess 
pbtniera;  saloon-wit,  a  trenchant,  un- 
B^beadi  above  all,  a  heart  ever  in  the 
~~t, — lit  the  market'place,  namely,  and 
■lor  aale  to  the  highest  bidder." 
awlhodical,  adroit,  mannging  man. 
rD-worahip,"  and'the  canning  appliance 
incia  Bweet  and  sqll<'n,  he  has  brought 
Ito  be  his  paiienj  milch-cow,  whom  he 
Plan  Essay  from,  a  Volume  from,  when 
Victorious  Grimm!  He  even  es- 
horrors   of  the   French 


Revolniion,"  (with  loss  of  hisranea;]  nndwu 
^eeo  at  the  Conn  of  Oviha,  slevk  and  well  to 
live,  wiihin  the  memory  of  man. 

The  world  ha<  heard  of  M.  le  Chevalier  de 
Saint-Lamben;  considerable  in  Lileralure,  ia 
Lore,  and  War.  He  is  here  again,  singing  the 
frostiest  Pastorals;  happily,  however,  only  ia 
the  distance,  and  lh£  jingle  of  his  vires  soon 
dies  away.  Of  another  Chevalier,  worthjr 
Jancouit,  be  the  name  mentioned,  and  little 
more:  he  digs  unweariedly,  mole-wise,  in  lh« 
Encyclopedic  field,  catching  what  he  can,  ind 
shuns  the  light.  Then  there  is  Helvetius,  the 
well-fed  Farmer-general,  enlivening  bis  sybari* 
tic  life  with  melaphysic  paradoxes.  His  reve- 
lations, Dt  rHomnu  and  Dt  CErprii,  breathe  Ihe 
freeKi  Philo  sop  he-spirit,  with  Philanthropy  and 
Sensibility  enough ;  the  greater  is  oar  astonisb- 
meut  lo  find  him  here  so  ardent  a  Preserver 
of  the  Game : 

"This  Madame  de  Koci,"  writes  Diderot, 
treating  of  the  Boorbonne  Hot-springs,  "  is  a 
neighbour  of  Helveiius.  She  told  us.  the 
Philosopher  was  the  unhappiesl  man  m  the 
world  on  his  estates.  He  is  sarroanded  there 
by  neighbours  and  peasants  who  detest  hm. 
They  break  the  windows  of  his  mansion, 
plunder  his  grounds  by  nigbi,  cut  his  ireei, 
his  walls,  tear  up  his  spiked 
dare  not  go  Lo  shoot  a  hare, 
n  of  people  to  guard  bim.  Yoa 
will  ask  me,  haw  it  has  come  to  pass  !  By  a 
bonndless  zeal  for  hi.i  game.  M.  Fagou,  his 
predecessor,  used  to  guard  Ihe  grounds 
keepers  and  two  guns,  Helveiius 
ty-four,  and  cannot  da  it.  These  mi 
have  a  small  premium  for  every  poachi 

Caleb;  and  there  is  no  sort  of  miscl 
they  will  ni 

Besides,  ihey  are  themselves  so  ni  ^ 
hired  poachers.  Again,  the  border  of  hll 
wuod.s  was  inhabited  by  a  set  of  poor  people, 
who  had  got  huts  there ;  he  has  caused  all 
the  huls  to  be  swept  away.  It  is  these,  sod 
such  actj  of  repealed  tyranny,  that  have  raised 
lies  of  all  kinds ;  and  Ihe  mure  ioso- 
leol,  says  Madame  de  Noci,  is  ihey  have  dis- 
covered that  the  worthy  Philosopher  is  ■ 
coward.  I  would  not  have  his  fine  estate  of 
Voru  as  a  present,  had  I  lo  live  there  in  Iheiie 
perpetual  alarms.  What  profits  he  draws  from 
-  mode  of  management  I  know  not:  but 
alone  there;  he  is  haled, — he  is  in  fear. 
how  much  wiser  was  our  lady  GeoflTrin, 
when  speaking  of  a  lawsuit  that  tormented  her. 
she  said  lo  me, '  Get  done  wilh  my  lawsoil; 
they  want  money  1  I  have  it.  Give  them 
money.  What  better  use  can  I  make  of  my 
money  than  lo  buy  peace  wilh  itV  In  Helv^- 
is's  place,  I  would  have  said,  -They  kill  »■ 
few  hares  and  rabbits,  let  them  be  doia^ 
There  poor  creatures  have  no  .heller  but 


has 
m»^_ 


L    then 


stay 


I  *: 


isoned  like  M,  Fagon.  and  been  adow*  Ite 


Alas!  *re  not  Helveii 

>ur.  all   broken   up.  and   lyinc 
Neilher  can  the  oih 
longitude  soever,  re 
But  if  •  Rome 
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t,)  nid  be,  *  I  know  sol  wby  they,  nid 
10  naeh  ill  of  the  book.'  *  Ah,  Sire,'  said  the 
IHtt  de  -NiTemois,  '  does  not  jovlt  majesty 

HMj^  dto*  dbSt" 

Ib  snob  a  conftised  world,  under  such  an- 
beard  of  drcamstanees,  most  fHeiid  Diderot 
ply  bis  editorial  labours.  No  sinecure  is  it ! 
reaetcaling  into  all  subjects  and  sciences; 
wailiBy«Bd  rummaging  in  all  libraries,  Ubo- 
niories ;  nay,  for  many  years,  fearlessly  dir- 
ing  into  all  manner  of  workshops,  unscrewing 
■loeking  looms,  and  eren  working  thereon, 
(that  the  department  of  Ji/U  and  Tradt$  might 
be  perfect;)  then  seeking  out  contribntorsv  uid 
flattering  them ;  quickening  their  laziness,  get- 
tiiig  pajrment  for  them ;  quarrelling  with  Book- 
seller and  Printer;  bearing  all  miscalculations, 
mialbrtunes,  misdoings  of  so  many  fallible  men 
(fer  there  all  at  last  lands}  on  his  single  back: 
•only  this  was  enough,  without  having  fiuther 
to  do  battle  with  the  beagles  of  Office,  peri- 
l0Mly  withstand  them,  expensirdy  sop  them, 
loiliomely  dude  them-!  Nevertheless,  he  per- 
aaverss,  and  will  not  but  perscTere  ^-4ess,  per- 
linpa»  with  the  deUberate  courage  of  a.  Han, 
who  has  compared  result  and  outlay,  than  with 
te  passionate  obetinacy  of  a  Woman  who, 
haTiag  made  up  her  mind,  will  shrink  at  no 
ladder  of  ropes,  but  ride  with  her  lorer,  though 
all  the  four  Elements  gainsay  it  At  erery 
BOW  concussion  from  the  Powers,  he  roars ;  say 
raiber,  shrieks^  for  there  is  a  ftmale  shrillness 
in  it;  proclaiming,  Hurder!  Robbeiyl  Rape! 
invokiajf  men  and  angels ;  meanwhile  proceeds 
unweanedly  with  the  printing.  It  is  a  hostile 
building  up  (not  of  the  Holy  Temple  at  Jeru- 
salem, bat  of  the  Unholy  one  at  Paris :}  thus 
must  Diderot,  like  Ezra,  come  to  strange  ex- 
tremities ;  and  every  workman  works  with  bis 
trowel  in  one  hand,  in  the  otherhis  weapon  of 
war ;  that  so,  in  spite  of  all  Tiglaths,  the  work 
go  on,  and  the  top-stone  of  it  be  brought  out 
with  shouting. 

Shouting !  Ah  !  what  faint  broken  quaver  is 
that  in  the  shout ;  as  of  a  roan  that  shouted  with 
the  throat  only,  and  inwardly  was  bowed  down 
with  dispiritment  1  It  is  Diderot's  faint  broken, 
quaver :  he  is  sick  and  heavy  of  soul.  Scan- 
dalous enough :  the  Goth,  Lebreton,  loving, 
as  he  says,  his  head  better  even  than  his  profit, 
has  for  years  gone  privily  al  dead  of  night,  to 
the  finished  Encyclopedic  proof-sheets,  and 
there  with  nefarious  pen,  scratched  out  what- 
ever to  him  seemed  dangerous ;  filling  up  the 
gap  as  he  could,  or  merely  letting  it  fill  itself 
up.  Heaven  and  Earth  I  Not  only  are  the 
finer  Philosophe  sallies  mostly  cut  out, — but 
hereby  has  the  worlc  become  a  sunken,  hitch- 
ing, ungainly  mass,  little  better  than  a  mon- 
strosity. Goth  !  Hun  !  sacrilegious  Attila  of 
the  book-trade !  Oh,  surely  for  this  treason 
the  hottest  of  Dante*s  Purgatory  were  too  tem- 
perate. Infamous  art  thou,  Lebrctun,  to  all 
ages,-^that  read  the  Encydnp^iUe ;  and  Phi- 
losophcs  not  yet  in  s\'adJling-clolhcs  sha'l 
gnash  their  teeth  over  tl  ee,  and  spit  upon  thy 
memory. — Lebreton  pockets  both  the  abuse 
and  the  cash,  and  sleeps  sound  in  a  whole 
skin.  The  able  Editor  could  never  be  said  to 
get  the  better  of  it 

Now,  however,  it  is  time  that,  quitting  gen- 
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erallties,  wt  t«v  i*  this  tea 
to  Holbaeh's  at  Oraadval,  when  te  hi* 
worked,  \m  unwearied  En^ekjptiri;  ik 
plenty  of  ink  and  writing  |iper,  knrtuki 
Ever  in  the  Holbach  houselKild,hiiirrifilft 
a  holiday;  if  a  quarrel  spring  ip;it  ii  fi| 
because  he  will  not  come,  or  loo  inb  |« 
away.    A  man  of  social  ta]eBt,wiih«ia 
tongue  as  Diderot's,  in  a  mantios  vhcii  it 
only  want  to  be  guarded  against  ntlkgid 
wit,  coold  not  be  other  than  wckont  h 
composes  Articles  there,  and  wann,tiiiH( 
and  plays   cards,  and  talks;  togwhii^ 
waits  letters  from  his  Voland,eopioidf  fdb 
to  her.    It  is>in  these  copious  to? l  ihijpiiia 
that  the  whole  matter  in  gnphteallypiiifefc 
we  have  an  Asmodens'  view  of  the  iiiaiv 
life  there,  and  live  it  over  agaia  fttHftll 
The  Baroness   in    red  ailk,  temfoAit 
snow-white  ffauie,  is  beauty  and  pnat  'H^ 
her  old  Mother  ia  a  perfect  Ironp  rf  ikl| 
or  younger;  the  hotiae  is  lively  lii 
pany :  the  Baron,  as  we  said,  spofci 
but  to  the  purpose ;  ia  seen  sumiiJM 
his  pipe,  in  dressing  gown  and  ni 
otherwise  the  best  of  landkuds. 
iignres  drop  in:  generals  disabled  at 
faahionable  gentlemen  rusticating  iaihi 
bourhood;  Abb^  such  is  Qmm,' 
Morellet;  perh^is  Grimm  and  \m 
other  Philosophes  and  Philosophenca'A 
too  of  less  dignity;  acting  nuher  ai  htfi 
as  bowmen:  for  it  la  the  part  cf 
either  to  have  wit,  or  to  be  the  oaaie 
ing  it 

Among  these  latter,  omitting  uiaBj,^^ 
one  whom,  for  country's  sake,  we  iwk!  p* 
cularize ;  an  ancient  personage,  nasied  Ml 
(Hope,)  whom  they  call  Per*  Hoop;  bfw 
a.  Scotchman.  Hoop  seems  to  besMt" 
fixture  at  Grand val,  not  bowman,  ihenA* 
butt;  and  is  shot  at  for  his  lodging.  Aaitf 
shrivelled,  wind-dried,  dyspeptic,  chill^hrt* 
ing  individual;  Professor  of  Life-weiri>* 
sits  dozing  there,— dozes  there,  hoirereri«* 
one  eye  open.  He  submits  to  be  called  Afta^ 
without  a  shrug  ;  cowers  over  the  fire,*tA^ 
warmest  comer.  Yet  is  there  aceinis* 
donic  subacidity  in  P^re  Hoop ;  when  he  d^ 
ly  unlocks  his  leathern  jaw,  we  hear  hin  *■ 
a  sort  of  pleasure.  Hoop  has  been  in  nri^ 
countries  and  situations ;  in  that  croiki^; 
metallic  voice  of  his,  can  tell  a  disdoctstff 
Diderot  apprehended  he  would  onedtfkif 
himself:  if  so,  what  Museum  now  hohh  ^ 
remains  1  The  Parent  Hoops,  it  would  «<* 
still  dwelt  in  the  city  pf  Edinburgh;  be, ii 
second  son,  as  Bourdeaux  Merchant,  bivflL- 
helped  them  thither,  out  of  some  proud  M*"*^ 
house  no  longer  weather-tight.  Can  my* 
cicnt  person  of  that  city  give  us  trace  of  sw 
atnan?  It  must  be  inquired  into.  Ooedl 
of  Father  Hoop's  reminiscences  we  shilll^ 
port,  as  the  highest  instance  on  record  rf» 
national  virtoe:  Al  the  battle  of  Presioopuj 
a  kinsman  of  Hoop,  a  gentleman  with  i* 
rings  on  his  finpcrs,  stands  fighting  aadfc* 
in^  for  life  with  a  roujsh  Highlaodfr;  tl* 
Highlander,  by  some  clever  stroke,  whisb *!• 
jewelled  hand  clear  ofiT,  and  then — picksitV 
from  the  ground,  sticks  it  in  hissponute 
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leisure,  and  fights  on !  The  force  of 
could  no  farther  go. 
nnot  be  aninteresting  to  tfie  general 
10  learn,  that  in  the  last  dayfi  of  October, 
year  of  grace  1770,  Den  is  Diderot  over- 
i^elf  (as  he  was  in  the  habit  of  doing,) 
idiral ;  and  had  an  obstinate '*  indiges- 
bread."  He  writes  to  Grimm  that  it  is 
St  of  all  indigestions :  to  his  fair  Voland 
lay  more  than  fifteen  hours  on  his  sto- 
xrith  a  weight  like  to  crush  the  life  out 
;  would  neither  remonfer  nor  ilnrtndre 
eed  stir  a  hairsbreadth  fur  warm  water, 
ue  c6U  que  je  la  (the  warm  water)  priuc. 

Clyateriwm  dtiutrty 
Ensuita  purgvn  ! 

things,  we  grieve  to  say,  are  of  frequent 
Dce :  the  Holbachian  table  is  all  too 
us  ;  there  are  cooks  too,  we  know,  who 
»f  their  diabolic  ability  to  cause  the 

by  successive  intensationsof  theirari. 
^ith  new  and  ever  new  appetite,  till  he 

on  the  spot.  Diderot  writes  to  his  fair 
It  his  clothes  will  hardly  button,  thai 
ins  **  stuffed,"  and  thus ;  and  so  iodiges- 
cceeds  -indigestion.    Such  Narratives 

heart  of  sensibility  with  amazement; 
the  woes  that  chequer  this  imperfect 
istric  state  of  existence,  is   the   tear 

society  at  Grandval  cannot  be  accountet^ 
lit ;  nevertheless  let  no  man  resretfull> 
e  it  with  any  neighbourhood  he  ma^ 
•awn  by  lot,  in  the  present  day ;  or  even 
Dy  no-neighbourhood,  if  that  be  hi 
n.  The  gayety  at  Grandval  was  of  thf 
I!  could  not  last.  Were  it  not  that  somr 
s  left  in  Mankind,  how  could  the  spor 
:ting  Unbelief  continue?  On  which 
indeed.  Swift,  in  his  masterly  arfi:umen» 
st  abolishing  the  Christian  Religion,'* 
not  without  pathos,  that  innumerable 

wit,  enjoying  a  comfortable  status  bv 
'f  jokes  on  the  Catechism,  would  hcre- 
'ft  without  pabulum,  the  stJ»ff*of  life  cn» 
om  their  hand.    The  Holbachs  wer^ 
»  this  consideration  ;  and  joked  away 
would  last  for  ever.  So  too  with  regard 
ene  Talk;  where  were  the  merit ».f  • 
Mother-in-law,  saying  and   doing,  in 
;hese  never-imagined  scandals,  had  no 
ingly-devised   fable   of  Modesty   been 
It;  were  there  not  some  remnants  of 
r  still  extant  among  the  un philosophic 
?  The  Samoeids  (according  \%  Travel- 
ve  few  double  meanings;  among  stal' 
le  witty  effect  of  such  is  lost  altogether, 
sed,  then,  foolish  old  woman  !    *•  Bum 
bed  ;"  the  light  of  it  will  soon  go  out 
n  1 — Apart  from  the  common  house- 
tpics,    which    the    "daily   household 

bring  with  them  everywhere,  two 
•ments,  we  resrret  to  say,  come  to  light 
onversation  at  Grandval ;  these,  with  a 
of  Noble-sentiment,  are,  unfortunatelv. 
my  and  Bawdrv.  Whereby,  at  this 
',  the  whole  matter  grows  to  look  poor, 

9  (properly  maalinemi.  the  chinf  dnty  of  mun) 
old  Rome.  ftnBtr»ffehtiwgr ;  mtann.  in  modern 
mmtUseurMkif ;  In  Scotland,  Tkri/t.—Eo, 


and  effete ;  and  we  can  honestly  rejoice  that  it 
all  has  been,  and  need  not  be  again. 

But  now,  hastening  back  to  Paris,  friend 
Diderot  finds  proof-sheets  enough  on  his  desk, 
and  notes,  and  invitations,  and  applications 
from  distressed  men  of  letters;  nevertheless 
runs  over,  in  the  first  place,  to  seek  news  from 
the  Voland ;  will  then  see  what  is  to  be  done. 
He  writes  much;  talks  and  visits  much:  be- 
sides the  Savans,  Artists, spiritual  Notabilities, 
domestic  or  migratory,  of  the  period,  he  has  a 
liberal  allowance  of  unnotable  Associates;  es- 
pecially a  whole  beVy  of  young  or  oldish,  mostly 
rather  spiteful  Women ;  in  whose  gossip  he  is 
perfect.  We  hear  the  rustling  of  their  silks,  the 
clack  of  their  pretty  tongues,  tittle-tattle  **  like 
their  pattens  when  they  walk ;"  and  the  sound  of 
it,  fresh  as  yesterday,  through  this  long  vista  of 
Time  has  become  significant,  almost  prophetic. 
Life  could  not  hang  heavy  on  Diderot's  hands : 
he  is  a  vivid,  open,  all-embracing  creature; 
could  have  found  occupation  anywhere;  has 
occupation  here  forced  on  him,  enough  and  to 
spare.  **He  had  much  to  do,  and  did  much 
of  his  own,"  says  Mademoiselle;  **yet  three- 
fourths  of  his  life  was  employed  in  helping 
whomsoever  had  need  of  his  purse,  of  bis 
talents,  of  his  management :  his  study,  for  the 
five  and  twenty  years  I  knew  it,  was  like  a 
well-frequented  shop,  where,  as  one  customer 
went,  another  cdme."  He  coilld  not  find  it  in 
his  heart  to  refuse  any  one.  He  has  recon- 
ciled Brothers,  sought  out  Tutorages,  settled 
Lawsuits ;  solicited  Pensions ;  advised,  and 
refreshed  htingry  Authors,  instructed  ignorant 
ones:  he  has  written  advertisements  for  in- 
cipient helpless  Grocers;  he  once  wrote  the 
dedication  (to  a  pious  Due  d'Orleans)  of  a 
lampoon  against  himself, — and  so  raised  soAie 
five  and  twenty  gold  louis,  for  the  famishing 
limpooner.  For  all  these  things,  let  not  the 
light  Diderot  want  his  reward  with  us!  Other 
reward,  except  from  himself,  he  got  none;  but 
often  the  reverse;  as  in  his  little  Drama,  Xa 
Piert  t'  le  Prctofiw,  may  be  seen  humorously 
and  gpod-humoured*y  set  forth  under  his  own 
hand.  Indeed,  his  clients,  by  a  vast  majority, 
were  of  the  scoandrel  species ;  in  any  case, 
Denis  knew  well,  that  to  expect  gratitude  is  to 
deserve  ingratitude.—"  Riviere,  well  contented," 
(hear  Mademoiselle,)  **  now  thanks  my  father, 
b«*th  for  his  services  and  his  advices;  sits 
chatting  another  quarter  of  an  honr,  and  then 
takes  leave;  my  fkther  shows  him  down.  As 
they  are  on  the  stairs.  Riviere  stops,  turns 
round,  and  asks:  *M.  Diderot,  are  you  ac- 
quainted with  Natural  Hi.story!' — *  Why,  a 
little,  I  know  an  aloe  from  a,  sago;  a  pigeon 
from  a  colibri.' — *Do  you  know  the  history  of 
the  J^'rmtf»/-/fo .?'•—*  No.* — «It  is  a  little  insect 
of  i^reai  industry  :  it  digs  a  hole  in  the  ground 
like  a  reversed  funnel ;  covers  the  top  with 
fine  light  sand;  entices  foolish  insects  into  it; 
t'^kes  them,  suckft  them,  then  says  to  them :  M. 
Diderot,  I  have  the  honour  to  wish  you  good 
day.'  My  father  stood  laughing  like  to  split  at 
this  adventure." 

Thns.  amid  labour  and  recreation ;  questi'^n- 
able  Literature,  unquestionable  Loves;  eating 
and  digesting,  (better  or  worse;)  in  j^ladness 
and  vexation  of  spirit,  in  laughter  ending  in 
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■Mhiac  of  ■  hjrpnchoDdrimc     Whal  Utile 
vM  rrnowB  can  do  hioi,  may  now  Iw  cu 
dar*d  m  dnoe :  he  m  id  Ihe  oenlre  of  tbe  lj< 
Ufr,  ■ciinu.  art,  of  hi*  nMlooi  nol  numbered 
wng  the   Acadrmiul    Poriy ;   yel, 
hFWr«dox  heari,  enliiled  to  be  >liiin«l  proud  of 
the  ticnBiiin  -.  luccessfut   m   Criiici* m,  nuc 
ecuful  in  Philosophism.  nay.  (highest  of  mb' 
iantry  glories)   lucceasful   in   ih«   Theati 
■■Dily  may  whisper,  if  she   please,  ihat   i 
eepling  lh«  unaiiainAble  Vnliaire  aloar,  he 
lb*  llni  of  Krenchmen.    Hish  heads  are 
•vrreKpondenee  wiib  him,  the  Inw-born  ;  fruiii 
Cubarine  Ihe  BmpreM  io  Philidor  ihe  Cbrst- 
plajrff.  lie   i-    III   liimourfd   relalion  wiih 
manrj-i  ■  Ci.-i  :   ,  ■-!  ■:,   .  i-nijfic  B.iffnni.  Euli 
D'Ak::.'.   ■  „■   Falconnels.  V 

lurt-.i:.  ■  I.  He  was  ambilii 

of  li'iii      ■    f.  ,  ^iiiJ   now  Ihe  whole 
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lyslagogile.  To  Denis 
Diderot,  when  he  slept  cut  of  the  Laogres  Dili- 
grni'e  al  the  Collf^ge  d'Harcourl;  or  oner- 
ward*,  when  he  WMlked  in  the  sublerranean 
(hkdeiof  RaBCBldom,with  uneasy  steps  orer  Ihe 
burning  marie,  a  much  smaller  destiny  would 
have  seemed  desirable.  Within  doors,  again, 
matien  iland  rather  disjoinied,  as  surely  tbey 
Dilghi  well  do :  hiiwevpr.  Madame  Diderot 
alwkys  (rue  and  nnsidnous ;  if  one  Dan|hl 
talk  enlhasiaalieally,  and  ai  len^  [thongfa 
her  father  haa  wnllen  ihe  FiH^mt)  die  mad 
Id  a  convent,  the  other,  a  i|uick,  intelligent, 
fraeenil  girl,  is  valine  ■■>'■>  womanhood, 
takes  Mfler  Ihe  father's  Thilosophiiro.  lea 
tbe  mniher's  Piety  far  enough  aside. 
Vhirh  elements  of  miied  good  and  «vil  from 
wilhnul,  odd  Ihu  so  incaloulably  favourable 
<ihfl  ftxim  within,  that  nf  all  litervrj  nen  Dide- 
nil  is  the  least  a  ^^elf'listener :  none  of  yotir 
ptiuting,  repenting,  tbrecssting.  eamesi-bilioas 
wmperanenls,  b'Ui  ■an^uineous-lympha'io  ev- 
ery Hbre  vf  him.  living  hftttij  from  baud  Io 
month,  in  a  world  mostly  painted  rme-eokinr. 
Tbe  K-rytti^Mu,  after  nigb  ibiny  yeira  of 
eoileavoor,  (t'>  which  i'dIj  ihe  sie^c  of  Troy 
may  otfVr  some  faint  parallel.)  is  inisbed.  8eai- 
Hrnl  Compositions  of  all  si<fts,  printed  or 
Makniteripi.  waking  mifty  Viflames.  lie  also 
laished;  the  Phik>s(>phe  has  rraprd  no  gulin 
harvest  from  them.  He  ts  geiUD);  bM:  caa 
litre  on)  of  debt,  bai  is  stiU  poor.  ThiMki^  m> 
■•Mk  his  daughter  ia  laarrMge,  be  bbsi  i>r> 
solve  h>  sell  his  Library ;  aoMf  it  aot  other- 
«i»e  W  be  rats*4.  Hew,  howgrer.  the  ■»  nktrm 
ClMMtr»  steps  lapntally  fnrwsrd ;  parcbasM 
his  (••brary  fcr  its  fbll  value;  fnve*  b«  a 
haaJwiBc  pevnuai,  as  hbeanM  m  keep  it  fe 
ber )  and  pays  bin  wonwvve  iAy^ar^  thaw,  of 
by  advsncq  ta  ready  sivev.    Tkis  w«  aV 

fca^b  lb*  wbdie  MMvfcnM  «d  >ai  («• 
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ever ;  he  ev«a  beeaka  fat*  (mQi 
tinging.     Who  sluii  blMMbhtrl 
em  Cleopatra  (wbo*.  is  tKf  m 
regard  with  other  eye>  ibaB^)tl 
out  a  generous,  helpiag  haM  II 
otherwise  there  was  no  he^  h«ir 
and^ injury;  all  men  will,  and  «l 
less,  obey  Ihe    proverb,  b 
their  own  market  goes  tn 
One  of  the  last  great 
Life,  is  his  persoual  visit  to  IhtsB 
There  is  but  one  letter  from  hi 
burgh  liir  dale,  and  thai  of  qi 
The  Philosnphe  was  of  open,  id 
and-easy   dispnsilion  i    PrioM  ■ 
were   singularly  alike  to  h 
fellow  well  roei,"  with  every  S 
his  clothes  of  one  stod'  or  '* 
man  could  be  ti< 
ciliated  to  succeed  ai  ouun. 
that  the  NevH'choUc,  and  Ihe  rl 
Neva-water  were  not  Ihe  onl] 
to  his  nerves  ihere.    F»r  IT 
dictated  such  wonderful  ■ 
Abbe  Raynal's  Hitary  ,-■  and  hi 
meol  of  sib^lism,  emitted  ibal 
nouacemenl  (surpassing  all  y 
utlerabla,  in  ihe  Tyrtscan  way)  ho*    ' 

for  such  ■  one.  the  ctimaie  of  the  Nin  ^ 
have  had  somelbiog  oppiessivc  in 
niiraiUti  du  f/iiii  were,  indeed,  dm)  S| 
service  here,  (could  he  get  claich  el  h 
but  only  for  musical  philosophe  UdlH— 
nowise  fiir  a  nrdcit.'  Nevetxheleu,Oi 
IS  an  DBcammoa  woman,  (or/atbecUW 
mtin  man.)  juid  can  pat  Dp  with  miiT^ 
and.  in  a  gentle,  ihkilful  way,  make  lU  <(| 
Mraight.  As  h*  r  Philoaopbe  pies«Mi4 
in  commoD  appuel,  she  tends  Ur  ~ 

civiliied  manner,  she  se«s  him  oAoh^ 
with  hii«  largely:  by  happy  e' 
too  at  length  amvesi  and  the 
wlIhl■lJIacciden^  SeinmiitK  baawimn 
he  can  express  himself  cuBlanlc^  4 
wttb  his  reception ;  bAs   mioMaT 

and  all  naaaer  of  byp«rtM<t«Mi  O. 

fneods:    wihew4«Miia(s  to  '■"if 
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*«,— and  shodderecl,  and  got  Ihrongh 
>-▼  he  was  carried,  coach  and  all,  into 
ir-boat  at  Miitan,  on  thirty  wild  men's 
w^ho  floundered  in  the  mud, -and  nigh 
is  shoulder-blade;  how  he  investigated 
»  and  had  conversed  with  Empresses, 
;fa  Mightinesses,  and  principalities  and 
and  so  seen,  and  conquered  (for  his 
i ritual  behoof)  several  of  the  Seven 
rs. 

alas!  his  health  is  broken;  old  age  is 
ig  at  the  gate,  like  an  importunate 
r,  who  has  warrant  for  entering.  The 
;  lightly-bounding  soul  is  now  getting 
,  and  stifl*,  and  heavy  with  sleep :  Dide- 
must  adjust  himself,  for  the  hourdraws 
The^e  last  years  he  passes  retired  and 
,  not  idle  or  miserable.  Philosophy  or 
tphism  has  nowise  lost  its  charm ; 
ever  so  much  as  calls  itself  Philosf>pher 
*rest  him.  Thus  poor  Seneca  (on  occa- 
some  new  Version  of  his  Works) 
come  before  the  public,  and  been 
dealt  with,  Diderot,  with  a  long,  last, 
rated  effort,  writes  his  Vie  dt  S^ndqve 
Dg  to  make  the  hollow  solid.  Which, 
tier  all  his  tinkering  still  sounds  hoi- 
d  notable  Seneca,  so  wistfully  desirous 
well  with  Truth,  and  yet  not  ill  with 
I  and  remains  only  our  perhaps  nice- 
portioned  HaJf-and-half,  the  plausiblest 
le  on  record;  no  great  man,  no  true 
>  man  at  all;  yet  how  much  lovelier 
ich, — as  the  mild-spoken,  tolerating, 
sermoning,  immaculate  Bishop  Dog- 
•a  rude,  self-helping,  sharp-tongued 
Paul !  Under  which  view,  indeed, 
(though  surely  erroneously,  for  the 
)f  the  thing  was  different)  has  been 
n  this  generation,  "the  father  of  all 
wear  shovel-bats." 

'i*  de  SMcfVf^  as  we  ssid,  was  Diderot's 
rt.  It  remains  only  to  be  added  of  him 
loo  died;  a  lingerinr  but  quiet  death, 
ook  place  on  the  30th  of  July.  1784. 
!  quotes  from  Montaigne  the  following, 
(tic's  viaticum :  •*  I  plunge  stupidly, 
-emost,  into  this  dumb  Deep,  which 
R  roe.  and  chokes  me,  in  a  moment, — 
isipidity  and  indolence.  Death,  which 
quarter  of  an  hour's  suflTering,  without 
ence  and  without  injury,  does  not  re- 
pruliar  precepts.''  It  was  Didenit's 
It  to  die  with  all  due  "stupidity:"  he 
ning  on  his  elbows;  had  eaten  an 
two  minutes  before,  and  answered  his 
emonstrances  with :  Mnu  que  diahU  t*e 
'fu  qu€  ceia  me  fatte?  (How  the  dense 
hurt  me?)  She  spoke  again,  and  he 
d  noL  His  House,  which  the  curious 
it  when  they  go  to  Paris,  was  in  the 
•anne,  at  the  int«>rsection  thereof  with 
Saint-Bendit  The  dust  that  was  once 
J  went  to  mingle  with  the  common 
I  the  church  of  Saint- Rnch ;  his  Life, 
dmus  manifold  Force  that  was  in  him, 
s  He. — returned  to  ETEaniTT,  and  is 
id  continues  il^re ! 

things,  as  we  saw,  are  celebrated  of 
Pinty  that  be  had  the  moat  encyclo- 


pedical head  ever  seen  in  this  world :  second, 
that  he  talked  as  never  man  talked ; — properly, 
as  never  man  his  admirers  had  heard,  or  as  no 
man  living  in  Paris  then.  That  is -to  say.  Ma 
was  at  once  the  widest,  fenilest,  and  readiest 
of  minds. 

With  regard  to  the  Encyclopedical  Head, 
suppose  it  to  mean  that  he  was  of  such  viva- 
city as  to  admit,  and  look  upon  with  intereiit, 
almost  all  things  which  the  circle  of  Existence 
could  oflfer  him;  in  which  sense,   this  exag«^ 
gerated  laudntion,  of  Encyclope«lism.  is   not 
without    its  fraction  of  meaning.     Of  extra- 
ordinary openness  and  compass  we  must  grant 
the  mind  of  Diden»t  to  be;  of  a  susceptibility, 
quick  activity;  even  naturally  of  a  depth,  and 
in   its  practical  realized   shape,  of  a  univer- 
sality, which  bring  it  into  kindred   with   the 
highest  order  of  minds.    On  all  forms  of  this 
wondrous  Creation  he  can  look  with  loving 
wonder;  whatsoever  thing  stands  there,  has 
some  brotherhood  with  him,  some  beauty  and 
meaning  for  him.    Neither  is  the-  faculty  to 
see  and  interpret  wanting;  as,  indeed,  this 
faculty  to  sM  is  inseparable  from  that  other 
faculty  to  lookf  from  that  true  wish  to  look; 
moreover  (under  another  figure,)  Intellect  i» 
not  a  tool,  but  a  hand  that  can  handle  any  tooL 
Nay,  in  Diderot  we  may  discern  a  far  deeper 
universality  than  that  shown,  or  showable,  in 
Lebreton's  Enryrlopidu;  namely,  a  poetical; 
for,  in  slight  gleams,  this  too  manifests  itself. 
A  universality  less  of  the  head  than  of  the 
character;  such,  we  say,  is  traceable  in  this 
man,  «t  lowest  the  power  to  have  acquired 
such.    Your  true  Encyclopedical  is  the  Homer, 
the  Shakspeare;  every  genuine  Poet  is  a  liv* 
ing  embodied,  real  Encyclopedia- — in  more  or 
fewer  volumes;  were  his  experience,  his  in- 
sight of  details,  never  so  limited,  the  whole 
world   lies  imaged   as  a  whole  within  him; 
whosoever  has  not  .seized  the  whole  cannot 
yet  speak  truly  (much  less  can  he  speak  rnn- 
nc'Uyf  which  is  harmoniously;  ronrordantly)  of 
any  part,  but  will  perpetually  need  new  guid- 
ance, rectification.     The  fit   use  of  such  a 
man  is  as  hodman;  not  feeling  the  plan  of  the 
edifice,  let  him  carry  stones  to  it;  if  he  build 
the  smallest  stone,  it  is  likeliest  to  be  wrongs 
and  cannot  continue  there. 

But  the  truth  is,  as  regards  Diderot,  this 
saying  of  the  encyclopedical .  head  comes 
mainly  from  his  having  edited  a  Bookseller's 
Encyclopedia,  and  can  aflTord  us  little  direc- 
tion. Looking  into  the  man,  and  om-tting  his 
trade,  we  find  him  by  nature  gifked  in  a  high 
degree  with  openness  and  versatility,  yet  no- 
wise in  the  highest  degree ;  alas,  in  quite  an- 
other degree  than  that.  Nay,  if  it  be  meant 
further  that  in  practice,  as  a  writer  and  think- 
er, he  has  tiken  in  the  Appearances  of  Life 
and  the  WorM.  and  images  them  back  with 
such  freedom,  clearness,  fidelity,  as  we  have 
not  many  times  witnessed  elsewhere,  as  we 
have  not  various  times  seen  infinitely  smi> 
passed  elsewhere. — this  same  encyclopedical 
praise  must  altogether  be  denied  him.  Diderot's 
habitual  world,  we  must  on  th»*  contrary  say, 
is  a  ha'f-wor'd.  di^^torted  into  looking  like  a 
whole;  it  is  prr»prr]y»  a  poor,  fractional,  inslg- 
aificant  worM ;  partial,  inaccurate,  perverteii 
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from  end  to  end.  Alu,  it  was  the  dettinj  of 
Ibe  maoHo  live  as  a  Polemic ;  to  be  born  also 
tetha  morainff  tide  and  first  splendotir  of  the 
Mehan  leaf  Era;  not  to  know,  with  the  svmall- 
est  assaraoce  or  continoance,  that  in  the  Uni- 
verse, other  than  a  mechftnical  meaning  coold 
exist :  which  force  of  destiny  acting  on  fiim 
through  his  whole  course,  we  have  obtained 
what  D^  stands  before  us :  no  Beer,  but  only 
possibilities  of  a  Seer,  transient  irradiations 
oT  a  Seer,  looking  through  the  organs  of  a 
Phtlosophe. 

These  two  considerations,  which  indeed  are 
properly  bat  one,  (for  a  thinker,  especially  of 
French  birth,  in  the  Mechanical  Era,  coald 
not  be  other  than  a  Polemic,)  roust  never  for 
a  moment  he  left  out  of  view  in  judging  the 
works  of  Diderot  It  is  a  great  truth,  one  aide 
of  a  great  truth,  that  the  Man  makes  the  Cir- 
eomstanees,  and  spiritually  as  well  as  econo- 
mically, is  the  artificer  of  his  own  fortune. 
Bat  there  is  another  side  of  the  same  truth, 
that  the  man's  ctrcamstances  are  the  element 
he  is  appointed  to  live  and  work  in  ;  that  he 
by  necessity  takes  his  complexion,  vestare, 
imbodyment,  from  these,  and  is,  in  all  practi- 
cal manifestations,  modified  l>y  them  almost 
withoat  limit;  so  that  in  another  no  less  ge- 
nuine sense,  it  can  be  said  the  Circamstances 
make  the  Man.  Now,  if  it  continually  be- 
hoves us  to  insist  on  the  former  truth  towards 
ourselves,  it  equally  behoves  us  to  bear  in 
mind  the  latter  when  we  judge  of  other  men. 
The  most  gifted  soul,  appearing  in  France  in 
the  Eighteenth  Century,  can  as  little  imbody 
himself  in  the  intellectual  vesture  of  an  Aihe- 
Dian  Plato,  as  in  the  grammatical  one ;  his 
thought  can  no  more  be  Greek,  than  his  lan- 
guage can.  He  thinks  of  the  things  belong- 
ing to  the  French  eighteenth  century,  and  in 
the  dialect  he  has  learned  there ;  in  the  light, 
and  under  the  conditions  prescribed  there. 
Thus,  as  the  most  original,  resolute,  and  self-* 
directing  of  all  (he  Moderns  has  written : 
"Let  a  man  be  bat  born  ten  years  sooner,  or 
ten  years  later,  his  whole  aspect  and  perform- 
ance shall  be  different."  Grant,  doubtless, 
that  a  certain  perennial  Spirit,  true  for  all 
times  and  all  countries,  can  and  must  look 
through  the  thinking  of  certain  men,  be  it  in 
what  dialect  soever:  understand,  meanwhile, 
that  strictly  this  holds  only  of  the  highest 
order  of  men,  and  cannot  be  exacted  of  infe- 
rior orders  ;  among  whom,  if  the  most  sedu- 
lous, loving  inspecti(m  disclose  any  even 
secondary  symptoms  of  such  a  Spirit,  it  ought 
to  seem  enough.  Let  us  remember  well  that 
the  high-gifted,  high-striving  Diderot  was  born 
in  the  point  of  Time  and  of  Space,  when  of 
all  uses  he  could  turn  himself  to,  of  all  dia- 
lects speak  in,  this  of  Polemical  Philosophism, 
and  no  other,  seemed  the  mo^t  promising  and 
fittest  Let  us  remember  leo  that  no  earnest 
Man,  in  any  Time,  ever  spoke  what  was 
wholly  meaningless;  that,  in  all  human  con- 
victions, mnch  more  in  all  human  practices, 
there  was  a  true  side,  a  fraction  of  truth ; 
which  fraction  is  precisely  the  thing  we  want 
to  extract  from  them,  if  we  want  any  thing  at 
all  to  do  with  them. 

8ach  palliative  considerations  (which,  for 


the  rest,  eoaeem  not  Diderotpvov 
and  indifferent  to  them,  bat  oaly  oei 
who  could  wish  to  ate  him,  and  not  id 
him)  are  essential,  we  aajr,  Ibniogh  oar 
survey  of  his  Opinions  and  Pni 
nerally  so  alien  to  our  own ;  bat 
in  reference  to  his  head  Opinion,  prupet^^ 
source  of  all  the  rest,  and  the  OBore 
even  horrible,  to  us'  thain  all  the  thu 
mean  his  Atheism.    David  Home,  dinioft 
in  company  where    Diderot  was,  fci 
that  he  did  not  think  there  were  any/ 
**  Count  us,"  said  a  certain  Monsieor 
they  were  eighteen.    **  Well,"  aaid  the 

Miear .•'it  is  prettj  fair  if  yet 

fished  out  fi(Veen  at  the  first  east;  and^ 
others  who  know  not  what  to  think  of  it'j 
fact,  the  case  was  common :  joor 
of  the  first  water  had  grown  to  reehot  < 
ism  a  necessary  aceomjjAtihmenL 
pie  Naigeon,  as  we  saw,  had  made 
very  perfect  therein* 

Diderot  waa  an  Atheist,  Aen  ; 
a  proselytiiing  Atheist,  who 
creed  worth  earnest  rteiterated 
enforcement  with  all  vigour  I    The 
man  had  "sailed   throogh  the  Unii 
Worlds  and  found  no  Maker  thereof; 
seended  to  the  alyysses  where  Being  no 
casts  its  shadow,  ^nd  felt  only  the 
trickle  down ;  and  seen  only  the  _ 
rainbow  of  Creation,  which  origiaaMdl 
no  Bun ;  and  heard  only  the  ererbuctiagt 
which  no  one  governs ;  and  looked 
for  the  DiriHi  Era,  and  beheld  only  the  I 
bottomless,    glaring    Dbath's    Ets- 
such,  with  all  his  wide  voyages,  was  ffes] 
losophic  fortune  he  had  realized. 

Sad  enough,  'horrible  enough :  yet 
of  shrieking  over  it,  or  howling  and 
phus'-cursing  over  it,  let  us,  as  the  molt 
fitable  method,  keep  our  composure,  ssi.^ 
quire  a  little,  What  possibly  it  may 
The  whole  phenomenon,  as  seens  lo 
explain  itself  from  the  fact  above  insi 
that  Diderot  was  a  Polemic  of  decided' 
racter,  in  the  Mechanical  Age.    With 
penditure  of  words  and  froth,  in  argai 
waste,  wild- weltering,  delirious-disoul 
chaos  they  would  demonstrate — whicli 
meats  one  now  knows  not  whether  toi 
or  to  weep  at,  and  almost  does  both,- 
derot  and  his  sect  perhaps  made  this 
to  all  who  examine  it :  That  in  the  Freackl 
tem  of  Thought,  (called  also  the  Scotckl 
still  familiar  enough  everywhere, 
want  of  a  better  title  we  have  named  fkc| 
chanical,)  there  is  no  room  for  aDii 
that  to  him   for  whom  ^^inielUdtW  the 
of  knowing  and  believing  is  still  syooi] 
with  logiCf  or  the  mere  power  of 
and  communicating,**  there  is  absoistelfi 
proof  discoverable  of  a  Divinity;  ssd 
m^n  has  nothing  for  it  but  either  (if  htk"' 
half  spirit,  as  is  the  frequent  case)  Ml 
despicably  all    his  days  l>etweeo  tvo  «lr 
ions;  or  else  (if  he  be  of  whole  spirit)  •••  ^ 
chor  on  the  rock  or  quagmire  of  Albei**! 
and   furtjier,  should    he^see    fit,  precU**' 
others   that  there  is  good   riding  iM^  * 
much  may  Diderot  have  deaKASinH'*^ 


im  pale 
.  ,  .ic»l  Spe- 
(  bj  nature,  whirls  round  m  cndltss 
~~  I.  buth  "crralinj;  itod  swallow^g — 
or  towoadciful  a  sclf-swalloiring 
Maflh»  Spirft  of  Time,  cunld  any  re- 
WTiTOlbe  fiiWf  Ihnn  thisoflhs  Erin- 
vt  We  Ihank  Heaveu  tliai  rhe  tesaii 
)]r  anirol  al;  aod  so  now  wr  can  look 
r  *aai«lhing  olhcr  and  Tunhcr.  Bai, 
■U  thingi.  prw/  of  &  God  1  A  proiabU 
l^e  smallest  o[  Finitl^s  strui;gling 
i  iueir  (that  is  to  say,  if  we  [Consider 
9  (Ml  and  arrange  a*  diagram,  ai 
iliin  ilMlf)  tbe  Kighi^al  loliaile ; 
by  hypothesis,  it  lives,  and  moves,  and 
ketnf!  This,  we  conjvclure,  will  one 
~n  a  miKib  more  miraeulous  iniracle 
It  IwgaiiTe  reinit  it  has 
BT  teialt  a  still  absnrder  chance  mi^bi 
d  ll  to.  He  whn,  in  some  singular 
of  the  World's  Hisiorf,  were  reduced 
*er  about,  jn  stooping  po.itare,  with 
J  e«nslracted  satphur-match  and  far- 
tnabUgbl,  (as  Gowblhrapple  Naigeoa.) 
kkr  Ur-linh,  (as  Denis  Diderot,)  search- 
r  the  SuD,  and  did  not  find  it;  were  Ai 
~  I  and  his  failure :  or  (he  singular 
1  ilc  having  put  him  od  that  search ! 
nnall  canseqnences,  then,  we  fancy, 
■*e  followed,  or  be  rollowinR,  from  poor 
Ufa  Alheisrn-  First,  that  all  speculations 
•on  we  call  Natural -ih BO logf,  endeavour- 
<  prove  the  beginning  of  all  Belief  bj- 
Bielicf  earlier  than  the  beginning,  are 
,  in«ffecluat,  impossible;  and  may,  so 
*  alherwisc  it  is  profitable,  be  abandoned. 
~*  causes,  man.  by  ihe  nature  at  the  case, 
t  nothing;  knows  ih^m  (if  he  know 
g  of  ihem)  not  by  glimmering  llint- 
'■  f>f  Logic,  but  by  an  loGmtelv  higher 
t€  intuition ;  nerer  long,  by^Heaven's 
,  wholly  eclipsed  in  Ihe  human  son  I ;  and 
Ibr  najoe  of  Faith,  as  regards  this  raat- 
piliu  lo  as  noo',  historically  or  in  con- 
a.  for  upwards  of  four  iboasand 
To  all  open  men  it  will  indeed  always 
aitriie  coniemplation.tbal  of  watching 

KoT Being,  how  animate  adjusts  itself 
lUc  rational  lo  irralional-,  and  Ihis, 
^^  »  Nature,  is  not  a  desolate  phan- 

Tft  ebaos.but  a  woadrousetistenceand 

Ha"  *3  he  has  called  (hem,  the  cnntem- 
nd  new  evidence  of  a  designing 
rell  for  him;  meanwhile, sn rely, 
I  filearer  evidence  lay  nearer  home,  in 
nplalive  man'o  own  head  that  tiln 
tob  I  Id  which  point  of  view  nurei- 
"  wsl-lheologies,  as  our  innumerable 
«  Oflhe  Christian  Religion,  and  such 
',  in  reference  to  the  strange  sea.'on 
ip«*r  in,  have  an  indubitable  value  and 
tb  printing  and  reprinting;  only  lei  us 
land  for  whom,  and  how.  ihey  are  va- 
I  and  be  nowue  wroth  with  the  poor 
Vhom  Ihey  have  noi  convinced,  and 
Ml  and  should  aol  convince. 
aeeond  consequence  seems  to  be  that 
It  hypothesis  of  ihe  Universe 
le,"  and  Iben  of  an  Archilecl, 
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who  eonsinicted  ii,siiiiiig  as  it  were  apart, and 
guiding  it.and  ttatgiigo. — may  turn  otuan  la- 
anily  and  nonentity;  nol  oiach  longer ttniUv : 
withwhich  result  likewise  we  hball,inthe(|«eV 
est  manner,  reconcile  ourselves.  "Think  je," 
says  Goethe,  "  that  Ciod  made  Ihe  (Taiverne, 
and  then  let  it  run  round  his  finger  (om  t'utgir 
laufen  lUm .')"  On  the  whole,  thai  Mel^phyai- 
cal  hurly-burly  (of  our  poor,  jarriiii  stlf-lii- 
lening  Time)  ought  at  length  lo  eompose  ilielf : 
(hat  seeking  for  a  Qod  Ihtrt,  and  not  htir;  every- 
where onlwardty  in  physical  Nature,  and  noC 
inwardly  in  onr  own  Soul,  where  alone  He  ii 
to  be  found  by  as. — begins  lo  gel  wearisott& 
Above  all,  that  "faint  possible  Theism,"  which 
now  forms  our  common  Eogliih  creed,  caaool 
be  too  soon  swept  out  of  ihe  world.  What  ■• 
ihe  nalure  of  that  individual,  who  wi lb  hysteri- 
cal violence  theoretically  asserts  a  Ood,  per- 
haps a  revealed  Symbol  and  Worship  ofOed; 
and  for  the  rest,  in  ihought.  word,  and  coiuliMI, 
meet  with  him  where  you  will,  i>  found  liviDC 
as  if  his  theory  were  some  polilr  figure  of 
speech,  and  his  theoretical  God  a  mere  dislanl 
Bimulacrum,  wilh  whom  he.  for  his  pari,  had 
nothing  further  to  do  T  Fool '.  The  EriaKat 
is  no  Simulacrum ;  Qod  is  nui  only  There,  bai 
Here,  or  nowhere,  in  that  life-breaUi  uf  IhiMt 
in  that  acl  and  thought  of  thine. — and  Ibon 
wen  wise  to  look  lo  iv  If  there  is  no  God,  at 
tbe  fool  balh  said  in  his  bean,  then  live  en 
with  thy  decencies,  and  lip-bomages,  and  in* 
ward  Greed,  and  falsehood,  and  all  Ihe  bonow 
cnnningly-drvised  halfness  thai  recorameod* 
ihee  to  Ihe  Mammon  of  Ibis  world:  if  there  ft 
a  God,  we  say.  look  lo  ii !  Bui  in  either  caM, 
what  an  thou  t  The  Aiheisi  is  false ;  yet  is 
there,  as  we  sec,  a  fraction  oflruih  in  him:  heia 
compared  wiib  ihee;  Ibou  unhappy  moflal, 
JivesI  wholly  in  a  lie,  an  wholly  a  lie. 

So  that  Diderot's  Atheism  comes,  if  noi  to 
much,  yel  10  nomelhing;  we  learn  this  from  it 
(and  from  what  it  stands  connected  with,  and 
may  represent  for  us.)  that  the  Mechanical  Sys- 
tem of  Thought  is.  in  its  essence,  Albeistic;  that 
whosoever  will  admit  no  organ  of  Iruih  but 
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argued  of.  mast  even  conlenl  himsm  wim  ms 
tad  result,  as  ibe  only  solid  one  he  can  arrive 
at :  and  so  with  ihe  best  grace  he  can  "  of  ihe 
xther  make  agas,  of  Qod  a  force,  of  ihe  second 
world  Bcollin;"of  man  an  aimless  nondescript. 
ille  belief  [ban  akind  of  vermin."  IfOiderot, 
by  bringing  matters  to  ihis  parting  of  ihe  road*, 
have  enabled  or  helped  us  lo  sirike  into  ihe 
id  better  road,  lei  him  have  our  tlfatf^ 
A*  10  wbal  remains,  be  piiy  unroMb 
freling ;  was  not  his  creed  miserable  'Tinngfc  - 

ly,  moreover,  did  not  be  bear  its  "■"— ihh- 

ss,  so  to  speak,  in  our  sieail,  so  that  U  a«a4 

iw  be  DO  longer  borne  by  any  one. 

In  this  same,  for  bim  ana  voidable  c»e^^. 

ance,  of  ibe  age  be  lived  in,aDil  t)w  ^^^^ 
of  thought   universal   th'n,  will  be  k«^  ^ 
key  lo  Uideiui's  wht.le  ipiritual  «l 
procedure:  ihe  eicose  for 
false   and   perve 
nuh-lighl  of  c' 
recf^nitcd  no  guidance. 
cannot  be  spoken  "'•"  ■ 
had  not  dieaml  of- 
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not  debtte  of^  we  might  aUpost  say  measure 
and  weigby  aad  carry  off  with  him  to  be  eaten 
and  enjojed,  is  simply  not  there  for  him.  He 
dwelt^jlu  his  days  m  the  **tliin  rind  of  the 
Gobtttioiis  i*  the  deep  fathomless  domain  of  the 
UDCOBScioos,  whereon  the  other  rests,  and  has 
its  meaaing,  was  not,  under  any  shape,  sur- 
mised fay  him.  Thus  must  the  Sanctuary  of 
Man's  QooLftland  pereiYnially  shut  against  this 
man;  w||{m  his  hand  ceased  to  grope,  the 
World  ended:  within  such  strait  conditions 
bad>he  to  live  and  labour.  And  naturally  to  dis- 
tort and  dislocate,  more  or  less,  all  things  he 
laboured  on :  for  whosoever,  in  one  way  or 
another,  recognises  not  that  "  Divine  Idea  of 
the  World,  which  lies  at  the  bottom  of  Appear- 
ances," can  rightly  interpret  no  Appearance ; 
and  whatsoever  spiritual  thing  he  does,  must 
do  it  partially,  do  it  falsely. 

Monmfbl  enough,  accordingly,  is  the  ac- 
count which  Diderot  has  given  himself  of 
Man's  existence ;  on  the  duties,  relations,  pos- 
sessions whereof  he  had  been  a-sedulous  think- 
er. In  every  conclusion  we  have  this  fact  of 
his  Mechanical  culture.  Coupled  too  with 
another  £ict  honourable  to  him :  that  he  stuck 
n6t  at  half  measures;  but  resolutely  drove 
on  to  the  result,  and  held  by  it  80  Uiat 
ire  -cannot  call  him  a  skeptic ;  he  has  merited 
the  more  decisive  name  of  Denier.  He  may  be 
said  to  liave  denied  that  there  was  any  the 
smallest  Sacredoess  in  Man,  or  in  the  Uni- 
verse ;  and  to  have  both  speculated  and  lived  on 
this  singular  footing.  We  behold  in  him  the  nota- 
ble extreme  of  a  man  guiding  himself  with  the 
least  spiritual  Belief  tRat  thinking  man  perhaps 
ever  had.  Religion,  in  all  recognisable  shapes 
and  senses,  he  has  done  what  man  can  do  to  clear 
out  of  him.  He  believes  that  pleasure  is  plea- 
sant; that  a  He  is  unbelievable ;  and  there,  his 
credo  terminates;  nay  there,  what  perhaps 
makes  his  case  almost  unique,  his  very  fancy 
seems  to  fall  silent. 

For  a  consequent  man,  all  possible  spiritual 
perversions  are  included  under  that  grossest 
one  of  " proselytizing  Atheism;'*  the  rest,  of 
what  kind  and  degree  soever,  cannot  any 
lon^r  astonish  us.  Diderot  has  them  of  all 
kinds  and  degrees  ;  indeed,  we  might  say,  the 
French  Philosophe  (take  him  at  his  tiwrf,  for 
inwardly  much  that  was  foreign  adhered  to 
him,  do  what  he  could)  has  emitted  a  Scheme 
of  the  World,  to  which  all  that  Oriental  Mul- 
lah. Bonze,  or  Talapoin  have  done  in  that 
kind  is  poor  and  feeble.  Omitting  his  whole 
unparalleled  Cosmoganies  and  Physiologies ; 
coming  to  his  much  milder  Tables  of  the 
Moral  Law,  we  shall  glance  here  but  at  one 
minor  external  item,  the  relation  between  man 
and  man;  and  at  only  one  branch  of  this, 
and  with  all  slightness,  the  relation  of  cove- 
nants; for  example,  the  most  important  of 
these.  Marriage. 

Diderot  has  convinced  himself,  and,  indeed, 
as  above  became  plain  enough,  acts  on  the 
conviction,  that  Marriage,  contract  it,  solemnize 
it  in  what  way  you  will,  involves  a  solecism 
which  reduces  the  amount  of  it  to  simple 
zero.  It  is  a  suicidal  covenant;  annuls  itself 
in  the  very  forming.  **  Thou  makest  a  vow," 
«ays  he,  twice  or  thrice,  as  if  the  argument 


were  a  clencher,  **  thoa  inalsnl  a  wv  it  ' 
eternal  constancy  under  a  rbekv  wUeh  itena 
thep  crumbling  away."    T)rv»,  O  Deniil  Ait 
rock  crumbles  away :  ^I  things  aRchuMtfiff; 
man  c|^ges  faster  thaii  mcwtof  thes.   na^ 
in  the  meanwhHe,  an  UnchmnfeaMe  lies  nlv 
all  this,  and  looksr  forth,  solemn  and  beali^ 
through  the  whole  destiny  and  wofWifi  of 
man,  is  another  trath ;  whieh  no  Mcchwucil 
Philosophe,  in  the  dast  of  bia  logie-miU^cia 
be  expected  to  grind  oat  for  hiaaelf.    Mm 
changes,  and  wifi  change :  the  question  ika 
arises.  Is  it  wise  in  him  to  lomble  fiMtli.  m 
headlong  obedience  to  this  love  of  chaafe;  m 
it  so  much  as  possible  ibr  him  ?    Among  At 
dualisms  of  man's  wholly  daalistic  nalartiim 
we  might  fancy  was  an  ohaerrnbleoBe:  Att 
along  with  his  unceasing  tendencv  lorhtm 
there  is  a  no  less  ineradicable  tendencjlop» 
severe.    Were  man  only  here  to 
him,  fhr  from  marrjring^  ceaae  even  la 
in  fields,  and  plough  them ;  before  the 
season,  he  may  have  lost  the  whim  of  rtapiti 
them.    Let  him  return  to  the  nomn^  MMb 
and  set  his  boose  on  wheels ;  nay  there  Its  a 
certain  restraint  mast  corb  his  love  of  eteifV 
or  his  cattle  will  perish  by  incessant  drifii|^ 
without  grazing  m  the  inlermls.     O  Desiiv 
-what  things  thou  babblestSa  thy  sleep!  Mm, 
in  this  world  of  pcrpetoal  flnz,  shall  mn 
secure  himself  the  smalleirt  foandation,en^ 
hereby  alone:  that  he  tslte  pre^^ssnnuMt  ti 
his  Fate;  that  in  this  and  the  other  hightfl 
of  life,  his  Will,  with  aU  solq>nnity,si*atii> 
right  to  change ;  volttntarily  heecme  involm- 
tary,  and  say  once  for  all,  B6  there  thm  Vt 
further  dubitation  on  it !    Nay,  the  poor  ai- 
heroic  craftsman ;  that  very  stocking-weaver, 
on  whose  loom  thou  now  as  amateur  wetvest: 
must  not  even   he  do   as  much, — whes  be 
signed  his  apprentice-indentures?    The  fool! 
who  had  such  a  relish  in  himself  for  all  tbisgi^ 
for  kingship  and  emperorship;  yet  made  a 
vow  (under  penalty  of  death  by  hunger)  of 
eternal  constancy  to  stocking- weaving.    Tel 
otherwise,  were  no  thriving  craftsmen  possiHe; 
only    botchers,  bunglers,    transitory  nood^ 
scripts;  unfed,  mostly  gallows-feeding.    Boi, 
on    the  whole,  what  feeling   it   was  in  ikt 
ancient  devout  deep  soul,  which  of  Marrisie 
made  a  Sacrameni :  this,  of  all  things  ia  ik 
world,  is  what  Denis  will  think  of  for  sobs, 
without  discovering.    Unless,  perhaps,  it  tntt 
to  increase  the  vestry-fees! 

Indeed,  it  must  be  granted,  nothing  yet  sect 
or  dreamt  of  can  surpass  the  liberality  of 
friend  Denis  as  magitter  morum ;  nay,  oAei 
our  poor  Philosophe  feels  called  on,  in  an  ige 
of  such  Spartan  rigor,  to  step  forth  iolo  tbe 
public  Stews,  and  emit  his  inspiring  Jf«* 
virtutef  there.  Whither  let  the  curious  « 
such  matters  follow  him:  we,  having  work  elt^ 
where,  wish  him  "good  journey,**— or  nther 
«*  safe  return."  Of  Diderot^s  indelicacy  •■* 
indecency  there  is  for  us  but  little  to  suf- 
Diderot  is  not  what  we  call  indelicate  and  in- 
decent; he  is  utterly  unclean,  scaodak^ssr 
shameless,  sanscnlottic-samoedic.  Todeclaft 
with  lyric  fury  that  this  is  wrong;  or  wi* 
historic  calmness,  that  a  pig  of  sensihiii? 
would  go  distracted  did  yoa  accuse  him  of  iV 
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(^speciaUy  in  Conntries  where  "  indecent 
sure*'  is  cognised  at  police-offices)  be 
idered  superfluous.  The  only  question 
e  in  Natural  History :  Whence  comes  it  ? 
t  may  a  man,  not  otherwise  witheot  ele- 
n  of  mind,  of  kindly  character,  of  immense 
ssed  philanthropy ;  and  doubtless  of  ex- 
dinary  insight,  mean  thereby  ?  To  us  it 
It  another  illustration  of  the  fearless,  all- 
)gic,  thoroughly  consistent.  Mechanical 
ker.  It  coheres  well  enough  with  Diderot's 
y  of  man  ;  that  there  is  nothing  of  sacred 
r  in  man  or  around  man ;  and  that  chime- 
ire  chimerical.  How  shall  he  for  whom 
ng,  that  cannot  be  jargoned  of  in  debating- 
i,  exists,  have  any  faintest  forecast. of  the 
I,  significance,  divineness  of  Silence;  of 
acredness  of  "  Secrets  known  to  all  V* 
:vertheless,  Nature  is  great;  and  Denis 
among  her  nobler  productions.  To  a 
of  his  sort  something  like  what  we  call 
cience  could  nowise  be  wanting:  the 
ig  of  Moral  Relation,  of  the  Infinite  charac- 
lereof,  (as  the  essence  and  soul  of  all  else 
can  be  felt  or  known,)  must  assert  itself 
Lm.  Yet  how  assert  itself!  An  Infini- 
to  one,  in  whose  whole  Synopsis  of  the 
erse  no  Infinite  stands  marked  1  Won- 
1  enough  is  Diderot's  method ;  and  yet 
wonderful,  for  we  see  it,  and  have  always 
it,  daily.  Since  there  is  nothing  sacred 
e  Universe,  whence  this  sacredness  of 
you  call  Virtue  1  Whence  or  how  comes 
X  you,  Denis  Diderot,  miut  not  do  a  wrong 
;  could  not,  without  some  qualm,  speak, 
example,  one  Lie,  to  gain  Mohammed's 
disc  with  all  its  houris !  There  is  no  re- 
:e  for  it,  but  to  get  into  that  interminable 
ment  of  Reward  and  Approval,  virtue 
\  its  own  reward ;  and  assert  louder  and 
;r, — contrary  to  the  stern  experience  of  all 
from  the  Divine  Man,  expiring  with 
y  of  bloody  sweat  on  the  accursed  tree, 
I  to  us  two,  O  reader  ( if  we  have  ever 
one  Duty) — that  Virtue  is  synonymous 
Pleasure.  Alas!  was  Paul,  an  apostle 
e  Gentiles,  virtuous ;  and  was  virtue  its 
reward,  when  hit  approving  conscience 
him  that  he  was  "  the  chief  of  sinners," 
(bounded  to  this  life  alone)  "  of  all  men 
Qost  miserable  1"  Or  has  that  same  so 
me  Virtue,  at  bottom,  little  to  do  with 
jure,  if  with  far  other  things?  Are 
>xia,  and  Eusebeia,  and  Euthanasia,  and 
e  rest  of  them,  of  small  account  to  Eubo- 
ind  Eapepsia;  and  the  pains  of  any 
frately-paced  Career  of  Vice  (Denis  him- 
being  judge)  as  a  drop  in  the  bucket  to 
Career  of  Indigestions !"  This  is  what 
s  never  in  this  world  will  grant. 
It  what  then  will  he  do?  One  of  two 
;s :  admit,  with  Grimm,  that  there  are 
•  justices," — which  may  be  called  by  many 
some  names,  but  properly  are  nothing 
he  pleasant  justice,  and  the  unpleasant; 
eof  only  the  former  is  binding.  Herein, 
:ver.  Nature  has  been  unkind  to  Denis ; 
not  a  literary  court-toad-eater;  but  a  free, 
il,  even  poetic  creature.  There  remains, 
fore,  nothing  but  the  second  expedient ; 
.ssert  louder  and  louder;"  in  other  words, 


to  become  a  Philosophe-Sentimentalist.    Mosf 
wearisome,  accordingly,  is  the  perpetual  clat-' 
ter  kept  up  here  about  vcrtu^  honniteiiy  grandnuTp 
sensibilitef  amts-nobkt ;  how  unspeakably  nod  it 
is  to  be  virtuous,  how  pleasant,  how  sublime: 
"In  the  Devil  and  his  grandmother's  name,  he 
virtuous ;  and  let  us  have  an  end  of  it!"    In ' 
such  sort  (we  will  nevertheless  joyfully  recog- 
nise) does  great  Nature  in  spite  of  all  contra-' 
dictions,  declare  her  royalty,  her  dirineness  ; 
and,  for  the  poor  Mechanical  Philosophe,  has 
prepared  since  the  substance  is  hidden  from  ' 
him,  a  shadow  wherewith  he  can  be  cheered. 

In  fine,  to  our  ill-starred  Mechanical  Phi- 
losophe-Sentimentalist, with  his  loud  preaching 
and  ratl}er  poor  performing,  shall  we  not,  ia 
various  respects,  '*  thankfully  stretch  out  the ' 
hand?"    In  all  ways,  "it  was  necessary  that 
the  logical  side  of  things  should  likewise  be' 
made  available."    On  the   whole,  wondrous 
higher  developments  of  much,  of   Morality 
among  the  rest,  are  visible  in  the  course  of  the 
world  s  doings,  at  this  day.    A  plausible  pre- 
diction were  that  the  Ascetic  System  is  not  to 
regain  its  exclusive  dominancy. '  Ever,  indeed, 
must  Self-Klenial,  **■  JnnikihUion  of  Self,  be  the' 
beginning  of  all  moral  action:"  meanwhile,  he" 
that  looks  well,  may  discern  filaments  of  a 
nobler  System,  wherein  this  lies  included  as 
one  harmonious  element.    Who  knows  what' 
new  unfoldiugs  and  complex  adjustments  await 
us,  before,  (for  example,)  the  true  relation  of 
moral  Greatness  to  moral  Correctness,  and  ' 
their  proportional  value,  can  be  established  T  • 
How,  again,  is  perfect  tolerance  for  the  Wrong 
to  co-exist  with  ever-present  conviction  that ' 
Right  stands  related  to  it,  as  a  God  does  to  a 
Devil, — an  Infinite  to  an  opposite  Infinite  T 
How,  in  a  word,  through  what  tumultuous  vi- 
cissitudes, afler  how  many  false  partial  efforts^ 
deepening  the  confusion,  shall  it,  at  length,  be 
made  manifest,  and  kept  continually  manifest 
to  the  hearts  of  men,  that  the  Good  is  not  pro- 
perly the  highest,  but  the  Beautiful ;.  that  the 
true  Beautiful  (differing  from  the  fklse,  as 
Heaven  does  from  Vauxhall,)  comprehends  in 
it  the  Good  ? — In  jsome  future  century,  it  may 
be  found  that  Denis  Diderot,  acting  and  pro- 
fessing, in  wholeness  and  with  full  conviction, 
what  the  immense  multitude  act  in  halfness 
and  without  conviction, — has,  though  by  strange 
inverse  methods,  forwarded  the  result.    It  was 
long  ago  written,  the  Omnipotent '*maketh  the' 
wrath  of  the  wicked"  (the  folly  of  the  foolish)* 
"  to  praise  Him."    In  any  case,  Diderot  acted 
it,  and  not  we ;  Diderot  bears  it,  and  not  we : 
peace  be  with  Diderot ! 

The  other  branch  of  his  renown  is  excel- 
lence as  a  Talker.  Or  in  wider  view,  (think 
his  admirers,)  bis  philosophy  was  not  more 
surpassing  than  his  delivery  thereof.  What 
his  philosophy  amounts  to  we  have  been  ex- ' 
amining :  but  now,  that  in  this  other  cohversa- 
tional  province  he  was  eminent,  is  easily  be- 
lieved. A  frank,  ever-hopiog,  social  character ; 
a  mind  full  of  knowledge,  full  of  fervour;  of 
great  compass,  of  great  depth,  ever  on  the 
alert:  such  a  man  could  not  have  other  thai, 
a  "mouth  of  gold."  It  is  still  plain,  what- 
soever thing  imaged  itself  before  him,  wai- 
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aosl  lacent  clearness  i   w*. 

■  rcn&ced  t«ck.  with   lighl   labour,  in   corre 

I    tpoaiLsig  clearness.    Whether,  al   Ihe   $sdii 

I    tine,  Diderot's  Ciiaversadon,  relaiirely  so  su 

I    peitor,  tJeietrad  the  inlnnsic  characlerof  tii 

pren^  majr  adniii   of  question.    The   wortl 

of  vords  spoken   depend),  aHer   all.  on   lli 

ides  ■□  them ;  and  in  Diderot' 

s  often  too  tittle  oT  >hia.     Vi 

■nciij,  far-darcing  brilliaacr,  ktcnncss  of  iheo- 

mio  Tiuon,  paradoxical    ingenuiiy,   gayeiy, 

CT^n  touches  of  humour;  all  this  muil  have 

been  here;  whosoever  had  preferred  stnci 

etmeiiloess,   depth  of  practical  rather  than 

theotelic  insight,  with  not  less  of  impetuusiiy, 

of  oleataMS  and  $urene>»,  with  humour,  em- 

pbaaia,  or  such  other  melod;  or  rhythm  as  that 

utterance  demanded, — must  have  come  over 

to   London;  and  (with  forbearaDI  submissive- 

nesi)  listened   lu  our  John&on.     Had  we  the 

stronger  man,  then  1     Be  it  rather,  as  in  ihal 

Duel  of  CisaT-de'l^on  with  the  ligbL,  nimble, 

Kt  also  invincible  Saladm.  thai  each  nation 
d  the  slreoglh  which  most  befitted  it. 
CioMly  connected  with  this  power  of  con- 
vertalioa  is  Diderot's  facility  of  composition. 
A  talent  much  celebrated;  numerous  really 
attrprising  proofs  whereof  are  on  record;  how 
he  wrote  tang  works  within  the  week;  some- 
linies  within  almost  the  To ur-and-twenly  hours. 
Unhappily,  enough  siill  remains  lo  make  such 
feau  credible.  Most  of  Diderot's  Works  bear 
.ttw>  clearest  traces  of  eiiemporaaeousness  i 
ABM /wit  ixiHu.'  They  are  much  liker  printed 
lalk,  than  (he  concentrated  well-considered 
nlterance,  which,  from  a  man  of  that  weighl, 
we  elpect  to  see  sel  in  types.  It  is  said,  "  he 
wrote  good  pages,  but  conld  not  wrile  a  good 
l>ook."  Substitute  /bd  not  Cot  amid  iiai ,  and 
there  is  some  truth  in  the  saying.  Clearness, 
as  has  been  observed,  comprehensibiiity  at  a 
glance,  is  the  character  of  whatever  Diderot 
wrote:  a  clearness  which,  in  visual  objecls, 
rises  into  the  region  of  the  Ailisiic,  and  re- 
sembles that  of  Richardson  or  Defoe.  Yet, 
grant  ihat  he  makes  his  meamng  clear,  what 
is  the  natnre  of  that  meaning  itself  ?  Alas,  for 
.most  pan,  only  a  hasty,  flimsy,  superGeial 
jneaniug,  with  gleams  of  a  deeper  vision  peer- 
ing through.  More  or  less  of  Disorder  reigns 
in  all  Works  that  Diderot  wrote ;  cot  order,  hut 
the  plausible  appearance  of  such ;  the  ime 
bean  of  the  matter  is  not  found ;  "  he  skips 
delUy  along  Ihe  radii,  and  skips  over  the  ce 


1   admired  Uni 


ersaliiy 


■dvanlage  for  him.  We  speak  not  of  his 
t«ceplioa  by  the  world ;  this  indeed  is  the  "  age 
of  spaciftUiiei ;"  yet,  owing  to  other  causes, 
Diderot  the  Eiteyclopedist  had  succeis  enough. 
But,  what  ii  of  hi  mott  imporiBnce,  bif 
wwd  growth  was  marred:  Ihe  *trong  tree 
not  op  in  any  one  noble  stem,  (beanng  boughs. 
and  fruit,  and  shade  all  round i)  but  spread 
oDi  horiionully,  after  a  very  moderate  heighl, 
into  innumemble  branches. nol  useles*.  yei  of 
quite  secondary  use.  Didertd  eoutd  have  been 
an  .\nisi ;  and  be  was  little  belter  than  an  En- 
cyclopedic Artisaii.  No  snialleter  indeed;  a 
foilhfnl   atlisan;  of  really  uoiTersal   equip- 


ment, in  his  son :   he 

men,  yet  nothing,  or  little,  *Ui 

nol  hare  done- 

Accordingly.hi.t  Literarj  Wi 
Rnished  some  6fly  jears,  bate 
most  stlrprisiDg  degree,  soak 
Perhaps  no  man  so  nauch  talk«l 
known ;  lo  the  great  majority  be 
Reality,  but  a  Uear&a;.  Sock 
is  the  natural  fate  of  Works  Ft 
almost  all  Diderot's  are.  Tbc 
hilates  his  opponepi;  but  ii 
lales  bimaelf  loo.  and  both 
make  room  for  Bumetbitig 
Add  to  this,  the  sligbi-teitured 
racier  of  Diderot's  sItIc,  ajiil  t 
enoogh  exptained.  Meanwbil 
whom  it  applies,  i^ousidrr  il 
whose  gifls  It  was  to  nse  into 
and  who  dwell  laiher  tow  down 
meral,  and  epbemerally  fougbt  _ 
there!  Diderot  the  great  has  ci 
Diderot  the  easily-measiuable 
with  others  of  the  like- 
In  how  many  : 
of  all  that  tumultuous  Aiheiaai, 
many  volumes,  be  comprised '. 
whole  Emyi-lopiiiu,  that  world's  woi 
eighleenib  century,  the  Belns'  Tower  afu: 
of  refined  llluminstinn,  what  has  it  becoi 
Alas  '.  no  stone-tower,  thai  will  stand  tben 
our  strength  and  defence  thruitjh  all  tm 
but,  at  best,  a  wooden   titltpola,  (City^dlMj 

wherein  stationed,  the  Pbilosophus  Pc' 

bas  burnt  and  battered  down  maBy 
ruinous  Sorbonne;  and  which  now,  when  ihH 
work  is  pretty  well  over,  may.  in  lurn.beiaka 
asunder,  aud  used  as  firewood.  7*lte  fauM^  lEf 
cyclopedical  Tree  itself  bas  provtrd  an  amikitl 
one,  and  borne  no  fruit.  We  mean  thai,  ift  tt 
nature,  it  is  mechanical  only;  od«  of  ibMt 
attempts  to  parcel  out  the  invisible  mjiliat 
Soul  of  Man,  with  its  i^fiiiUiufe  of  phaan  Mi. 
character,  into  shop-lists  of  wh«t  are  caM 
"  faculties,"  "  motives,'' and  such  like 
attempts  may  indeed  be  made  with  all 
of  insight,  from  that  of  a  Doctor  Spur^eiS' 
to  that  of  Denis  Didecoi,  or  Jeremy  Bentbaa; 
and  prove  useful  for  a  day,  but  fur  a  day  otlf- 
Nevertheless  il  were  false  lo  regard  Diden* 
as  a  Mechanisl  and  nothing  mufe ;  u  oH 
working  and  grinding  bliudlr  in  the  mill  <t 
mechanical  Logic,  joyful  witb  his  lot  Am, 
and  uncooscioos  of  any  other.  Call  bin  IM 
ralher  who  contributed  to  deliver  us  ttaertfnwi 
both  by  his  manful  whole  spirit  as  a  Mcch**- 
isl,  which  drove  all  ihin^  lo  ilieir  ultioitiaH 
and  crisis;  and  even  by  a  diin-sinigeIiB(  ft- 
cully,  which  virtually  aimed  beyond  this.  Di- 
derot, we  said,  was  gifted  by  Naiare  for  u 
Anist :  strangely  flashing  through  bis  mechui- 
cal  encumbrances,  are  rays  of  ihoughL  whick 
belong  lo  Ihe  Poet,  lo  Ihe  Prophet;  wtiieb.il 
other  environment,  could  have  revealed  tbt 
deepest  to  us.  Not  to  seek  far,  consider  tliit 
one  little  sentence,  which  he  makes  Ihe  UUoC 
the  dying  Sanderson :  Lt  impt,  la  ■ni/icn,  ^ 
rhpan  nr  nmtpnl-iitt  ipi'un  pviol  (Time.  Ito 
ler,  and  Space  are  perhaps  bul  a  paml  5) 

So  too.  in  Art.  both  as  a  speaker  and  k  doer, 
be  is  lo  be  reckoned  as   one   of  tbuM  whv 


i  fonrard  irresiiiiibly  out  of  the  artiB- 
t  barren  sphere  at  thai  lime,  into  a  truer 
dkl  one.  His  Dramas,  (he  FJt  NalvrtI,  the 
w  dt  Famillt,  have  indeed  ceased  to  live ; 
;i*  ihe  Bltempl  totrards  freal  Ihin^  vixible 
^  em  i  ihe  altempl  remaius  lo  us.  and  seeks 
wise,  and  has  found,  nnd  is  flnding,  fulfil- 
.  Not  lets  in  hisSiifoiu,  (Judgments  of 
EihibilioDS,)  wriiieu  hastily  for  Orimm. 
t  bf  ill  chance,  on  artisis  of  qaiie  seeonda- 
'  we  find  the  freest  recognition 
wfafttever  eicelleoce  ther«  is;  nay,  an  im- 
IMm  endeavour,  not  critically  but  even  crea- 
ily,  towards  something  more  excellent.  In- 
ed,  what  with  iheir  unrivalled  clearness. 
tating  Ihe  picture  over  again  fur  us.  so  that 
1  loo  $n  it, and  can  judge  it)  what  with  their 
Mj  fervour,  inventiveness,  real  artistic  ge- 
IB,  (which  only  cannot  manipalaie,)  they  are, 
b  lome  few  eieepiions  in  the  German 
^e.  the  only  Picwrial  Criticisms  we  know 
Worth  reading.  Here  loo,  as  by  his  own 
Mice  in  the  Dramatic  branch  of  an,  Dide- 
ataadi  forth  as  the  mam  uriginator  (almosi 
aole  one  in  his  own  country)  of  thai  many- 
h1  itrnggle  towards  what  is  called  Nature,  and 
kyiug  of  Nature,  and  faithfotness  lo  itaiure : 
iMp  indispensable  truth,  subversive  of  the 

I  ofTor;  yet  under  thai  flgurc,  only  a  half- 
■"li,  for  Art  too  ii  Art.  as  surely  as  Nature  is 

ore ;  which  struggle,  meanvhile.  either  as 

T  working  itaelf  into  a  whole  iruih, 

r  be  seen  (in  countnes  thai  have  any  Arl) 

II  fbimipg  the  tendency  uf  all  artistic  en- 
ITDor.  In  which  sense.  Diderot's  £tiay  on 
Miag  has  been  judged  worth  translatiou  by 
>  greatest  modem  Judge  of  Arl,  and  greatest 

'  ~b  Artist,  in  Ihe  highest  kind  of  Art ;  and 
kf  be  read  anew,  with  argumentative  com- 
Mtary  and  exposition,  in  (!otihi'$  Woikt. 
Ifay,  let  u.^  grant,  wiih  pleaiurG,  that  for  Di- 
mt  himself  the  realms  of  Art  were  not 
lotly  nnvisiied;  thai  be  loo.  so  heavily  im- 
iaoDid,  stole  Prometheau  fire.  Among  these 
UrttudiaoDS,  most  miscellaneous  Wri 
hii,  in  great  part  a  manufactured  farrago 
Fhilosophism  no  longer  saleable,  and  now 
tking  melancholy  enough, — are  two  that  we 
B  almoEl  call  Poems  j  dial  have  something 
rmiially  poetic  in  them :  Jaapia  It  Fata- 
li;  in  ■  still  higher  degree,  the  Nmu  dt  Ra- 
Mh  The  occasional  blumti  of  both ;  even 
U  darkest  indigo  in  some  pans  of  the  former, 
■11  not  altogether  aifright  us.  As  it  were,  a 
>  ilraggtin)!  sunbeam  Sies  here  over  Man's 
WDCe  in  France,  now  nigh  a  century  be- 
ne "from  [he  height  of  laxanous  ele- 
nc«  lo  the  depths  of  shamelessness;"  all  is 
Black,  careless  seems  ihe  combinalion 
■Ihe  ptetarc)  wri|rgliog,  disjointed,  like 
udte  of  flails;  yei  strangely  united  in  the 
JWcr*!  inward  unconscious  feeling.  Weari- 
loeljr  cntekliog  wit  gets  silent ;  a  grim,  laci- 
rn.  dare-devil,  almost  Hogartbinn  humour, 
ttt  in  the.  background.  Like  this  there  is 
(bins  that  we  know  of  in  the  whole  range 
French  Literature:  La  Fontaine  is  shallow 
eomparision;  the  La  Bruycre  wit-species 
I  lo  b«  named.  It  resembles  Den  liiiaiilt, 
tberi  of  Romewhal  similar  stature;  yet  of 
Bipleiion  altogelher  diBerenl;  throagh  the 


looks  a  snony  Elysium,  through  the  other 
ilphurous  Erebus  :  both  hold  of  the  Infi- 
This  Jwijut',  perhaps,  was  out  quite  lo 
hastily  put  together;  yel  there  too  haste  is 
manifest;  the  Author  finishes  il  olT,  not  by 
working  out  the  figures  and  tnoremenis,  but 
by  dashing  his  brush  againsi  tb«  cajivas ;  a 
mancouvre  which  in  this  ease  has  not  suc- 
ceeded. The  AaniFnu'i  Niphtw,  which  is  the 
shorter,  is  also  (he  better ;  may  pass  for  deci- 
dedly the  best  of  all  Diderot's  Corn  positions. 
It  looks  like  a  Bibylline  utterance  from  a  heart 
fusion;  no  ephemeral  thing  (for  it  waa 
D  as  a  Satire  on  Palissol)  was  ever  more 
nially  treated.  8irangely  enough,  too.  il 
lay  some  fifty  years,  in  German  and  Russian 
'  ■■  aries ;  came  out  first  in  the  masterly  »er- 
of  Goethe,  m  1805 ;  and  only  (after  a  de- 
ceptive rr-iranslalion  by  a  M.  Saur,  a  conrage- 
0Q9  mysiifier  otherwise,)  reached  the  Patic 
public,  in  I8SI, — when  perhaps  »ll,  for  whom, 
and  against  whom  it  was  written,  were  no 
more! — Itiia  farce-tragedy ;  audits  fate  has 
corresponded  lo  iis  purport  One  day  it  must 
English ;  but  will  re- 


0  be  Iraostaled  i 
ebyJ 


"«;  Ihe 


machinery  will  m 

We  here  {mi  la  6orro  Join)  lake  leave  of  Di- 
derot in  his  inlelleclUBl  aspect,  as  Artist  and 
Thinker :  a  richly  endowed,  unfavourably  situ- 
ated naiure ;  whose  effort,  much  marred,  yet 
not  without  Gdeliij  of  aim,  can  triumph,  ou 
rate  occasions ;  is  perhaps  nowhere  utterly 
fruiiless.  In  the  moral  aspect,  as  Man,  be 
makes  a  somewhat  similar  figure;  as  indeed, 
in  all  men,  in  him  especially,  (he  Opinion  and 
the  Practice  stand  closely  united ;  and  as  a  wise 
man  has  remarked,  "  the  speculative  principles 
are  often  bul  a  supplemeni  (or  excu»e)  lo  the 
praeiical  manner  of  life."  In  conduct,  Dide- 
rot can  nowise  seem  admirable  lu  us ;  yet 
neither  inexcusable  ;  on  the  whole,  not  al  all 
quite  worthless.  Lavater  traced  in  his  physi- 
ognomy ■'  something  timorous ;"  which  reading 
his  friends  admitted  to  be  a  correct  one.  Di- 
derot, in  truth,  is  no  hero :  Ihe  earnest  soul, 
wayfaring  and  warfaring  in  ihe  complexities 
of  a  World  like  to  overwhelm  him, yet  where- 
in he  l^  Heaven's  grace  will  keep  faiihfallj 
warfaring.  prevailing  or  not,  can  derive  small 
aolacement  from  this  ligh^  fluciuating,  not  to 
say  Qimsy  eiisleuce  of  Diderol :  no  Gospel  in 
that  kiud  has  he  left  us.  The  man,  in  fact, 
with  all  his  high  gifts,  had  rather  a  female 
character.  Suacepuble,  sensitive,  living  by 
impulses,  which  at  best  he  had/iiAumcil  into 
some  show  of  principles ;  with  vehemence 
enough,  with  even  a.  female  nncontrollableness; 
with  little  of  manful  steadfastness,  conbiderete- 
ness,  invincibility.  Thus,  too,  we  find  him 
living  mostly  in  Ihe  society  of  women,  or  uf 
men  who,  like  women,  flattered  hiui,  and  made 
life  easy  for  him ;  recoiling  with  horror  from 
an  Amest  Jean  Jactgues,  who  understood  not 
(he  science  of  walking  in  a  vain  shutr;  but 
imagined  (poor  man)  that  truth  was  there  a* 
a  thing  to  be  lold,  as  a  thing  to  be  acltd. 

We  call  Diderot,  Ibeo,  not  a  coward  i  yet 
not  in  any  sense  a  brave  man.    N*^**-  Vjr     ( 
wards  himscW,  nox  W^mta  ^.a.™< 
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iMTATe.  An  the  TUtaes,  sayi  M.  de  Meitter, 
-which  require  not  "a  great  tvifc .(s^Q^'*<^y) 
4)f  ideas,**  were  his :  all  that  do  reqaire  soch  a 
Mmtt  were  not  his.  In  other  words,  what  du- 
ties were  easy  for  him,  he  did:  happily  Na- 
fnre  had  rendered  seyeral  easy.  His  spiritaal 
aim,  moreorer,  seemed  not  so  ranch  to  be  en- 
ibrcement,  exposition  of  Duty,  as  discovery 
.of  a  Dotynnade-easy.  Natural  enough  that 
he  shonld  strike  into  that  province  of  ttniiment, 
^mur^nobii,  and  so  forth.  Alas,  to  declare  that 
the  beauty  of  virtue  is  t>eautiful,  costs  compa- 
ratively little;  to  win  it,  and  wear,  it,  is  quite 
Another  enterprise^^-wherein  the  loud  brag- 
gart, we  knpw,  is  not  the  likeliest  to  succeed. 
On  the  whole,  peace  be  with  ttntimetU,  for  that 
,also  lies  behind  us ! — For  the  rest,  as  hinted, 
what  duties  were  difficult  our  Diderot  left  un- 
j^ne.  How  should  he,  the  etnar  iituibU,  front 
finch  a  monster  as  Pain  1  And  now,  since 
jaisgiviAgs  cannot  fail  in  that  course,  what  is 
.So  be  done  but  fill  up  all  asperities  with  floods 
iof  ^emihiHti,  and  so  voyage  more  or  less 
-smoothly  along  1  Ett-il  btm  ?  E$iM  michamt  f 
is  his  own  account  of  himself.  At  all  events, 
Jhe  was  no  voluntary  hypocrite;  that  great 
praise  can  be  given  him.  And  thus  with  Me- 
ichanii^  Philosophism,  and  oattion  vivt ;  work- 
ing, flirting ;  <*  with  more  of  softness  than  of 
true  affection,  sometimes  with  the  malice  and 
rage  of  a  child,  but  on  the  whole  an  inex- 
iiaastible  fund  of  goodnatured  simplicity,*^  has 
be  come  down  to  us  for  better  for  worse :  and 
.what  can  we  do  but  receive  him ! 

If  now  we  and  our  reader,  reinterpreting 
^or  our  present  want  that  Life  and  Perform- 
ance of  Diderot,  have  brought  it  clearer  be- 
fore us,  be  the  hour  spent  thereon,  were  it 
^even  more  wearisome,  no  profitless  one ! 
Have  we  not  striven  to  unite  our  own  brief 
present  moment  more  and  more  compactly 
with  the  Past  and  with  the  Future  ;  have  we 


not  done  what  lay  at  oar  hand' hiw  Mil  iiiafct 
that  same  Memoiiiam  of  the  Bighlia^  G» 
tury  into  History,  and  "wearing''  a thmlff 
two  thereof  nearer  to  the  eonditloa  of  a  "  wAf 
But  finally,  if  we  rise  with  tfaia  matter  (a 
we  should  try  to  do  with  all)  into  the  piopa 
region  of  Universal  History,  aad  look  oa  it 
with  the  eye  not  of  this  time,  or  of  ihittiK, 
but  of  Time  at  large,  perhaps  the  prediebai 
might  stand  here,  that  intrinsically,  esseaiidtr 
little  lies  in  it ;  that  one  day  whea  the  aci> 
result  of  our  European  way  of  life 
be  summed  up,  this  whole  as  yet  so 
concern  of  French  Philosophisin  will 
into  the  thinnest  of  fractions,  or  vaaisk  IMS 
nonentity!    Alas,  while  the  rode  Hist«yail 
Thoughts  of  those  same  ^Jmf9  mimrMCIm 
barbaric  Wai^song  of  a  Deborah  and  Bsn^ 
the  rapt  prophetic  Utterance  of.  as  aakf^t 
Isaiah,  last  now  (with  deepest  sigBifieasee}i|i 
only  these  three  thousand  years/— «' 
thrice  resplendent  EncffdopUk  shriveM  ili 
within   these   three-score!    This   is  a  ifl 
which,  explain  it,  express  it,  in  wUeh  vif  Ir 
will,  your  EneyclopeiUst  shoold  aeisall^fl* 
sider.    7%ofe  were  tones  caught  lh».ifee» 
cred  Melody  of  the  All,  and  baring  hinnNf 
and.  meaning  for  everi  .ttoe  of  his  vtbtf 
outer  discoids,  and  Ihebr  jan^ing  dies  amy 
without  resulL    '•The  special,  sole, «al  d» 
est  theme  of  the  World's  and  Man^s  Wamf 
says  the  Thinker  of  onr  time.  *  whsfiH  ri 
other  themes  are  subordinated,  remaimit 
Conflict  of  Un siuBv  and  BsLixr.    AUcpid|i 
wherein  Belief  preyaila,  under  what  fiint  i 
may,  are  splendid,  beart-elevatini;,  finitfil  U 
contemporaries  and  posterity.    AU  epoelis,oi 
the  contrary,  wherein  Unt^lief,  under  vki 
form  soever,  maintains  its  sorry  victory,  ikosH 
they  even  for  a  moment  glitter  wiUi  a  sha 
splendour,  vanish  from  the  eyes  of  postnitFi 
because  no  one  chooses  to  burden  ^aa/A 
with  study  of  the  unfruitfuL 


ON  HISTORY  AGAIN. 


[Eraser's  Magazine,  1833.] 


|The  following  singular  fragment  on  Hiitary 
forms  part,  as  may  be   recognised,  of  the 
Inaugural  Discourse  delivered  by  our  assi- 
duous "D.  T."  at  the  opening  of  the  Society 
for  the  Diffution  of  Common  Honesty,     The 
Discourse,  if  one  may  credit  the  Morning 
Papers,  "touched  in  the    most  Tupnderful 
manner,  didactically,  poetically,  almost  pro- 
phetically, on  all  things  in  this  world  and 
the  next,  in  a  strain  of  sustained  or  rather 
of  suppressed  passionate  eloquence  rarely 
witnessed  in  Parliament  or  out  of  it :  the 
chief  bursts  were  received  with  profound 
Ailence,** — interrupted,  we    fear,  by  snuff- 


taking.  As  will  be  seen,  it  is  one  of  the 
didactic  passages  that  we  introduce  hat 
The  Editor  of  this  Magazine  is  respoasilik 
for  its  accuracy,  and  publishes,  if  not  viA 
leave  given,  then  with  leave  taken^— 0.T-] 

*  *  *  HisTORT  recommends  itself  as  the  810^ 
profitable  of  all  studies :  and  truly,  for  sock  i 
being  as  Man,  who  is  born,  and  has  to  learsul 
work,  and  then  after  a  measured  termofynn 
to  depart,  leaving  descendants  and  peHora* 
ances,  and  so,  in  all  ways,  to  vindicate  lii» 
self  as  vital  portion  of  a  Mankind,  no  stidf 
could  be  fitter.  History  is  the  Letter  of  h- 
st ructions,  which  the  old  generatioas  wtiK 
and  posthumously  transmit  lo  the  new;  tff 
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y  be  Cftlled,  more  generally  still,  Ihe  Mes- 
\,  verbal   or  writlen,  which   all   Maokini! 
ID  every  man  ;  il  is  ihc  only  arlinilati 
caUtiD   (when   ibc   inariieulaie   and 
g,  intelligible  or  nut,  lie  ruund  us  sod  iu 
>  llrangely  Ibrough  every  fibre   of  our 
b  every  slep  of  our  aclivily)  which  Ihe 
"1  have  wiih  ihe  P return l,  ihe   Disiani 
lat   \s   Here.     All   Bciolis,    therefore, 
y  but  Song-books  or  treatises  on  Ma- 
u,  are  in  the  long  rna  historical  doc- 
ili, — an  indeed  all  Speech  it&eir  is :  thus 
t  ve  say,  History  is  not  only  the  Gtlesi 
r.  btit  the  only   siady,  and   includes   all 
whaiaoever.    The  Perfect  in  History, 
o  understood,  and  saw  and  knew  wiihiti 
ir,  aU  that  llie  whole  Family  of  Adam 
I  hitherto  hnn  and  hitherto  <A»r,  were  per- 
il in  all  learning  extant  or  possible:  needed 
il  hencerortb  1u  iimJy  any  more  ;  and  hence- 
h'  Dolhing  led  but  to  bt  and  lo  i^n  somelbiog 
T,  and  olhert  might  cnahe  History  of  it, 

Hfeclion  in  any  kind  is  well  koowD  not  lo 
aUnofniBDi  but  of  all  supernatural  per- 
?tE,  this  of  the  Perfect  in  History 
Mily  conceivable  loo)  were  perhaps  ihe 
mimculous.  Clearly  a  (anltless  monster 
h   Ihe   world   is  not  lu  see.  not  even  on 


.1  head '.    Nnnae  Shah  too,  we  remember. 

I  himself  three  days   in  some  sacred 
i  and  there  learnt  enough  ^  Nanac's  was 

isier  melbo>l ;  but  unhappily  not  prec- 
— in  this  elimaie.  Consider,  however, 
I  immeasurable  distance  from  this 
n  Nanac  your  highest  Imperfect  Gibbons 
lieir  parti     Were  there  no  brave  men, 

II  thou,  before  Afumemnoti !  Beyond 
■  Thracian  Bosphorua,  was  all  dead  and 
' ' ;  from  Cape  Horn  to  Nova  Zembia,  round 

wholehabiiableGlobe.noia  mouse  stirring? 

jBin,  in  reference  lo  Time  ; — the  Creation 

e  World  is  indeed  old,  compare  it  lo  Ihe 

r  One;  yet  young,  of  yesterday,  compare 

10  Blemitv!    Alas,  all  Universal  History  is 

■  »on  of  Parish  History ;  which  the  "  P.  P. 

.   rk  of  this  Parish,"  member  of  "our  Ale- 

NIM  Club"  Ciosliluled  for  what  "Psalmody" 

■ St  there)  puts  logeiher, — in  such  sort 

w-memoers  will  praise.    OflheMiMp 

w  gone  siteni,  named  Past,  which  was  once 

loud  enough,  how  much  do  we 

"Letter  of  Instructions"  comes 

ts  in  die  laddest  stale ;  falsified,  blotird  otit, 

1,  iMt,  and  but  a  shred  of  it  in  existence  \ 

«  so  difficult  to  read  or  spell. 
Inipcakablvprecioustneanwhiie  is  our  shred 
ft -Letter,'    isour  "wriiieti  or  spoken  Mes- 
''  such  as  we  have  i;.    Only  he  who  un- 
nludt  what  has  been, can  know  what  should 
I  will  be.    It  is  of  tile  last  importance 
le  individual  have  ascertained  his   re- 
la  ihe  whole  ;  ••  an  individual  helps  not." 
*  been  wrillen  ;  "only  he  who  unites  with 
_  »l  the  properhour."  How  easy,  in  a  sense 
for  your  all-in  stme ted  Nanac  lo  work  without 
«■>■«  of  force,  (or  what  we  call  fnuli;)  and,  in 
sractice.  act  new  History,  as  nerfeclly  as.  in 
_BMory,  he   knew  ihe  old '.      Comprehending 


what  Ihe  given  world  was,  whai  it  had  and  what 
it  wanted,  how  might  hi.i  clear  effort  strike  in 
Bl  Ihe  right  lime  and  Ihe  right  point;  wbollj 
increasing  the  true  curri^at  and  tendency,  no- 
where cancelling  itself  in  opposition  thereto! 
Unhappily,  such  smooth-running,  ever-accele- 
rated course  is  nowise  the  one  appojaied  us; 
cross  currents  we  have,  perplexed iackfloods; 
innumerable  eObrts  (every  new  man  is  a  new 
effort)  coDsome  themselves  in  nimless  eddies: 
thns  is  the  River  of  Existence  so  wild-flowing, 
wasteful  {  and  whole  mullilndes,  and  whole 
generations,  in  painful  unreason,  speii^  and 
are  spent  on  what  can  never  prottt.  Of  all 
which,  does  nol  one  half  originate  in  this  which 
we  have  named  want  of  Pcrfeciion  in  History ; 
— the  other  half,  indeed,  in  anolher  wont  still 
deeper,  still  more  irremediable ! 

Here,  however,  let  us  grant  that  Nature,  in 
regard  to  such  historic  want,  is  nowise  blama- 
ble :  taking  op  the  other  face  of  Ihe  mailer,  let 
us  rather  admire  the  pains  she  has  been  at,  the 
truly  magnificent  provision  she  has  made, 
that  this  same  Message  of  Insimctioos  might 
reach  us  in  boundless  plenitude.  Endowments, 
faculties  enough  we  have:  it  is  her  wise  will 
too  that  no  faculty  imparted  lo  us  shall  rust 
from  disuse;  the  miraculous  faculty  of  Speech, 
once  given,  becomes  not  more  a  gif^  than  a  ne- 
cessity ;  Ihe  Tongue,  with  or  without  much 
meaning,  will  keep  in  motion;  and  only  in 
some  La  Trappe.  by  unspeakable  self- res Iraint, 
forbear  wagging.  As  litilecan  the  lingers  that 
learned  the  miracle  of  Writing  lie  idle ; 
're  IS  a  rage  of  tpeikiog,  we  know  also 
there  is  a  rage  of  writing,  perhaps  the  more 
furious  of  ihe  two<  It  is  said,  "su  eager  are 
en  to  speak,  they  will  not  let  one  anolher  get 
speech ;"  but,  on  the  other  hand,  writing  is 
ually  transacled  in  private,  and  every  man 
has  his  own  desk  and  inksund,  and  sits  inde- 
pendent and  unrest  rain  able  there.  Lastly, 
multiply  this  power  of  Ihe  Pen  some  ten  thou- 
sand fold ;  that  is  to  say.  invent  the  Printing- 
i,  with  its  Printer's  Devils,  with  lis  Gditon, 
Conlribulors.  Booksellers,  Biltstickers,  and  see 
rhal  it  will  do !  Such  are  the  means  wbere- 
'iih  Nature,  and  Art  the  daughter  of  Nature, 
have  equipped  their  favourite,  man,  for  publish- 
ing himself  lo  mat). 

Consider  now  two  things;  first,  that  one 
Tongue,  of  average  velocity,  will  publish  at 
Ihe  rate  of  a  thick  octavo  volume  perday;  and 
ihen  how  many  nimble  enough  Tongues  may 
be  supposed  lo  be  at  work  on  this  Planel 
Earth,  in  this  City  London,  at  this  hour!  Se- 
condly, that  a  literary  Conlribiiior,  if  in  good 
heart  and  urged  by  hunger,  will  many  times 
(as  we  are  credibly  iuformed)  aeeomplish  hi* 
wo  magazine  sheets  within  ihe  foni^and- 
iwcniy  hours;  such  Coniribulors  being  now 
tumerable  tioi  by  the  thousand,  but  by  the 
million.  Nay,  taking  History  in  its  oarrinrer, 
rulgar  sense,  as  the  mere  chronicle  of  "oecur- 
rences"  (of  things  thai  can  be,  aa  we  m, 
■narrated,")  our  caleulation  is  slill  hut  ■  lillu: 
altered.  Simple  Narralive.il  will  b« observed, 
s  the  grand  staple  of  Speech  ;  "the  coranwn 
nan,"  says  Jean  Paul,  "  is  copious  in  Nam- 
ive,  eiiguoui  in  ReQeclion ;  only  wllh  Ibe 
;u!tivated  man  ia  it  otherwise,  reverse-win." 


CABLYUrS  lfl9CELLANEQU8  WBITINGa 


Allow  eren  the  tfaonsandth  part  of  hmniB  pnb- 


lisbiiig  for  the  emission  of  Thoiwbt,  thou^  Life  of  Nero  oocupiee 


perhaps  the  milliooth  were  enough,  we  have 
still  the  nioe  handred  and  ninety-nine  employ- 
ed in  History  proper,  in  relating  oecuneaees, 
or  conjecturing  probabilities  of  saoh ;  that  is 
to  say,  either  in  History  or  Prophecy,  which 
is  a  new  Ibrm  of  History ;— and  so  the  reader 
can  Jndga  with  what  abundance  this  life- 
breath-  m  the  human  intellect  is  furnished  in 
our  world ;  whether  Nature  has  been  stingy 
to  him  or  munificent  -  Courage,  reader !  Never 
can  the  historical  inquirer  want  pabulum, 
better  or  worse ;  are  there  not  forty-eight  lon- 

8'tiidinal  feet  of  small-priated  History  in  thy 
ailT  Newspaper  1 

The  truth  is,  if  UniTcrsal  History  is  such  a 
miserable  defeotiTC  ^  shred^  as  we  hare  named 
it,  the  fault  lies  not  in  our  historic  organs^  but 
wholly  In  our  misase  of  these ;  say  rather,  in 
•o  many  wanu  and  obstructions,  Tanring  with 
the  Tanotts  age,  that  perrert  our  right  use  of 
them  t  especially  two  wanto  that  press  hearily 
in  all  ages :  want  of  Honesty,  want  of  Under- 
standing. If  the  thing  published  is  not  true, 
is  only  a  supposition,  or  eren  a  wilful  inren- 
tion,  what  can  be  done  with  it,  except  aboljlsh 
it  and  annihilate  iti  Bat  again.  Truth,  says 
Home  Tooke,  means  simply  the  thing  tremd, 
the  thing  believed ;  and  now,  from  this  to  the 
thing  tMmni,  what  a  new  &tal  deduction  haTc 
we  to  sufifer !  Without  Understanding,  Belief 
itself  will  profit  little :  and  how  can  your  pub- 
lishing avail,  when  there  was  no  vision  m  it, 
but  mere  blindness  t  For  us  in  political  ap- 
pointments, the  man  you  appoint  is  not  he  who 
was  ablest  to  discharge  the  duty,  but  only  he 
who  was  ablest  to  be  appoiuted ;  so  too,  in  all 
historic  elections  and  selections,  the  maddest 
work  goes  on.  The  even  worthiest  to  be  known 
is  perhaps  of  all  others  the  least  spoken  of; 
nay  some  say,  it  lies  in  the  very  nature  of  such 
events  to  be  so.  Thus,  in  those  same  forty- 
eight  longitudinal  feet  of  Histor>',  or  even  when 
they  have  stretched  out  into  forty-eight  longi- 
tudinal miles,  of  the  like  quality,  there  may  not 
be  the  forty-eighth  part  of  a  hair's-breadth  that 
will  turn  to  any  thing.  Truly,  in  these  times, 
the  quantity  of  printed  Publication  that  will 
need  to  be  consumed  with  fire,  before  the 
smallest  permanent  advantage  can  be  drawn 


iease  was  nlways  intiinsioallf 


Si 


our  Tacitns:  hot  in  the  fuAmmmAp 
pyras  archives  of  Nero^a  genanteWtHr 
didittllT    TheAotbor  orthsfbAlfa^ 
at  this  distance,  pielring  ap  a  intwma 
snips,  has  with  ease  made  two  cetam  €% 
On  the  other  hand,  were  the  60Blnliff|i 
then  extant  Boman  memOTies,ar;fM|toli 
utmost  length,  were  all  thatwuteada 
on  it,  put  in  tjFpes,  how  maay'la^fnii 
feet"  of  small-pica  had  we^a  bite  AtfuA; 
go  round  the  QlobeY 

History,  then,  before  it  can 
sal  History,  needs  of  all  thiao  is  ^ 
pressed.    Were  there  no  epi 
tory,  one  could  not  remember  bsjroats 
Nay,  go  to  that  with  it,  and  eadais 
sion  altogether,  we  could  not  TCaaalv 
hour,  or  at  alt:  for  Time^  like  4m* 
JImM^  divisible t  and  an  hoar  with  ili< 
with  its  sensations  and  aaMiliaaibM 
diffused  to  such  expaaaioa  aa  -shsiM 
the  whole  field  of  meoMry,  aad  paih  al 
over  the  limits.  Habit, how«vcr,aM  the 
constitution  of  man*  do  tbemselTCS 
serviceable  rules  kit  rememberiag; 
at  a  safe  distance  firam  iu  all  ndk 
possibilities  I— into  which  oaly  warn 
ifohammedan  Calinh,  docking  his  hmi 
bucket  of  enchanted  watarl  and  so  bertii 
one  wet  minute  into  javcn  loaf  yuan  sf 
tude  and  hardship,  coold  fhlL    Us  i 
peasant  has  his  complete  act  of  Aaaasl' 
ters  legibly  printed  in  his  braia;  aad, 
the  smallest  training  in  Mnemanies»Ae 
per  pauses,  sub-divisions,  and  subordi 
of  the  little  to  'the  great,  all  introduced  tbaa  ] 
Memory  and  Oblivion,  like  Day  and  ITi^; 
and  indeed  like  all  other  Contradictioas  iiAii 
strange  dualistic  Life  of  ours,  are  neecsaiT 
for  each  other's   existence:   Oblivioa  isi*- 
dark  page,  whereon  Memory  writes  berlfl^ 
beam  characters,  and  makes  them  le^S 
were  it  all  light,  nothing  could  be  read  ikn^ 
any  more  than  if  it  were  all  darkness. 

As  with  man  and  these  autobiograpUc  A^ 
nual-Registers  of  his,  so  goes  it  wUh  H* 
kind  and  its  Universal  History,  (which  abtii 
its  Autobiography:)  a  like  unconscioss tiW 
of  remembMerincr  and  of  forsettine  s«ii>  dm 


from  it,  might  fill  us  with  astonishment,  almost  \  the  work  here.     The  transactions  of  the  d^ 
with  apprehension.    Where,  alas,  is  the  in-  •  were  they  never  so  noisy,  cannot  remaiakai 
trepid  Herculean  Dr.  Wagtail,  that  will  reduce  -for  ever;   the  morrow  comes  with  its  i** 
all  these  paper-mountains  into  tinder,  and  ex-  i  noises,  claiming  also  to  be  registered:  iaii** 
tract  therefrom  the  three  drops  of  Tinder- water  !  immeasurable  conflict  and  concert  of  this  ckia 


of  existence,  figure  after  figure  sink?,  »s  • 
that  has  emerged  must  one  day  sink:  wW 
cannot  be  kept  in  mind  will  even  p)o«* 


Elixir  1 
For,  indeed,  looking  at  the  activity  of  the 

historic  Pen  and  Press  through  this  last  half-    _  __.^ 

century,  and  what  bulk  of  History  it  yields  for  mind;  History  contracts  itself  into  itsi** 
that  period  alone,  and  how  it  is  henceforth  j  extent;  and  at  last,  in  the  hands  of  some B* 
like  to  increase  in  decimal  or  vigesimal  geo-   suet  or  Miiller,  thw  whole  printed  HisJocra 
metric  progression,— one  might   feel   as  if  a  I  the  "World,  from  the  Creation  down winls^ 
day  were  not  distant,  when  perceiving  that  the  'grown  shorter  than  that  of  the  Ward  of  P*^ 
whole  Earth  would   not   now   contain   those    soken  for  one  solar  day. 
writings  of  what  was  done  in  the  Earth,  the       Whether  such  contraction  and  epiwmf  - 
human  mcmorj'  must  needs  sink  confounded,   always  wisely  formed,  might  admit  of  que^t*** 
and  cease  remembering! — To  some  the  reflcc-   or  rather,  as  we  say,  admits  of  no  <lo*>^'** 
tion   maybe  new  and   consolatory,  that  this    Scandalous  Cleopatras  and  Messalinas.Giii* 
state  of  ours  is  not  so  unexampled  as  it  seems  ;    gulas  and  Commoduses.in  unprofitable p^l^* 
that  with  memory  and  things  memorable  the  *  tion,  survive  for  memory ;  while  a  scieiiiif 


ON  HISTOilT  AGAIN. 


irnst  write  his  Book  of  Arts  Lost ; 
PanciroUas  (were  the  vision  lent 
Krrite  a  still  more  monrnfol  Book 
^ost;  of  noble  men,  doing,  and 
enduring,  whose  heroic  life,  as  a 
)n  and  development  of  Life  itself, 
ssion  for  all,  but  is  now  lost  and 
story  having  otherwise  filled  her 
t,  here  as  elsewhere  what  we  call 
erns  much ;  in  any  case,  Histoiy 
:)gether  not  as  it  should,  but  as  it 

evertheless  how,  by  natural  ten- 
and  as  it  were  without  man*3 
a  certain  fitness  of  selection,  and 
\  high  degree,  becomes  inevitable, 
hless  the  selection  could  not  be, 
J  better  rule  than  this  to  guide  it: 
rmanently  speak  only  of  what  is 
ctively  alive  beside  them.  Thus 
s  that  have  produced  fruit,  nay 
still  grows,  turn  out  to  be  the 
1  for  record  and  writing  of;  which 
were  great,  and  worth  recording. 
»f  Chalons,  where  Hunland  met 
e  Earth  was  played  for,  at  sword- 
earth  bestriding  giants,  the  sweep 
pords  cut  kingdoms  in  pieces, 
n  the  languid  remembrance  of  a 
he  poor  police-court  Treachery  of 
cariot,  transacted  in  the  wretched 
tine,  centuries  earlier,  for  "  thirty 
ver"  lives  clear  in  the  heads,  in 
all  men.  Nay  moreover,  as  only 
tK)re  fruit  was  great ;  so  of  all 
chose  fruit  is  still  here  and  grow- 
Ihe  greatest,  the  best  worth  re- 
which  again,  as  we  see,  by  the 
of  the  case,  is  mainly  the  thing 
Observe  too  how  this  "  mainly" 
»  to  become  a  "  solely,"  and  the 
continually  approaches  nearer: 
after  triviality,  as  it  perishes 
ing  activity  of  men,  drops  away 
peech  and  memory,  and  the  great 
re  and  more  exclusively  survive 
;  does  Accident  correct  Accident ; 
)ndrous  boundless  jostle  of  things, 
owF.H  presiding  over  it,  say  rather, 
t,)  a  result  comes  out  that  may 
th. 

t  all  events,  and  worth  looking  at 
life,  is  this  same  compressure  of 
the  process  thereof  what  it  may. 
urty-ei^hi  longitudinal  feet"  have 
iiher  after  a  century,  after  ten 
Look  back  from  end  to  beginning, 
istory ;  over  our  own  England : 
lest  lawof  perspective,  it  dwindles 
vas!  An  unhappy  Sybarite,  if  we 
two  centuries  of  him  and  name 
Second,  shall  have  twelve  times 
I  heroic  Alfred ;  two  or  three  thou- 


sand times,  if  we  name  him  George  Founh.^ 
The  whole  Saxon  Heptarchy,  though  events, 
to  whieh  Magna  Charta,  and  the  world-famous 
Third  Reading,  are  as  dust  in  the  balance, 
took  place  then  (for  did  not  England,  to  men* 
tioh  nothing  else,  get  itself,  if  not  represented 
in  Parliament,  yet  converted  to  Christianity?) 
is  summed  up  practically  in  that  one  sentence 
of  Milton's  (the  only  one  succeeding  writers 
have  copied,  or  readers  remembered)  of  the 
**  fighting  and  flocking  of  kites  and  crows." 
Neither  was  that  an  unimportant  wassail-night, 
when  the  two  black-browed  Brothers,  strong- 
headed,  headstrong,  Hengisi  and  Horsa,  {Su^ 
Hon  and  Horuy)  determined  on  a  man-hont  in 
Britain,  the  boar-hunt  at  home  having  got 
over-crowded ;  and  so,  of  a  few  hungry  Angtos, 
made  an  English  Nation,  and  planted  it  he», 
and — produced  tiu€,  O  Reader !  Of  Heo gist's 
whole  campaignings  scarcely  half  a  page  of 
good  Narrative  can  now  be  written ;  the  Lord' 
Mayor's  VUit  to  Oxford  standing,  meanwhile,, 
revealed  to  mankind  in  a  respectable  volume. 
Nay  what  of  this?  Does  not  the  Destraction 
of  a  Brunswick  Theatre  take  above  a  xniUioa 
times  as  much  telling  as  the  Creation  of  a. 
World  1 

To  use  a  ready-made  similitude,  we  might 
liken  Universal  History  to  a  magic  web;  and 
consider  with  astonishment  how,  by  philoso- 
phic insight  and  indolent  neglect,  the  ever- 
growing fabric  wove  itself  forward,  out  of  that 
ravelled  immeasurable  mass  of  threads  and 
thrums,  (which  we  name  Memoirs ;)  nay,  at 
each  new  lengthening,  (at  each  new  epoch,) 
changed  its*  whole  proportions,  its  hue  and 
structure  to  the  very  origin.  Thus,  do  not  the 
records  of  a  Tacitus  acquire  new  meaning, 
after  seventeen  hundred  years,  in  the  hands  of 
a  Montesquieu  1  Niebuhr  must  reinterpret  for 
us,  at  a  still  greater  distance,  the  writings  of  a 
Titus  Livius :  nay,  the  religious  archaic  chroni- 
cles of  a  Hebrew  Prophet  and  Lawgiver  escape 
not  the  like  fortune ;  and  many  a  ponderous 
Eichhorn  scans,  with  new-ground  philosophic 
spectacles,  the  revelation  of  a  Moses,  and 
strives  to  re-produce  for  this  century  what, 
thirty  centuries  ago,  was  of  plainly  infinite 
significance  to  all  Consider  History  with  the 
beginnings  of  it  stretching  dimly  into  the 
remote  Time;  emerging  darkly  out  of  the 
mysterious  Eternity :  the  ends  of  it  enveloping 
us  at  this  hour,  whereof  we,  at  this  hour,  both 
as  actors  and  relators,  form  part !  In  shape 
we  might  mathematically  name  it  Hyperbolic- 
Asymptotic ;  ever  of  in^nite  breadth  around  us  ; 
soon  shrinking  within  narrow  limits:  ever 
narrowing  more  and  more  into  the  infinite 
depth  behind  us.  In  essence  and  significance 
it  has  been  called  ^  the  true  Epic  Poem,  and 
universal  Divine  Scripture,  whose  'plenary  in- 
spiration' no  man  (out  of  Bedlam  or  in  it) 
shall  bring  in  question."        •        •        • 
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COUNT  CAGLIOSTR 


I»  TWO   FLIGHTS. 


Fltght  Firti. 


"Tbi  life  or  every  man,"  says  our  fneml 
Herr  Saueneig,  "  ihe  life  even  of  Ihe  mranoi 
iijan,  il  were  good  In  remember,  is  a  Poem  ; 
perfecl  in  all  manner  of  AriHiBielean  requi- 
sites; wilh  beginning,  middle,  and  end;  vilh 
perple lilies,  and  solulioasi  wilh  ils  Will- 
■Trenglh.  ( Willi nkrafl,)  and  warfare  agaiuM 
Fate,  ilK  elegy  and  batile-»inging,  courage 
marred  by  crime,  everywhere  the  two  tragic 
elemenla  of  Piljr  and  Fear ;  above  all,  wilh 
supernaiiiral  machinery  enough, — for  was  nol 
Ihe  man  bani  oul  of  ?tnKiKTiTi ;  did  he  nol 
dit,  and  miraculously  vanishing  return  Ihitlier ! 
The  mosl  indubilBble  Poem!  Nay,  whoso  will, 
may  he  not  name  it  a  Prophecy,  or  whatever 
else  is  highest  ia  his  vocabulary  ;  since  only 
in  R«a!jiy  liet  the  essence  and  foundation  of 
all  that  was  ever  fabled,  visioned,  snng, 
spoken,  at  babbled  by  Ihe  human  species; 
and  the  actual  Life  of  Man  includes  in  it  all 
Berelaiions.  true  and  false,  that  have  been, 
«re,  or  are  to  be.  Man  !  I  say  therefore,  rccr- 
roiei  ihy  fiUme-mait.  He  too  issued  frotD  Above; 
ill  mj^lical  and  aupemalaral,  (as  thou  nameii 
it:)  this  know  thou  of  □  trulb.  Seeing  also 
Ihat  we  ourselves  are  of  so  high  Authorship, 
is  not  Ihat,  in  very  deed, '  the  highest  Reve-' 
it  needful  for  us^   'Reverence 


fotot 


ielfV 


"Thus,  to  my  view,  is  every  Life,  more  pro- 
perly is  every  Man  that  has  life  to  lead,  a 
amall  strophe,  or  occasional  verse,  comptised 
by  the  SnpernBl  Powers;  and  published,  in 
inch  type  and  shape,  with  such  embellish- 
ments, emblematic  head-piece  and  inil-piece 
as  thou  seest,  to  the  thinking  or  unthinking 
universe.  Heroic  strophes  some  few  are; 
full  of  force  and  a  sacred  fire,  so  that  to  latest 
ages  Ihe  hearts  of  those  that  read  therein  are 
made  to  tingle.  Jeremiads  olhers  seem  ;  mere 
weeping  laments,  harmonious  or  disharmo- 
nious Remonstrances  against  Destiny;  whereat 
we  loo  may  someiiniesprtifiiably  weep.  Again 
have  we  not  (flesb-and'blooil]  strophes  of  ihe 
idyllic  sort, — though  in  Ihese  days  rarely, 
owing  10  Poor  Laws.  Game  Laws,  Pcipulalion 
Theories,  and  ihe  like !  Farther,  of  the  comic 
laufhtcr-loving  sorl;  yet  ever  with  an  un- 
fathomable eamestness,  as  is  fit,  lying  nnder- 
neath :  for,  bethink  ihee,  what  is  the  mirih- 
Ibllest,  grinning  face  of  any  Grimnldi,  but  a 
transitory  maik,  behind  which  quite  otherwise 
grins— Ihe  most  indubilnble  Deiiili't-luad  I  How- 
ever, I  say  farther,  there  are  strophes  of  the 
pastoral  sort,  (as  in  Etlnck,  Aflghaunislan, 
and  elsewhere ;)  of  the  farcic-lragic,  melo- 
dramatic, of  a1)  named  and  a  thousand  un- 
nameable  sorts  there  are  poclic  sirophes,  wni- 
len,  as  was  said,  in  Heaven,  primed  on  Earth, 
and   published,  (bound  in  woollen   cloih,  or 

"  "u,)rot  ibeaseof  thestadions.    Finally,  a 


utixt.  1933.] 

small  number  s(  ,  _  ^ 

libels  on  Humanity:  Ihese  luo.wvd 
limes  worth  reading- 

"In  this  wise."  continoes  onriwl 
friend, "  out  of  all  imaginable  elnNh 
ening  all  imaginable  moods  oOitaitM 
■barbarous  enough  to  eiciUk  ie»lB' 
lo  assuage,'  ever  conlndicioij  j«  » 
aleseing,  is  that  mighty  world-e!d  It 
of  Eusience,  page  after  page,  (geoaili 
generation,)  and  chapter,  (or  md 
chapter.pociicallyput  logeiher!  Ttt 
some  one  names  '  ihe  graad  sacrtd  I 
Bible  of  World-Hislotj;  infinite  iBi 
as  the  I>ivine  Miod  it  emblenui  «b 
is  wise  that  can  read  fiere  a  lieeud 

"  Remark,  loo,  under  another  asMA 
il  is  not  in  this  same  Bible  of  waiU 
thai  all  men,  in  all  times,  wilb  or  vilh 
consciousness,  have  been  imweaned 
(what  we  may  call  ltd,)  and  again 
or  rather  lo  be  «riiim !  What  is  tQ 
and  all  Poesy,  bal  a  decipberia|  ■ 
thereof,  (out  of  that  mjrscic  heiw 
SanscritO  and  rendering  il  IDIO  lb«l| 
men !  X'limc  tknttlf,  value  tliyielf,  b  i 
isi'scommandment,  (which  I  onlybllT 
of;)  bul  Knoa  nihm,  value  Othefi,>t 
□f  Nature  herself.  Or  again,  HVtl 
tnlltH  ToJay  r  is  nol  ihal  also  the  in 
lawofbeingfor  mortalman!  AndK 
is  all  working,  whal  is  alt  koowingitl 
interpreting  and  a  faint  showing  Mi 
same  Mymry  of  Lift,  which  ever  R> 
finile, — heaven-wriilen  mystic  SsnKi) 
it  as  we  will,  to  him  thai  lives  Lifei) 
luBller;  felt  to  be  of  quite  sacred  rig! 
Consider  ihe  wreichedesi  'atnASil 
iliat  wears  breeches'  of  ihy  VX/k 
into  whose  wool-head, Thonghl,ittt> 
supposest,  never  entered ;  who.)llfUII 
of  business,  pleasure,  or  whal  els*  t 
il.  walks  forever  in  a  vain  sbow;!! 
Whence,  or  Why,  or  Whilheri  loekl 
the  Heaven  above  as  if  some  nphd: 
made  it,  and  down  lo  ihe  Hell  beneal 
had  neither  pari  nor  lot  there:  yc 
does  not  be  loo,  over  and  above  his 
senses,  acknowledge  some  suih  nil 
were  il  only  Ihal  of  Vanity  *  For,* 
Ihe  other  five  as  you  may,  will  this  i 
leave  him  rest  I  Does  he  not  rtM 
sit  late,  and  study  improinptns,nBi 
Bliiuiional  countries.)  parliameBCU 
and  bursts  of  eloquence,  and  gicd 
whakbone.and  pad  himself  and  p« 
and  in  all  ways  painfully  take  bl 
goings;  feeling  (if  we  must  admit 
allogeiher  infinite  endowment  hai 
tmsted  him  also,  namely,  a  Life  lo  la 
does  he  too,  wilh  his  whole  lorce.  j 
way,  proclaim  that  the  world-oldB 
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ee  is  divine,  aod 

uelf  a  oondroDs  vnrtt  ihprvin,  (br  ii 

be  it  pasquillic.)  ilodf  vith  his  whole 

I  vt  said,  bolh  lo  ttad  and  ro  ^  urUfinr 
B  lllo  I  will  observe,  Ihat  Ihe  mannir 
h  meo  read  Ihis  same  Bible  i<i.  like  all 
oponionaie  lo  iheir  stage  of  cutlure.  to 
■mslances  of  their  enriroDment.  FirM, 
IBBg  the  earliest  Oriental  nations,  it 
kd  whoUr  like  a  Sacred  Book;  most 
hy  the  most  eamesi,  those  voDdroDs 
■  Readers  i  whose  reading  aceurdiagly 
•If  sacred,  has  meaning  Tor  all  tribes 
l!  men ;  since  erer,  to  Ihe  latest  genera- 
tile  world,  a  true  utterance  from  the 
Ml  of  miin's  bein^  will  speak  sif^iili- 
B  man.  Bnt.  ciKain,  in  how  different  a 
M  Ibal  other  Orienlnl  reading  of  the 
rZerdnsht,  or  whoever  it  wns  that  first 
ed  the  matterl  (lai^eoiis  semi-sensaal 
ITS  and  Splendours;  on  infinite  da rk- 
tichiesi'gl owing  light  and  Grc; — of 
ill  defaced  by  Time,  and  turned  moFitly 
1,  a  quite  lale  reflex,  in  those  Arabian 
oi  the  like,  still  leads  captive  evpty 
Look  thirdly  at  the  eamesi  WesI,  and 
■laecralion  of  the  Flesh,  which  stcpt 
Ifo-lasly,  radiant,   s  mi  ling-earnest,   in 

II  grace,  from  nnder  the  chisel  and  the 
fold  Greece.  Here  loo  was  the  Iiifinile 
Uy  proclaimed   as   infinite:   and   Ihe 

man  walked  between  a  Tartarus  and 
iaok,  his  brilliant  Paphovislet  of  exist- 
ibraced  by  boundless  oceans  of  sadness 
lljloom.— Of  which  three  antique  man- 
tMdiag,  oar  modern  manner,  you  will 
, has  been  liitie  mure  than  the  imiia- 
W  always,  indeed,  the  West  has  been 
doers  than  of  speakers.  The  Hebrew 
'bas  had  its  echo  in  our  Pulpits  and 
iislesi  ibe  Ethnic  Greek  and  Arabian 
berlesi  mouniaiui  of  Fiction,  rhymed, 
BS,  published  by  subscription,  by  puf- 
periodicals.  or  by  money  of  yoor  own, 
Sgita  GrU.)  Till  now  «i  last  (bj-  dim 
(ion  and  reiteration  through  some  ten 
M)  all  these  manners  have  grown  ob- 
Vsarisome,  meaningless ;  listened  lo 
die  inonoionous  moaning  wind,  while 
Bothii^  else  to  listen  lo ; — and  so  now. 
|b  in  total  oblivion  of  the  Infinitude  of 
teepi  what  small  unetnuciimi  recognition 
Hddling  biped'  abtve  argued  of  may 
»e  wail,  in  hope  and  patience,  for  some 
■anner  of  anew  convincingly 


I  singnlar  sentences  from  the  .£ithi- 
prnx-wurzrj  we  have  thought  right  lo 
e  and  quote,  by  way  of  proem  and 
^  We  are  here  ahool  to  give  some 
aoooanl  of  what  Herr  Sauerteig  wonid 
■'flesh-and'blood  Poem  of  Ihe  purest 
■orli"  in  plain  words,  to  eiamine  the 
ttj  of  the  most  perfect  scoundrel  that 
t  latter  ages  has  marked  ihe  world's 
Pasquils  loo.  says  Sauerteig.  "are  at 
vrlh  reading."  Or  quitting  that  mjs- 
cel  of  his,  may  we  not  assert  in  our 
n,  that  the  history  of  an  Original  Man 
vs  wi>rth  knowing!  So  magnificent  a 
"^(iocaniaied  in  a  creiuure  of  like 


fashio' 


i 


ed  a»k  V 

■in>tor  ^* 


manifestations  thereof:  what  man  soever  has 
marked  out  ■  peentiar  path  of  life  for  himself, 
(let  ll  lead  this  way  or  that  way,)  and  success- 
fully travelled  Ihe  same,  of  him  we  special^ 
inquire,  How  he  iravelied ;  What  befell  btm 
on  the  journey  1  Though  ihe  man  were  ■ 
knave  of  the  first  water,  this  hinders  not  the 
question.  How  he  managed  his  knavery  1  Nay, 
it  rather  encourages  such  qnesiion ;  for  no- 
thing properly  is  wholly  despicable,  at  once 
detestable  and  forgeiiable.  but  your  half-knave, 
be  who  is  neither  tme  nor  falsei  who  never  In 
his  existence  once  spoke  or  did  any  tme  thing, 
(for  indeed  his  mind  lives  in  iwilighi  wilh  cat- 
vision, incapable  of  rfiiwiiiog  truih;)  and  yei 
had  not  the  manfulness  lo  ^peak  or  act  aOf 
decided  lie;  but  spenl  his  whole  life  in  "'"" 
lering  together  the  True  and  the  False, 
(herefrom  manufacluriog  the  Plausible. 
a  one  our  Transcendenials  have  defined 
moral  Hybrid  and  chimera;  therefore,  undv 
ihe  moral  pointof  view,  ssan  Impossibilily,and 
mere  decepiive  No  n  en  lily, —put  together  tor 
commercial  purposes.  Of  which  sort,  neverthfr 
less,  how  many  millions,  through  all  manner  of 
gradation:,  from  the  wielder  of  king's  iceplra 
ID  the  vender  of  brimstone  matches,  at  tea* 
tables,  conncil -tables,  behind  ^hop-counters,  in 
priesIs'pelpilSiincea^anllyand  everywhere,  do 
now,  in  Ibis  world  of  oars,  in  this  is:e  of  oon. 
oBer  themselves  lo  view !  From  soeh,  at 
least  from  this  intolerable  over-proportion  of 
nuch,  might  Ihe  merciful  Heavens  one  in 
deliver  us.  Glorious,  heroic,  fruitllil  for  his 
own  Time,  and  for  all  Time,  (and  all  Eternity) 
is  Ihe  constant  Speaker  and  Doer  of  Trnlbl 
If  no  such  again,  in  Ihe  present  generation,  is 
to  be  vouchsafed  us,  let  ns  have  at  least  Ihe 
melancholy  pleasure  of  beholding  a  decided 
Liar.  Wretched  mortal,  that  with  a  sin^« 
eye  lo  be  "respectable,"  for  ever  sittest  cob- 
bling tngeiher  Inconsistencies^  which  slick  nbt 
for  an  hour,  but  require  ever  new  gluten  and 
labour, — will  ii,by  no  length  of  eiperienoe,  "" 
bounly  of  Time  or  Chance,  be  revealed  h)  til 
that  Troth  is  of  Heaven  and  Falsehood  is 
Hell;  that  if  thou  cast  not  from  thee  the  OM 
or  the  oiher.  thy  eiisience  is  wholly 
sion  and  opticaJ  and  tactual  Phantasm;  thai 
properly  thou  eiistesl  not  at  all  1  Hespeetablel 
What  in  the  Devil's  name,  is  the  use  of  Reapeei- 
ability,  (wilh  never  so  many  gigs  and  silver 
spoons,)  if  thou  inwardly  art  the  piiifullest  of 
all  men !  I  would  ihoa  wert  either  cold  or  hot. 
One  such  desirable  second-best,  perhaps  «he 
chief  of  all  snch,  we  have  here  found  in  ibe 
Count  Alessandro  di  Cagliostro,  Pupil  of  the 
Sage  Altbolas,  Foster-child  of  the  Scberif  of 
Mecca,  probable  Bon  of  the  last  King  of  Trebi- 
dond;  named  also  Acharat.  and  unfortunate 
child  of  Nature;  by  pcofefsion  healer  of  dis- 
eases, abotisher  of  wrinkles,  fneod  of  Ihe  poor 
and  impotent,  grandmaster  of  the  Egyptian 
Mason-lodge  of  High  Science,  Spiiii-saio- 
moner,  Gold-cook,  Grand  Copbia,  Prophau 
Priest,  and  ibaumatnrgic  raoraUist  and  Swin- 
dler; really  a  Liar  of  the  first  tnagDitode, 
ihorouehpaced  in  all  provinces  of  \yvn^,  what 
one  may  call  Ihe  King  of  Liars.  Mendet 
Pinlo,   BftTon   MStachinsen,  and   oxheu.  ,!» 
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_^ re  he  shall  be  iirang  entnigh 

to  land  and  make  a  fuaUDg  there.  Neither 
doc*  II  seem  doobirul  thai  with  ihe  earliest  ex- 
erciie  of  speech,  Ihe  gifts  of  simnlalioD  and 
dirsimulauoD  began  lo  manifesl  Iheni^lves ; 
Giuseppe  (or  Brppo,  as  he  was  nAr  called) 
coold  inderd  speak  the  trnih, — bui  only  when 
ht  saw  bi9  advantage  in  iL  Hongrjr  also,  as 
abore  hinted,  he  too  probablj  often  was :  a 
keen  facoliy  of  digestion,  a  meager  larder 
within  doors;  ihese  two  c ire om 5 lances,  so, 
freqoenlly  conjoined  in  this  world,  rednced  ; 
him  Id  his  inveotiuns.  As  lo  the  Ihing  called  1 
Morals,  and  knowledge  of  Righl  and  Wrong,  I 
il  seems  preily  certain  Ihal  SDch  knowledge 
(the  sad  [mil  of  Man's  Fall)  had  in  grval  part  I 
been  spared  him ;  if  he  ever  heard  ihe  com- 1 
maodmeul,  TItnu  lAnJi  not  itral.  he  most  proba-  1 
hly  ooald  not  believe  in  it,  therefore  cculd  not 
obey  It.  For  the  rest.  Ihongh  of  quick  lemper, 
and  a  ready  striker,  (where  clear  prospect  of  ' 
victory  showed  itself.)  ve  fancy  him  vocife- 
rous rather  than  bellicose,  not  prone  lo  vio- 
lence where  slrala^m  will  serve ;  almost  pa- 
cific indeed,  had  not  his  many  wants  necessi- 
tated him  10  many  conqacsls.  Above  all- 
things,  a  braien  impadence  developes  itself; 
the  crowning  pA  of  one  bom  10  scoundrelism. 
In  a  word,  the  fat.  ihicktet  Beppo,  as  he  skiiUc» 
aboni  there,  plundering,  playing  dog's-lricks, 
with  his  finger  in  every  mischief,  already 
piias  character;  shrill  housewives  of  the 
neighbourhood,  whose  sausages  he  has  filched. 
whose  weaker  sons  maltreated.  Dame  bim 
Beppo  Maldello,  and  indignantly  prophesy  thai 
he  will  be  hanged.  A  prediction  which,  as 
will  be  seen,  the  issae  ha.i  signally  falsified. 

We  hinted  that  ihe  household  larder  was  in 
a  leanish  state;  iu  fact,  the  outlook  of  the 
Balsamo  faiaity  Tvas  getting  troubled ;  old 
Balsamo  had.  during  these  things,  been  called 
aieay  on  his  long  joume}-.  Poor  man !  The 
future  emlaeiice  and  pre-eminence  of  his  Bep- 
po he  foresaw  not,  or  what  a  world's- wonder 
he  had  ihoughtlessljr  generated  i  as  indeed, 
which  of  us,  by  much  calculating,  can  sum  up 
Ihe  oel-tolal  (Utility,  or  Innlility)  of  any  his 
must  indifferent  ac^ — a  seed  cast  into  Ihe  seed- 
field  of  Tim,  to  grow  there,  producing  fruits 
or  poisons,  for  ever!  Meanwhile  Beppo  blm - 
self  gazed  heavily  into  Ihe  mailer:  hung  his 
thick  lips,  while  he  saw  his  mother  weeping  ; 
and.  for  the  rest,  eaUng  what  fkl  or  eweet  thing 
he  coold  come  at.  let  Destiny  lake  its  course. 

The  poor  widow,  (ill-aamed  Felicila,)  spin- 
ning oat  a  painful  livelihood  by  such  means 
as  only  the  poor  and  forsaken  know,  could  not 
but  many  limes  casi  an  impatient  eye  on  her 
briM-faced.  voracious  Beppo ;  and  ask  him, 
If  be  never  meant  to  mm  himself  lo  any 
thing  ^  A  maiernal  uncle,  of  the  moneyed 
sort,  (forhebas  uncles  not  without  influence,) 
has  already  placed  him  in  the  Seminary  of 
Saint  Roch,  lo  gain  some  tincture  of  school- 
ing there ;  but  Beppo  feels  himself  misplaced 
in  that  sphere;  -more  than  once  runs  away ;" 
is  flogged,  snubbed,  tyrannically  checked  on 
all  sides ;  and  finally,  with  such  slender  slock 
of  schooling  as  had  pleased  to  offer  iiself,  re- 
inniB  10  the  Mreet.  The  widow,  as  we  sa.d. 
ui^csbim,  the  uncles  urge:  Beppo,  wilt  tboQ 


forced  lo  It.)  from  ti 

inlo  the  worM;  siirn 

manliind,  therewiiii  ■ 

and  capabilities. 

fold;    a   most   h'V.  i 

above  hinied;  but  .'. 

ing  capability  seemea 

What  pmressioD.  or  c 

for  il  is  time-  Of  all  iheiermmilii 

Ihal  of  GentlpDiaB.  il  seemed  *>  H 

under  Ihese  circumstance!,  ben  li 

mhis  feelings  1  bul  then  theiMliilll 

liee-f^ !     Pailiui:  which,  he.  witt  { 

mneh  sagaciiy  as  one  could  eipMi 

ihe  Ecclesiasiical. 

Behold  hini  then,  once  more  Ij' 
manaBement.  joiimeying  (»  <Mt 
faced  boy  of  ihirteen]  beside  tht 
Father  General  of  the  Benfnift 
ighbouring  Convent  of  Canrfi 
em  to  enter  himself  novice  then 
donned  the  novice-habit;  it'inln 
keeping  of  Ihe  Convent  ApothMaiJ, 
gallipots  and  crucibles  he  looks  1 
wonder.  Were  it  by  arudeni  tbt 
himself  Apolhecary's  Famalai,  1 
choiee  of  his  own — nay  wa«  it  de 
case,  by  dm^,  of  Destiny  intenlM 
her  work  1— enough,  in  this  Cww 
boratorr  there  availed  him,  (Ihooi 
knew  ii  not,)  life-guidance  and  deN 
the  great  want  of  every  genius,  e 
scoundrel -genius.  He  bimitlfCM 
he  here  learned  some  (uf,  u  be  a 
"principles  i^f  chemisur  and 
Natural  enough :  new  biioKs  of  (k 
lav  here,  old  books  of  the  Alehja 
laiiDDs,  Kubliiaations  visibly  weaK 
sions  there  wei*.  oral  and  wriui 
making,  salve- making,  treasure-dip 
ling-rods,  projection,  and  the  alcabfl 
had  he  noU  among  his  fingers,  ol 
I>eydeo-jars  1  Some  first  elements 
chemical  coniurorship,  so  far  asp 
^ent  miilnm'aqua-ioffana,  ipeeael 
harides  tincture,  and  such  like 
vere  now  attainable ;  sufficieit  1 
lour  came)  to  set  up  any  aven: 
nuch  more  the  Quack  of  Qaack& 
n  this  unpromising  environmeM 
^eeds,  therapeutic,  thaumalurgic  of 
Cophta's   stupendous  workings  M 

Meanwhile,  as  observed,  the  V 
looked  unpromising  enough-  Bep 
two  endowments,  of  Huugee  aad  ( 
Eat.  had  made  the  best  choice  he 
as  it  soon  proved,  a  rash  and  dti 
one.  To  his  aMonishment.  he  ftnd 
here  he  ■■  is  in  a  condilionsi  world: 
will  employ  his  capability  ofealioi 
ing,)  musl  first,  in  some  measnn 
fnffer.  Conleiition  enough  ben 
ni>w  dimly  arises,  or  repruduc* 
question.  Whether  there  we:i«  d 
road,  that  of  stealing!  Siealiny— 1 
generically  taken,  yon  Daf  ioGtW 
art  of  scoiindrelism ;  for  wkU  il 
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m  thift  of  my  belief  1 — stealing,  we  say,  is 
perly  the  North-West  Passage  to  Enjoy- 
»t<  while  common  Navigators  sail  pain- 
^  along  torrid  shores,  laboriously  doubliDg 
or  the  other  Cape  of  Hope,  your  adroit 
ef-Parry,  drawn  on  smooth  dog-sledges,  is 
ady  there  and  back  again.  The  misfortune 
lut  stealing  requires  a  talent;  and  failure 
sat  North-West  voyage  is  more  fatal  than 
Mkj  Other.  We  hear  that  Beppo  was  "  often 
Ished:"  painful  experiences  of  the  fate  of 
«is ;  for  all  genius,  by  its  nature,  comes  to 
mrb  aomebody  in  his  ease,  and.  your  thief- 
vs  more  so  than  mosti 
eaders  can  now  fancy  the  sensitive  ^kin 
mppo  mortified  with  prickly  cilices,  wealed 
iiott«d  thongs ;  his  soul  afilicted  by  vigils 
forced  fasts;  no  eye  turned  kindly  on 
5  everywhere  the  bent  of  his  genius  rudely 
rmvened.  However,  it  is  the  first  property 
rnias  to  grow  in  spite  of  contradiction,  and 
I  .by  means  thereof; — as  the  vital  germ 
tb»  itself  through  the  dull  soil,  and  lives 
rhat  strove  to  bury  it!  Beppo,  waxing 
strength  of  bone  and  character,  sets  his 
ytiffly  against  persecution,  and  is  not  a 
;  disheartened.  On  mch  chastisements  and 
ttisers  he  can  look  with  a  certain  genial 
Un.  Beyond  convent  walls,  with  their 
^  stupid  shavelings,  lies  Palermo,  lies  the 
;  here  too  is  he,  still  alive, — though 
off  than  he  wished ;  and  feels  that  the 
is  his  oyster,  which  he  (by  chemical  or 
■leans)  will  one  day  open.  Nay,  we 
lere  is  a  touch  of  grim  Humonr  unfolds 
fin  Uie  youth ;  the  surest  sign  (as  is  oAen 
\ot  a  character  naturally  great.  Witness, 
kmple,  how  he  acts  on  this  to  his  ardent 
lent  so  trying  occasion.  While  the 
sit  at  meat,  the  impetuous  voracious 
(that  stupid  Inquisition  Biographer 
it  a$  a  thing  of  course)  is  set  not  to 
them,  not  to  pick  up  the  crumbs  that 
them,  but  to  stand  *'  reading  the  Mar- 
for  their  pastime!  The  brave  ad- 
imself  to  the  inevitable.  Beppo  reads 
illest  Martyrology  of  theirs ;  but  reads 
it  not  what  is  printed  there,  but  what 
rivid  brain  on  the  spur  of  the  moment 
instead  of  the  names  of  Saints,  all 
Ij  indififerent  to  him,  he  reads  out  the 
of  the  most  notable  Palermo  **  unfortu- 
tles,**  now  beginning  to  interest  him 
What  a  "  deep  world-irony"  (as  the 
IS  call  it)  lies  here !  The  Monks,  of 
i,  felled  him  to  the  earth,  and  flayed  him 
scoorges;  but  what  did  it  avail  1  This 
'Veame  apparent,  to  himself  and  them, 
1m  had  now  outgrown  their  monk  disci- 
s  the  psyche  does  its  chrysalis-shell. 
Its  it  Giuseppe  Balsamo  bids  farewell 
jirone  for  ever  and  a  day. 
BOW,  by  consent  or  not  of  the  ghostly 
Hi  (Friars  of  ilfwry,  as  they  were 
t!)  oar  Beppo  has  again  returned  to  the 
lal  node  at  Palermo.  The  uncle  natu- 
asked  him.  What  he  next  meant  to  do  1 
after  stanimering  and  hesitating  for 
length  of  weeks,  makes  answer:  Try 
lag.  Well  and  good!  8o  Beppo  gets 
tt  eolonrs,  brushes,  fit  tackle,  and  addicts 


himself  for  some  space  of  time  to  the  study  of 
what  is  innocently  called  Design.  Alas,  if  we 
consider  Beppo's  great  Hunger,  now  that  new 
senses  were  unfolding  in  him,  how  inadequate 
are  the  exiguous  resources  of  Design;  how 
necessary  to  attempt  quite  another  deeper  spe- 
cies of  Design,  of  Designs!  It  is  true,  he 
lives  with  his  uncle,  has  culinary  meat;  but 
where  is  the  pocket-money  for  other  costlier 
sorts  of  meats  to  come  from  1  As  the  Kaiser 
Joseph  was  wont  to  say :  From  my  head  alone 
{De  ma  tete  seule!) 

The  Roman  Biographer  (though  a  most 
wooden  man)  has  incidentally  thrown  some 
light  on  Beppo's  position  at  this  juncture: 
both  on  his  wants  and  his  resources.  As  to 
the  first,  it  appears  (using  the  wooden  man's 
phraseology)  that  he  kept  the  "worst  com- 
pany," led  the  "loosest  life;"  was  hand  in 
glove  with  all  the  swindlers,  gamblers,  idle 
apprentices,  unfortunate- females,  of  Palermo: 
in  the  study  and  practice  of  Scoundrelism 
diligent  beyond  most.  The  genius  which  has 
burst  asunder  convent-walls,  and  other  fnb- 
bish  of  impediments,  now  flames  upward* 
towards  its  mature  splendour.  Wheresoever 
a  stroke  of  mischief  is  to  be  done,  a  slush  of 
so-called  vicious  enjoyment  to  be  swallowed, 
there  with  hand  and  throat  is  Beppo  Balsamo 
seen.  He  will  be  a  Master,  one  day,  in  his 
profession.  Not  indeed  that  he  has  yet  quitted 
Painting,  or  even'  purj^oses  so  much :  for  the 
present,  it  is  useful,  indispensable,  as  a  stalk- 
ing-horse to  the  maternal  uncle  and  neigh- 
bours ;  nay  to  himself,  for  with  all  the  ebul- 
lient impulses  of  scoundrel-genius  restlessly 
seething  in  him,  irrepressibly  bursting  through, 
he  has  the  noble  unconsciousness  of  genius ;  ' 
guesses  not,  dares  not  guess,  that  he  is  a  bom 
scoundrel,  much  less  a  bom  world-scoundrel. 

But  as  for  the  other  question,  of  his  re- 
sources, these  we  perceive  were  several-fold, 
and  continually  extending.  Not  to  mention 
any  pictorial  exiguities,  (existing  mostly  in 
Expectance,)  there  had  almost  accidentally 
arisen  for  him,  in  the  first  place,  the  resource 
of  Pandering.  He  has  a  fair  cousin  living  in 
the  house  with  him,  and  she  again  has  a  lover; 
Beppo  stations  himself  as  go-between ;  de- 
livers letters ;  fails  not  to  drop  hints  that  a 
lady,  to  be  won  or  kept,  must  be  generously 
treated ;  that  such  and  such  a  pair  of  ear-rings, 
watch,  necklace,  or  even  sum  of  money,  would 
work  wonders;  which  valuables  (adds  the 
wooden  Roman  Biographer)  "  he  then  appro- 
priated furtively."  Like  enough  !  Next,  how- 
ever, as  another  more  lasting  resource,  he 
forges ;  at  first  in  a  small  way,  and  trying  his 
apprentice-hand :  tickets  for  the  theatre,  and 
such  trifles.  Ere  long,  however,  we  see  him 
fly  at  higher  quarry ;  by  practice  he  has  ac- 
quired perfection  in  the  great  art  of  counter- 
feiting hands ;  and  will  exercise  it  on  the  large 
or  on  the  narrow  scale,  for  a  consideration. 
Among  his  relatives  is  a  Notary,  with  whom 
he  can  insinuate  himself;  for  purpose  of  study, 
or  even  of  practice.  In  the  presses  of  this 
Notary  lies  a  Will,  which  Beppo  contrives  to 
come  at,  and  falsify  "  for  the  benefit  of  a  cer 
tain  Religious  House."  Much  good  may  it  do 
them  !    Many  years  afterwards,  the  fraud  wcui 
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d :  bul  Beppo's  bcDcGt  io  il  was  spral 
d  ur<  bug  bv(.-cr.  Tbas  igBio  Ibe  siolid 
Biographer  opresMs  horror  or  wonder  ihai 
he  sbiniM  have  forged  leave-of-absesce  for  a 
monk,  "coaDlerfeiting  ihe  signature  of  thr 
Sup*nor."  Why  tioiT  A  forger  rnnsi  rorge 
whti  a  warned  or  him;  (h«  Lion  irutj'  petys 
Dot  on  micei  yet  shall  ht  refuse  such  irthr)' 
lamp  into  his  moalh!  Ennugh,  the  indefali- 
gihle  Beppo  h»s  here  opened  a  qaite  boandlesi 
miiiv ;  wherein  through  his  whole  life  he  vilt. 

Finally,  he  can   predict  fonaaes   and   show 
riaioussbj  phosphorus  and  le^rdetnain.  This 
however,  on Ir  as  a  diletuntism ;  to  [ake  up 
th«  earnest  profession  of  Magician  does  not 
yet  «nier  into  hii  fiews.  Thus  perfecting 
self  in  all  braaehrs  of  bis  an,  does  our 
samo  live  and  grow.    8iupid.  padding-faced 
as  be  looks  and  i>,  there  is  a  vulpine  aiiuciif 
in  him;  and  then  a  whoteness,  a  heartiness, 
kind  of  blubberjr  impelaosily, 
plausible-look  I 
life,  be   will  I 

Consistenl  enough  with  soch  blubbery 
petoosiljr  in  Beppo  is  another  faol  we  find 
corded  of  him,  thai  at  ibis  lime  he  was  found 
"  in  most  brawls,"  whether  m  s 
The  way  of  hii  buMness  led  him  into  liabilil)> 
to  sach :  neiiher  as  yet  had  he  learned  pru- 
dence by  age.  Of  choleric  temper,  with  all  bis 
obesity;  a  square-built,  burly,  vociferous  fel- 
low; ever  ready  with  his  stroke,  (if  viciorj 
seemed  sure;)  nay,  at  bottom,  not  without  b 
certain  pig-like  defensive-fercicit;^!  pdiaps 
even  something  more.  Thus,  when  you  find 
him  making  a  point  lo  attack,  if  possible,  "all 
officers  of  justice,"  and  deforce  them ;  deliver- 
ing the  wretched  from  ibeir  talons:  was  not 
this,  we  say,  a  kind  of  dog-faith  fulness,  and 
public  spirit,  either  of  the  mastiS'or  ofihecur 
species]  Perhaps,  too,  there  was  b  touch  of 
(hat  old  Humour  and  "  world-irnny"  in  it.  Or 
■till  more  uaques  lion  able  feat  he  is  recorded 
(we  fear,  on  in)  perfect  evidence}  to  have  done: 
"assassinated  a  canon." 

Remonstrances  from  growling  maternal 
uncles  coald  not  fail ;  Ibreats,  disdains  from 
ill-aflected  neighbours;  tears  from  an  erpoMu- 
lating  widiiwed  mother;  these  he  shakes  from 
bim  like  dewdrops  from  ihe  lion's  mane.  Still 
leu  could  the  Police  neglect  him;  him  the 
Tiaibly  rising  Professor  of  Swindletyj,  the 
swashbuckler,  to  baoi,  and  deforcerof  baililTt: 
he  has  often  been  captured,  haled  to  their  bar ; 
yel  hitherto,  by  defcci  of  evidence,  by  good 
luck,  intercession  of  friends,  been  dismissed 
with  admonition.  Two  things,  nevenheless, 
migbl  now  be  growing  clear:  flrsi.  that  ihe  die 
was  cast  with  Beppo, and  he  a  scoundrel  for  life, 
second,  that  such  a  miied,  composite,  crypto- 
scoundrel  life  could  not  endure,  hut  must  un- 
fold Itself  into  a  pure,  declared  one.  The  Tree 
that  is  planted  stands  not  still ;  miiit  pajs 
through  all  ila  stages  and  phases,  from  the 
aiate  of  acorn  lo  that  of  green  leafy  oak,  of 
withered  leafless  oak:  lo  the  state  of  felled 
umber,  fiually  to  that  of  firewood  and  ashes. 


Pfot  leas  (thoosh  lew  viiihlf  ti>*!n| 
Act  thai  IS  done,  the  Conditiaii  UiubM 
itself;   above   all  ihmgi.  the  tlujj 
FoooiiesJ  thai  bas  been  bofiu   T 
way  in  ngomus  viiality.cannsia 
painting   half   swiadllng  in  ""'■ 
develop  himself  into  whole  »i 
less  banged  there,  seek  his  bml  m 
What  Ihe  proximate  cause.  srsicT*^ 
crisis   and  developmeDt   nigkt  ti 
could  say ;  yei   most   men  wmM 
fidenily  giienseid.  The  Police-   H« 
proved  otherwise  ;  not  by  the  tut 
of  Jusliee.  but  by  the  ruitj  dift  <£ 
private  individual,  is  BejniodriniB 
Walking  one  day  in  iheBeAT 
historic  Imagination  will  figv*)^ 
tain  ninny  of  a  "Goldsmith  ar 
as  ihey  pass  one  of  thos 
in  the  fair  Island  of  Sicily,  SMpMj 
his  oily,  voluble  way.  lo  hint  <■><  n 
often  lay  hid;  that  a  TreaimilflHf 
he   knew   by  some  prickiig  of  »j) 
divining  rod,  or  other  talisamie  MW 
which   Treasure   might,   by  vi  rfj 


jurage,  secrecy,  . 


of  money,  be   fotiunalelj  W 
gudgeon  takes:  advances  (by  drfiW 
length  of  "  stity  gold  Oancesf  «■ 
circles  drawn  in  the  wane  or  iadwl 
moon,  blue  (phospboras)  llaiBM  A 
twigs  auspiciously   quiver;  andu 
demands  peremptorily  that  the 
dag.    A  ni^ht  is  fiied  on ;  the 
smith,  irembling  with  rapture  andt 
groDod;  digs,  with  thick  breath  f 
fiercely  down,  down.   Beppo  ( 
the  work  advances;  when,  ah!  U 
stage  of  it  (hr/ort  froitinn)  hidei 
a  jingle  lilt*  the  emptying   of 
SIX  Devils  pounce  upon  the  pa 
smith,  and  beat  him  almost  to 
fully  sparing  Balsamo, — wbo  in^ 
self  summoned  them  thither, 
created  them  (with  goatskins  i 
Marano.  though  a  ninny,  now  1 
and  furthermore  that  be  hail 
of  Ihe  grand  drawbacks  of  swti 
You  accomplish  ihe  Problem;  i.._ 
Elementary  Quantities    (Algebraic 
you  worked  on  will  fly  in  your  tacel 

Hearing  of  stilettos,  our  .\l^b(«i«  bV* 
look   around  him,  and  view  hiseafiif' 


Paler 


I   the  ( 


much  eibansled;  much  infested,  loo,  •!&•> 
all  kinds,  and  every  day  iba  MK 
nigh  minoQs,  in  short  i  not  worth  bain r*" 
bed  for.    There  is  a  world  elsewbera.    lal 
the  young  Raven  has  Dow  shed  tutf 
ot  fledged  for  dying.     Shall  he  not  MM 
the  whole  from  him.  and  soar  olTI     RaHM 
performed!    Our  Beppo  quiisPalernwtai 
;d,  on  a  long  voya^ ;  or  aa  4 
Biographer  has    ii,  -  h?   fled 
Palermo,  and  overran  the  whole  Bardi.' 
Here  then  ends  the  First  Act  of  Cuaati- 
ndro  Caglioatro'fi  Life-drama,     t^itbtta^. 
in  drop;  and  hang  nnreni.  beforw  aa 
ice  of  mind  feeling,  ull  the  Ptrai  aT  Ai 
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IN   TWO   FLIGHTS. 
«    [Fbaser's  Magazi^te,  1833.] 


Flight  Last, 

iKPomi  entering  on  the  second  Section  of 
int  Beppo's  History,  the  Editor  will  indulge 
I  philosophical  reflection, 
^is  Beppic  Hegira  (Flight  from  Palermo) 
have  now  arrived  at  brings  us  down,  in 
opean  History,  to  somewhere  about  the 
sh  of  the  Peace  of  Paris.  Old  Feudal  Bu- 
r  (while  he  flies  forth  into  the  whole  Earthy 
just  finished  the  last  of  her  **  tavern  brawls, 
wars ;)  and  lain  down  to  doze,  and  yawn, 
disconsolately  wear  ofi*  the  headaches, 
ises,  nervous  prostration,  and  flaccidity 
sequent  thereon :  for  the  brawl  had  been  a 

5  one,  (Seven  Years  long ;)  and  there  had 

6  many  such,  begotten,  as  is  usual,  of  In- 
ieation,  (from  Pride,  or  other  Devi I's-drink,) 
!  foul  humours  in  the  constitution.  Alas,  it 
I  not  so  much  a  disconsolate  doze,  aAer 
iety  and  quarrel,  that  poor  old  Feudal  Eu- 

0  had  now  to  undergo,  and  then  on  awaken- 
to  drink  anew  (wine  of  Abomination,) 

'.  quarrel  anew :  old  Feudal  Europe  has 
»  a-dozing  to  die!  Her  next  awakening 
.  be  with  no  tavern-brawl  (at  the  King's 
i  or  Prime  Mimtter ;)  but  with  the  stern 
itar  of  Dkmogract,  hymning  its  world- 
lling  birth  and  battle  song  in  the  distant 
it; — therefrom  to  go  out  conquering  and  to 
qiier,  till  it  have  made  the  circuit  of  all  the 
di,  and  old  dead  Feudal  Europe  is  born 
in  (after  infinite  pangs  !)  into  anew  Indus- 

1  one.  At  Beppo's  Hegira,  as  we  said,  Eu- 
\  was  in  the  last  languor  and  stertorous 
ir-sleep  of  Dissolution :  alas,  with  us  i^d 
1  oar  sons,  (for  a  generation  or  two,)  it  is 
ost  still  worse, — were  it  not  that  in  Birth- 
les  there  is  ever  Hope,  in  Death-throes  the 
I  departure  of  Hope. 

few  the  philosophic  reflection  we  were  to 
ilge  in,  was  no  other  than  this,  most  ger- 
le  to  our  subject:  the  po/tentous  extent 
Quackery,  the  multitudinous  variety  of 
icks  that  along  with  our  Beppo,  and  under 
i  each  in  his  degree,  overran  all  Europe 
iog  that  same  period,  the  latter  half  of  last 
tnry.  It  was  the  very  age  of  impostors, 
purses,  swindlers,  double-gangers,  enthu- 
tSf  ambiguous  persons;  quacks  simple, 
eks  compound ;  crack-brained,  or  with  de- 
prepense ;  quacks  and  quackeries  of  all 
mrs  and  kinds.  How  many  Mesmerists, 
^ians,  Cabalists,  Sweden borgians,  Illumi- 
,  Crucified  Nuns,  and  Devils  of  Loudun ! 
rhich  the  Inquisition  Biographer  adds  Vam- 
t.  Sylphs,  fiiosicrucians,  Free-masons,  and 
It  cttera.  Consider  yourScbrdpfers,Caglios- 
,  Casanoyas,  Saint-Gerraains,Dr.  Grahams ; 
Chevalier  d'Eon,  Psalmanazar,  Abb^  Paris, 
the  Ghost  of  Cock-lane !  As  if  Bedlam 
broken  loose;  as  if  rather  (inthat<*spiri- 
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tual  Twelfth-hour  of  the  Night*')  the  everlast- 
ing Pit  had  opened  itself,  and  from  its  still 
blacker  bosom  had  issued  Madness  and  all 
manner  of  shapeless  Misbirths,  to  masquerade 
and  chatter  there. 

But,  indeed,  if  we  consider,  how  could  it  be 
otherwise  1  In  that  stertorous  last  fever-sleep 
of  our  European  world,  most  not  Phantasms 
enough  (born  of  the  Pit,  as  all  such  are)  flit 
past,  in  ghastly  masquerading  and  chattering  1 
A  low  scarce-audible  moan  (in  Parliamentary 
Petitions,  Meal-mobs,  Popish  Riots,  Treatises 
on  ^heism)  struggles  from  the  moribund 
sleeper ;  frees  him  not  from  his  hellish  guests 
and  saturnalia :  Phantasms  these  *'  of  a  dying 
brain."  So  too,  when  the  old  Roman  world, 
the  measure  of  its  iniquities  being  full,  was  to 
expire,  and  (in  still  bitter  agonies)  be  bom 
again,  had  they  not  Veneficae,  Mathematici, 
Apolloniuses  with  the  Golden  Thigh,  Apollo- 
nius'  Asses,  and  False  Christs  enough, — be- 
fore a  Redxxmer  arose ! 

For,  in  truth,  and  altogether  apart  from  such 
half-figurative  language.  Putrescence  is  not 
more  naturally  the  scene  of  unclean  creatures 
in  the  world  physical,  than  Social  Decay  is  of 
quacks  in  the  world  moral.  Nay,  look  at  it 
with  the  eye  of  the  mere  Logician,  of  the  Po- 
litical Economist.  In  such  periods  of  Social 
Decay,  what  is  called  an  overflowing  Popula- 
tion, that  is  a  Population  which,  under  xht  old 
Captains  of  Industry,  (named  Higher  Classes, 
Ricos  Hombreif  Aristocracies,  and  the  like,)  can 
no  longer  find  work  and  wages,  increases  the 
number  of  Unprofessionals,  Lack-alls,  Social 
Nondescripts ;  with  appetite  of  utmost  keen- 
ness, which  there  is  no  known  method  of  satis- 
fying. Nay  more,  and  perversely  enough,  ever 
as  Population  augments,  your  Captains  of  In- 
dustry can  and  do  dwindle  more  and  more  into 
Captains  of  Idleness ;  whereby  the  more  and 
more  overflowing  Population  is  worse  and 
worse  governed  (shown  what  to  do,  for  that  is 
the  only  government:)  thus  is  the  candle  lights 
ed  at  both  ends;  and  the  number  of  social 
Nondescripts  increases  in  double-quick  ratio. 
Whoso  is  alive,  it  is  said,  ''must  live ;"  at  all 
events,  will  live;  a  task  which  daily  gets 
harder,  reduces  to  stranger  shiAs.  And  now 
furthermore,  with  general  economic  distress,  in 
such  a  Period,  there  is  usually  conjoined  the 
utmost  decay  of  moral  principle:  indeed,  so 
universal  is  this  conjunction,  many  men  have 
seen  it  to  be  a  ooncatenation  and  causation ; 
justly  enough,  except  that  such  have  (ever 
since  a  certain  religious-repentant  feeling  went 
out  of  date)  committed  one  sore  mistake :  what 
is  vulgarly  called  putting  the  cart  before  the 
horse.  Political-Economical  Benefactor  of  the 
Species !  deceive  not  thyself  with  barren  so- 
phisms: National  sufiering  is  (if  thou  wilt 
understand  the  words)  verily  a  *<  judgment  of 
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Odd;"  has  ever  been  preceded  b;  Daliooal 
crime.  "  Be  il  here  luice  more  maiDlaiDcil  be- 
fore Ihe  world."  cries  Sauerleig,  in  one  of  his 
SpriJiguiiintl,  "  Ihsl  lemponl  Dieiress,  that 
Misery  of  ""X  hind,  u  nol  ihe  roue  of  Immot- 
Ulit]',  but  the  effect  thereof!  Amoag  individu- 
als, il  is  true,  so  wide  is  ibe  empire  of  Chance. 
poverty  and  wealth  gn  all  at  hap-hazard ;  ■ 
Sainl  Fanl  is  makiBg  leoii  at  Corialh,  while  a 
Kaiser  Nero  fiddles,  in  imty  polices  over  a 
burning  Rome.  Nevenheles*  here  loo,  if  no- 
wise wealib  and  poverty,  yet  nc'l-being  and 
itl-beiog,  even  in  the  lemporal  economic  seme, 
n  eommotily  in  resp^live  partnership  with 
Wisdom  and  with  Folly :  no  man  can,  for  a 
langtb  of  time,  bti  wholly  wrelr^hed,  if  there 
is  not  ft  disharmony  (a  folly  and  siekedoesi} 
within  himself;  Deitber  on  the  richest  CrtBsu;, 
rnnd  never  so  eupeptic,  (for  he  loo  has  indiges- 
liong  and  die«  at  last  Irutn  »urfeii,)  be  other 
ttwn  disCDaletiied,  perplexed,  unhappy,  if  he 
be  ft  Fuol."— Thii  we  apprehend  is  true,  O 
Sftuerteig.  jet  nol  (he  whole  trnih  :  for  there  is 
more  than  day»'  work  aod  days'  wage.«  in  this 
world  of  ours;  which,  at  thou  knoweauis  ii- 
aelf  quite  other  than  a  "  Workshop  and  Pancy- 
Bazaar,"  it  also  a  "  mysnc  Temple  and  Hall  of 
Boom."  Thus  we  have  heard  of  such  things 
as  good  men  ciraggling  with  adversity,  and  of- 
fering a  spectacle  for  the  very  gods. — "But 
with  a  nation,"  continues  he,  "  where  Ihe  mul- 
titude of  the  chances  covers,  in  greal  mea- 
sare,  the  uncertainly  of  Chance,  il  may  br 
laid  to  bold  always  thai  general  SuSerin?  it 
the  ftoit  of  general  Misbehaviour,  general 
Dishonesty.  Consider  it  well ;  had  all  men 
alood  faithfully  lo  their  posts,  the  Evil,  when 
il  first  rose,  had  been  manfully  fronted,  and 
abolished,  nol  lazily  blmked.  and  left  lo  grow, 
with  the  foul  sloggard's  comfort:'  Il  will  tasi  my 
time.'  Thou  foul  sluggard,  and  even  thief 
(,Faultnztr.ja  Dttbf)  For  art  ihoD  nola  thief, 
to  pocket  Ihy  day's  wages  (be  they  counted  in 
gmchm  or  ia  gold  thousands)  for  this,  if  it  be 
for  any  Ibiug,  for  watching  on  thy  special 
waieh-iower  that  God's  City  (which  this  His 
World  is,  where  His  children  dwell)  surer  no 
damage  j  aud,  all  Ibe  while,  to  watch  only  ihat 
thy  own  ease  be  not  invaded, — let  otherwise 
hard  come  lo  hard  as  it  will  and  can  T  Un- 
happy !  It  will  last  thy  time:  ihy  worthless 
sham  of  an  existence,  wherein  nothing  but  the 
Digestion  was  real,  will  have  evaporated  ia  the 
inlerim ;  ii  will  last  thy  lime  :  but  will  it  last 
thy  fimii/j.'  Or  what  if  il  should  no*  last  thy 
time,  (mark  that  also,  for  that  also  will  be  the 
fate  oiiemt  such  lying  sluggard;)  hut  take 
fire,  and  explode,  and  consume  ihee  like  the 

The  anm  of  ihe  mailer,  in  any  case,  is,  that 
national  Poverty  and  naiional  Dishonesty  go 
logether:  that  coniioually  increasing  social 
Nondescripts  gel  ever  the  hungrier,  ever  ihe 
&l9er.  Now  say,  have  we  not  here  the  very 
making  of  Quackery;  raw-material,  plastic- 
energy,  both  in  toll  action!  Dishonesty  ihe 
raw-maierial.  Hunger  the  plastic-energy :  what 
will  not  Ihe  two  realize  !  Nay  observe  farther 
how  Dishonesly  is  Ihe  raw-malerial  not  of 
Quacks  only,  but  also,  in  great  part,  of  Dupe?. 
In  Goodness,  were  ii  never  so  simple,  there  is 


(he  surest  ioMiacI  for  tbe  Goad;te«KBiitf 
unconquerable  repnlsioD  fat  tbe  Ptlu  tk. 
Bad.  The  very  Devil  MepbiMopbtlri  cmm 
deceive  poor  guileless  Margaret:  *it  tuiii 
written  on  his  fn.-tii  that  he  never  lotti  tin. 
mg  S'>ul."  The  like  loo  has  manjiabatM 
itifenor  Quack  painfully  ei perienced :  (br  lib 
lies  in  sioie  fur  our  bero  Beppo.  Bni  ■•« 
with  snch  abundant  raw-marenal  DDiaalfB 
make  Quacks  of,  but  to  feed  and  occupj  tba 
on,  if  the  plaslic-eiiergy  (of  lliingerj  ful  aK 
what  a  world  ihall  we  have  \  The  won4n  a 
nol  that  tbe 'eighiecnth  century  bad  very  aa- 
nierous  Quacks,  but  raiher  that  tbey  irtft  m 

In  that  same  French  Revotulinn  alone.  *hict 
burnt  up  «o  much,  what  unmeasured  muut 
of  t^uackism  were  set  fire  to  ;  nay.  a>  foal  at- 
phitic  fire-damp  iri  that  case,  were  aa/m  ti 
flame  in  a  Herce,  sublime  wpU^iiour .  coravi^ 
ing,  even  iltuminaiing !  Tbe  Couni  thiK 
Germain,  some  twenty  years  later,  had 
a  <;uiie  new  elemeoi,  al  Fraierniiatioa.  E 
right  of  InsurreeiioD.  Oratorsbip  of  the  Hi 
Species,  wberefrom  io  body  himaelf  (biA 
oiherwiscT  Schrupfer  needed  not  noi 
Blackguard  andelerred.  have  solemBly 
himself  in  the  AwUAuf^  might  have  uleaiT 
sacrificed  himself,  as  Jacobin  half-beruic.  a 
the  Plan  dt  ta  RieattUion.  For  your  qiKk- 
genius  is  indeed  born,  but  aUo  made ;  circa» 
stances  shape  hini  or  slant  him.  Beppo  Bi^ 
samo.  bom  British  in  Ibese  new  day>,  «■)! 
have  conjured  fewer  Spirits;  yet  had  foaadt 
living  and  glory,  as  Casilereagh  ttpr,  In* 
Assoc  i  all  oni  SI,  Dlackiiig-ManuIJiciur*r.  B.wi- 
Publisher.  Able  Editor.  Withal  lou  ili.'  r'lir; 
will  observe  thai  Quack's,  in  even  ■-  - -.  >'' 
of  two  sorts:  Ihe  Declared  Qaack:  ..-. ' 
tindeclared,  who,  if  you  quesliuu  u  ::.  • 
deny  stormfuUy.  both  ta  others  ami  ii.  ri  m  ■.; . 
of  which  two  quack-species  the  j<ri<r  "  '  ' 
vary  with  the  varying  capacity  of  i!i"  :,^-  i' 
Beppo's  was  ihe  age  of  tbe  Deelaivd  m  f. 
after  all  French  Revolutions,  we  wUli:rjnL!i.i 
one  of  its  main  distinciions  from  i>iir<  -.  ^chi.'^ 
is  il  not  yet  (and  for  a  generation  orlnojiot 
age  of  ihe  Uudectared !  Alas,  almost  a  tu:l 
more  detestable  age, — yet  now  (bi  GpJ'< 
grace}  with  Prophecy,  with  irreveriible  EatO' 
raenl  (registered  in  Heaven's  cbanceijr- 
where  thoa  too,  if  Ihou  wilt  loot,  in«y>i  rtU 
and  know]  thai  its  death-doom  shall  not  Jiapt. 
Be  It  speedy,  be  it  sure ! — And  »o  hefe"itt 
were  our  philosophical  reflecLon.  on  the  i*. 
tnre.  causes,  prevalence,  decline,  and  eipecid 
(temporary)  dcslruclioo  of  Quackery,  ate- 
eluded ;  and  now  the  Beppic  poetic  Piunun 
can  once  more  take  its  course. 

Beppo  ihen,  like  >  Noah's  Raven,  i>  «« 
upon  ihai  waiery  wAste,  (of  dissololcbrdafei 
di&lracied  European  Life,)  to  »e  d  ilintit 
any  carrion  there.  One  unenided  little  Hir» 
in  the  wide- wolterinz  "  Mother  of  dead  Hnp  ' 
will  he  not  come  lo  harm  i  will  he  not  ur  sr.'pt 
up.  drowned,  starved,  and  washed  to  iiirOn:! 
there !  No  fear  of  him, — for  a  lime.  Idi  fV. 
(or  scientific  judgment.)  it  js  true,  at  veioii'' 
in  only  a  small  seclion  of  ii ;  but  ihra  Iv 
^ceniOnslinctofsenius)  is  prodigious:  ■Ptt- 
ral  endowments  (fbrfery  and  others)  be  tu 


fOlNT  (.'.■■ 

tbMed  into  talemt;  ifae  iwo  sources  of  all 
k4a1eDl,  Guoning  nnd  Impudence,  are  his 

IL*  to  his  imoiediate  coarse  nf  action  aDd 
r«atgre,  ihe  foolish  tnqaiiirion  Biographer, 
BUM  be  ovned,  «how9  himself  a,  fool,  and 
k  p^*  OS  ""1 10  "D  insight.  Lilie  enough, 
ppo  "fled  to  Messina;"  simply  as  to  the 
iresiciiy,  and  to  get  across  lo  ihe  maiulaiid: 
I  Uto  Ibis  "cenaiQ  Alihoia^"  whom  hemd 
m.andvofaxed  wiUiio  .Mexand nam  Egypt, 
i  how  ihey  made  hemp  intc  silk,  and  realized 
ich  money,  and  came  to  Malia,  and  siudied 
tbe  Laboratory  there,  and  then  the  ceruia 
thoUs  died, — or  all  this  what  shall  be  said  1 
m  Ibolish  InquiMtion  Biographer  i 
B  whedier  the  certain  Althoia-.  n-as  a  Greek 
a  Spaniard :  but  unhappily  Ihe  prior  ques- 
B  is  not  settled,  wlieiher  he  wai  al  all.  Su- 
rtnans  ii  seems  lu  put  dovn  Beppo's  own 
Doanl  of  his  procedure ;  he  gave  matitTarious 
loann.  as  tue  exigenc]ei<  of  the  case  de- 
luded: this  of  the  "cenam  Alihoias,"  ai 
■ip  made  into  false  silk,  is  as  verisimiUr 
il  other  of  ibe  "  sage  Alihotas,"  the  heirship- 
fUtat  of  Trebisond,  aud  the  Schenf  of 
BU's  "  Adieu,  unlvrtuoaie  Child  of  Ni 
J  Ihe  guesses  of  the  ignorant  ivorldi  how 
not  Cagliostro  had  beeu  traTelling 
iBCe,  (name  not  given,)  whom  be  murdered 
1  uok  the  money  from ;  with  others  of  the 
V-V«re  peril aps  siill  more  absurd.  Beppo, 
I  cu  t*e,  was  out  and  avay, — the  Devil 
»w  whither.  Fat,  variegated,  painful,  might 
I  nuaJDgs  be.  A  plausible-looking  shadow 
kim  shows  itself  hovering  over  Naples  and 
Ikbria;  thither,  as  to  a  famed  higt 
IiBxiness  and  ecouudrelisni.  he  may  likely 
hava  gone  lo  gtaduale.  Of  the  Malia 
lory,  and  AtexaudtiaD  hemp-iilk,  thr 
I  we  tay  the  better.  This  only  is  clear: 
It  Bcppo  dived  deep  down  into  Ihe  lugu- 
Mt-obicure  region*  of  Ra-scaldom ;  like  a 
igbt  to  the  palace  of  his  Fairy;  remained 
^  wueen  there,  and  returned  thence  armed  at  all 
poiob. 

If  we  tkncy,  meanwhile,  tbat  Beppo  already 
meditated  becoming  grand  Cophta,  and  riding 
at   Strasburg  in  The   Cardinal's  carnage,  we 
mtslake   much.    Git^  of  Prophecy  has  been 
Wisely  denied  to  man.    Did  a  man  > 
lifr,  and  not  merely  Ad/h  il,  and  gropi 
•o,   by   Necessity   and    Free-will,   make   and 
ikbricale  it  into  a  reality,  he  were  no  nun,  1 
some  other  kind  of  creature,  superhuman 
sttbierhuman.    No   man   sees   far^  the  mi 
Me    no  farther  than  their  noses.     From   the 
quite  dim  UDCenaiu  mass  of  the  future.  ("  lying 
Ikere,"  says  a  Scotch  Humourisi,  "nDcombed, 
snearded,  like  a  mass  of  lany  mol  proverbially 
iU  to  ipi;')   they   spin  out,  better  or  worse, 
(brir  rumply.  inSrm  ihread  of  Exisience,  (and 
wind  it  up,  up— till  Ihe  spool  is  /W(;)  seeing 
but  some  little  half-yard  of  it  at  once ;  exclaim- 
ing, an  they  look  inUi  the  betarred,  entangled 
nijM^!>  of  Futurity,  We  tk,ill  see ! 

The    lirst  authentic    fact   with    regard    lo 

Beppo  IS,  thai  his  swart  squal  figure  becomes 

viaible  in  Ihe  Ci'tso  and  C'ampo  Va<;cino  of 

Some;  tbat  be  "lodges  al  Ihe  Sign  of  the  Suit 

Ihe  Ruiunda,"  and  aells  peu-drawinf^  ibere. 
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Properly  they  are  not  peii-drawiogs :  but  printed 
engravings  or  etchings,  to  which  Beppo,  with 
a  pen  and  a  lilite  Indian  ink,  b;is  -added  the 
degree  of  scratching  to  give  ilicm  Ibe  air  of 
such.  Thereby  mainly  does  be  realiie  ■  thin 
livelihood.  ^  From  which  we  infer  that  ht* 
transactions   in    Naples   and   Calabria,  with 

I  Altbotos  and  hemp-silk,  or  whatever  else,  had 

\  not  turned  to  mucb, 

<      Forged  ilcn-drawings  are  no  mine  of  wealth: 

I  neither  was  Beppo  Balsano  any  thing  of  an 
Adonis;  on  Ike  contrary,  a  nuisi  dusky,  bull- 
necked,  masiiif-faced,  sinisier-lookiDg  indi- 
vidual: nevertheless,  on  applyitig  for  Ihe 
favour  or  Ihe  hand  of  Lorenza  Fcliciioi,  a 
beauiiful  Roman  donxella,  "  dwelling  near  Ihe 
Trinity  of  the  Pilgrims,"  the  unfortunate  child 
of  Nature  prospers  beyond  our  hopes.  Aathori- 
lies  differ  at  to  the  rank  and  status  of  fair 
Lorenia :  one  account  says,  she  waa  lh»i 
daughter  of  a  Girdle-maker;  but  adds  errone- 
ously thai  It  was  in  Calabria.  The  maiier 
must  remain  suspended.  Certain  enough,  »be 
was  a  handsome  buxom  creature, "  botb  prellj' 
and  lody-like,"  (il  is  presumable ;)  but  having 
no  offer,  in  a  count^  loo  prone  lo  celibacy, 
took  up  wilh  the  bull-necked  forger  of  pen- 
drawings,  whose  suit  loo  was  doubtless  pressed 
with  Ihe  most  flowing  rhetoric.  She  gave  her- 
self in  marriage  to  him ;  and  Ibe  parents  ad- 
mitted him  to  quarter  in  their  house,  till  it 
should  appear  what  was  neil  lo  be  done. 

Two  Iritchen-fires,  says  the  Proverb,  bant' 
not  on  oce  hearth :  here,  moreover,  might  b« 
quite  special  causes  of  discord.  Pen-drawing, 
at  best  a  hungry  concern,  has  now  exhausted 
itself,  and  must  begiven  up:  but  Beppo'k  house- 
hold prosperts  brighten,  on  the  other  tide ;  in 
Ihe  charms  of  his  Lorenza  he  sees  before  taiai 
what  the  French  call "  a  Future  confused  and 
immense."  The  hint  was  given;  and  with  re' 
lui:iance,  or  without  reluctance,  (for  the  evi- 
dence leans  bah  ways.)  was  taken  and  reduced 
to  practice :  Signor  and  Signora  Balsamo  are 
forth  from  the  old  GtrdlePs  house,  into  the ' 
wide  world,  seeking  and  finding  adventures. 

The  foolish  Inquisition  Biographer,  with- 
painful  scientiGc  accuracy,  furnishes  a  de- 
scriptive calalogne  of  all  the  successive  CuU- 
lies  (Italian  Counts.  French  Envoys,  SpanUh- 
Mariiuises,  Dukes,  and  Drakes)  in  various 
quarters  of  the  known  world,  whom  thia  ma-- 
complished  pair  look  in ;  with  ihe  sums  each 
yielded,  and  ihe  melhuds  employed  to  bewifdt 
him.  Into  which  descriptive  catalogue,  wlij- 
should  we  here  so  much  as  cast  a  gUnoc  ■ 
Cullies,  (the  easy  cushions  on  which  knar^ 

and  knavesses  repose  and  fatten,)  hare  ai  aX. 
es  existed  in  considerable  proAisMD^aeoha^ 
I  the  fact  of  a  "  clothed  aniaaU"  (MivgA* 
other,}  having  acted  in  thai  c*pT»  %> 
'er  such  lengths,  entitle  him  t»  BanMS  m 

History.     We  pan  over  these,     B<mo  [m^^ 
now  lean- to  call  bim.  Ite  C«wt)  ^k. 

pear>.atVenice,alMar>eillea,atV   -   --   - 

Lisbon,  Brniseli;  make*  • 
Saint-Germain,  (in  W 

commercial  Ijo  flaint  JatBi 

Our  Lady  in  Lorella:  *<" 

he  shows  himMtf;  BDd«a 

and  Stupidity,  (betler  <r  " 
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eashf)  the  two  elemems  on  wfaicli  he  thauini^ 
torneally  eftn  work  and  lire.  Practice  makes 
MrfectioBt  Beppo  too  was  an  apt  scholar. 
Bj  all  methods  he  can  awaken  (he  stagnant 
imagination;  oast  maddening  powder  in  the 
ejes.  Alreadj  in  Rome  he  has  cultivated 
whiskers,  and  put  on  the  uniform  of  a  Prus- 
sian Colonel:  dame  Lorenza  is  &ir  to  look 
upon ;  but  how  much  fairer«  if  by  the  air  of 
distance  and  dignity  you  lefed  enchantment  to 
her!  In  other  places,  the  Count  appears  as 
real  Count ;  as  Marquis  PelKgrlnt,  (lately  from 
foreign  parts ;}  as  Count  this  and  Count  that, 
Count  Proteus-Incognito;  finally  as  Count 
Alessandro  Cagliostro.*  Figure  him  shooting 
through  the  world  with  utmost  rapidity ;  duck- 
ing under  here,  when  the  sword* fishes  (of 
justice)  make  a  dart  at  him;  ducking  up 
yonder,  in  new  shape,  at  the  distance  of  a 
thousand  miles;  not  unprovided  with  forged 
vouchers  of  Respectability ;  above  all,  with  that 
best  voucher  of  Respectability,  a  four-horse  car- 
oage,  beef-eaiers,  and  open  purse,  ibr  Count 
Cagliostro  has  ready  money  and  pays  his  way. 
At  some  Hotel  of  the  Bun,  Hotel  of  the  Angel, 
Gold  Lion,  or  Green  Goose,  or  whatever  Hotel 
it  is,  in  whatever  world  famous  City,  his 
charioUwheels  have  rested;  sleep  and  food 
have  refreshed  his  live-stock,  chiefly  the  pearl 
and  soul  thereof,  his  indispensable  Lorenza, 
now  no  longer  Dame  Loreoza,  hot  Countess 
Beraphina,  looking  seraphic  enough !  Moneyed 
Donothings,  whereof  in  this  vexed  fiarth  there 
are  many,  ever  lounging  about  such  places, 
scan  and  comment  on  the  foreign  coat-o(-arms ; 
ogle  the  fair  foreign  woman ;  who  timidly 
recoils  from  their  gaze,  timidly  responds  to 
their  revereDces,  as  in  halls  and  passages, 
they  obsequiously  throw  themselves  in  her 
way :  ere  long  one  moneyed  Donoihing  (from 
amid  his  tags,  tassels,  sword-belts,  fop-tackle, 
frizzled  hair  without  brains  beneath  it)  is 
heard  speaking  to  another :  "  Seen  the  Count- 
ess ? — Divine  creature  that !"  and  so  the  game 
is  begun. 

Let  not  the  too  sanguine  reader,  meanwhile, 
fancy  that  it  is  all  bolyday  and  heyday  with  his 
lordship.  The  course  of  Scoundrelism,  anymore 
than  that  of  true  love,  never  did  run  smooth. 
Seasons  there  may  be  when  Count  Proteus-In- 
cognito has  his  epaulettes  lorn  from  his  shoul- 
ders ;  his  garment-skirts  dipt  close  by  the  but- 
tocks ;  and  is  bid  sternly  tarry  at  Jericho  till  his 
beard  be  grown.  Harpies  of  Law  defile  his  so- 
lemn feasts ;  his  light  burns  languid ;  for  a  space 
seems  utterly  snuffed  out,  and  dead  in  mal- 
odorous vapour.  Dead  only  to  blaze  up  the 
brighter!  There  is  scoundrel-life  in  Beppo 
Cagliostro;  cast  him  among  the  mud,  tread 
him  out  of  sight  there,  the  miasmata  do  but 
stimulate  and  refresh  him,  he  rises  sneezing, 
is  strong  and  young  again. 

Behold  him,  for  example,  again  in  Palermo, 
(after  having  seen  many  men  and  many 
lands  0  and  how  he  again  escapes  ihence. 
Why  did  he  return  to  Palermo?  Perhaps  to 
•istonish  old  friends  by  new  grandeur ;  or  for 
temporary  shelter,  if  the  Continent  were  get- " 

«"«•<»  »>«ll-founder  at  Mewina  1)  waa  actually  .ur-  j 
■M»wl  Cvlwrtr.,  u  weU  m  named  Oiuttppe.'-O.  Y. 


ting  hotfbrhim ;  or  p6i1ia|M  ia  tkt  nsR  wqrcf 
general  trade.  Hels  adsedtbenbodclntia 
prison,  for  those  foolish  old  basiMtscs  J  the 
treasure-digging  Goldsaiith,  cif  tha  ftifedm 
^'The  manner  of  his  eaeape,"  says  tmt, 
whose  few  wonis  on  this  obscure  matter  »e 
so  many  light-points  for  us,  "dtsenas  lo  be 
described.  The  son  of  one  of  the  flrst  Sisilim 
Princes,  and  great  landed  Propnetan^  (vks 
iforeover  had  filled  important  statioiis  it  te 
Neapolitan  Court,)  was  a  pemn  that  iBiii4 
with  a  strong  body  and  UDgoveniaUe  tmpv 
all  the  tyrannical  caprice,  whieh  the  rich  sal 
great,  without  cttltiratioDy  tliinlr  thcmsdm 
entitled  to  exhibit 

**  Donna  Lorenza  had  contrived  to  caia  ilii 
man;  and  on  him  the  fictitious  llaichwi 
Pellegrini  founded  his  seearity.  TbePriicf 
testified  openly  that  he  was  the  frctttm  d 
this  stranger  pair :  but  what  was  his  fiay  ata 
Joseph  Balsamo,  at  the  iastanoe  of  ihase  aha 
he  had  cheated,  waa  cast  inlo'prooal  li 
tried  various  means  to  delirer  lum ;  asl  a 
these  woald  not  prosper,  he  paUiehr,  in  *i 
Presideat's  anteehambier,  threaseaed  tte  plna 
tiifs'  Advocate  with  the  ftiglitftillest  miieaip 
if  the  suit  were  not  dropc,  aad  llalaains  fiM& 
with  set  at  libertv.  As  the  Adveeals  dsdiMi 
such  proposal,  he  clutched  bia^  bMi  ^m 
threw  him  on  die  floor,  trampled  hfaa  aihlli 
ftet,  and  could  hardly  he  Tesiralaed  fem  itil 
farther  outrages,  whoi  the  PjiJtih 
came  running  out,  at  the  tmaalt* 
manded  peace. 

*<This  latter,  a  weak,  dependent 
no  attempt  to  punish  the  injorer ;  the  pIsisnA 
and  their  Advocate  grew  fainthearted;  uk 
Balsamo  was  let  go ;  not  so  much  as  a  regis> 
tration  in  the  Court-Books  specifying  hisdii' 
missal,  who  occasioned  it,  or  how  it  took 
place."' 

Thus  sometimes,  **  a  friend  in  the  coait  ii 
better  than  a  penny  in  the  purse!"  Marcfaeie 
Pellegrini  ''quickly  thereafter  left  PalenM 
and  performed  various  travels,  thereof  aj 
author  could  impart  no  clear  informatioOi* 
Whither,  or  how  far,  the  Game-cbickea  Pniicc 
went  with  him  is  not  hinted. 

So  it  might,  at  times,  be  quite  otherwise  tba 
in  coach-and-four  that  our  Cagliostro  joomejrei 
Occasionally  we  find  him  as  outrider  jooroe^ 
ing  on  horseback;  only  Serapbina  and  ber s«p 
(whom  she  is  to  suck  and  eat)  lolling  oa  ca^ 
riage-cushions ;  the  hardy  Count  glad  ikS 
hereby  he  can  have  the  shot  paid.  Nay  soa■^ 
times  he  looks  utteriy  poverty-strack,  ai^ 
must  journey  one  knows  not  how.  Tbas  ooe 
briefest  but  authentic-looking  glimpse  of  bia 
presents  itself  in  England,  in  the  year  ITTS: 
no  Count  is  he  here,  but  mere  Signor  Balssai 
again ;  engaged  in  house-painting,  for  whick 
he  has  a  most  peculiar  talent.  Was  it  troe 
that  he  painted  the  country  house  of**  a  Doctor 
Benemore  ;^*  and  having  not  painted,  hot  oal]! 
smeared  it,  was  refused  payment,  and  fot  & 
lawsuit  with  expenses  instead  ?  If  Dr.  Bfs^ 
more  have  left  any  representatives  in  this 
Earth,  they  are  desired  to  speak  out  We  adi 
only,  that  if  youtig  Beppo  had  one  of  the  pret- 
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Uest  wives,  old  Benemore  had  one  of  the  ugliest 
daughters ;  and  so,  patting  one  thing  to  another, 
matters  might  not  be  so  bad. 

For  it  is  to  be  observed,  that  the  Count,  on 
his  own  side,  even  in  his  days  of  highest 
splendour,  is  not  idle.  Faded  dames  of  quality 
have  many  wants :  the  Count  has  not  studied 
in  the  convent  Laboratory,  or  pilgrimed  to  the 
Count  Saint-Germain,  in  Westphalia,  to  no 
purpose.  With  loftiest  condescension  he  stoops 
to  impart  somewhat  of  his  supernatural  secrets, 
-—for  a  consideration.  Rowland's  Kalydor  is 
v^uable;  bat  what  to  the  Beautifying-water 
of  Count  Alessandro !  He  that  will  undertake 
to  smooth  wrinkles,  and  make  withered  green 
parchment  into  a  fhir  carnation  skin,  is  he  not 
one  whom  faded  dames  of  quality  will  delight 
to  honour?  Or  again,  let  the  Beautifying- 
water  succeed  or  not,  have  not  such  dames 
(if  calumny  may  be  in  aught  believed)  another 
want !  This  want  too  the  indefatigable  Cag- 
liostro  will  supply, — for  a  consideration.  For 
faded  gentlemen  of  quality  the  Count  likewise 
has  help.  Not  a  charming  Countess  alone ; 
bat  a  **  Wine  of  Egypt,"  (cantharides  not  being 
nnknown  to  him,}  sold  in  drops,  more  precious 
than  nectar;  which  what  faded  gentleman  of 
qoality  would  not  purchase  with  any  thing 
ihort  of  life  1  Consider  now  what  may  be 
done  with  potions,  washes,  charms,  love-phil- 
Ircs,  among  a  class  of  mortals,  idle  from  the 
Viother's  womb;  rejoicing  to  be  taught  the 
Konie  dances,  and  meditating  of  love  from  their 
tender  nails ! 

Thus  waxing,  waning,  broad-shining,  or  ex- 
tinct, an  inconstant  but  unwearied  Moon,  rides 
Ml  its  course  the  Cagliostric  star.  Thus  are 
Donnt  and  Countess  busy  in  their  vocation; 
dius  do  they  spend  the  golden  season  of  their 
^outh, — **  for  the  Greatest  Happiness  of  the 
pvatest  number  1"  Happy  enough,  had  there 
>een  no  sumptuary  or  adultery,  or  swindlery 
[«aw-acts ;  no  Heaven  above,  no  Hell  beneath ; 
lo  flight  of  Time,  and  gloomy  land  of  Eld  and 
[)e8titution  and  Desperation,  towards  which, 
>3r  law  of  Fate,  they  see  themselves  at  all 
noments,  with  frightful  regularity,  unaidably 
lrii>ing. 

The  prudent  man  provides  against  the  ine- 
ritable.  Already  Count  Cagliostro,  with  his 
ove-phihres,  his  cantharidic  Wine  of  Egypt ; 
lay  far  earlier,  by  his  blue-flames  and  divining- 
ods,  (as  with  the  poor  sheep  Goldsmith  of 
Palermo;)  and  ever  since,  by  many  a  signifi- 
cant hint  thrown  out  where  the  scene  suited, — 
las  dabbled  in  the  Supernatural.  As  his 
graphic  Countess  gives  signs  of  withering, 
tnd  one  luxuriant  branch  of  industry  will  die 
Lod  drop  off,  others  must  be  pushed  into  bud- 
ling,  whether  it  was  in  England  during  what 
le  called  his  "  first  visit,"  in  the  year  1776, 
[for  the  before-fir&t,  house-smearing  visit  was, 
■eason  or  none,  to  go  for  nothing,)  that  he  first 
hought  of  Prophecy  as  a  trade,  is  imknown  : 
certain  enough  he  bad  begun  to  practise  it 
hen ;  and  this  indeed  not  without  a  glimpse 
»f  i nsight  into  the  national  character.  Various, 
ruly,  are  the  pursuits  of  mankind;  whereon 
bey  would  faio,  unfolding  the  future,  take 
>estiny  by  surprise ;  with  us  however,  as  a 
lation  of  shopkeepers,  they  may  be  all  said  to 


centre  in  this  one,  Put  money  in  thy  purte  !  O 
for  a  Fortunatus*-Pocket,  with  its  ever-new 
coined  gold ; — if,  indeed,  the  true  prayer  were 
not  rather :  O  for  a  Crassus'-Drink,  (of  Hqtnd 
gold,)  that  so  the  accursed  throat  of  Avarice 
might  for  once  have  enough  and  to  spare! 
Meanwhile  whoso  should  engage,  keeping 
clear  of  the  gallows,  lo  teach  men  the  secret 
of  making  money,  were  not  he  a  Professor  sure 
of  audience  1  .Strong  were  the  general  Skep- 
ticism ;  still  stronger  the  general  Need  and 
Greed.  Count  Cagliostro,  from  his  residence  in 
Whitcombe  street,  it  is  clear,  had  looked  into 
the  mysteries  of  the  Little-go ;  by  occult  science 
knew  the  lucky  number.  Bish  as  yet  was  not ; 
but  Lotteries  were;  gulls  also  were.  The 
Count  has  his  Language-master,  his  Portuguese 
Jew,  his  nondescript  Ex-Jesuits,  whom  he 
puts  forth,  as  antennoe,  into  coffee-houses,  to 
stir  up  the  minds  of  men.  ''Lord"  Scott, 
(a  swindler  swindled,)  and  Miss  Fry,  and 
many  others  were  they  here  could  tell  what  it 
cost  them :  nay  the  very  Lawbooks,  and  Lord 
Mansfield  and  Mr.Howarth  speak  of  hundreds, 
and  jewel-boxes,  and  quite  handsome  booties. 
Thus  can  the  bustard  pluck  geese,  and  (if  Law 
get  the  carcass)  live  upon  their  giblets  ;-^now 
and  then,  however,  finds  a  vulture,  too  tough 
to  pluck. 

The  attentive  reader  is  no  doubt  curious  to 
understand  all  the  What  and  the  How  of  Cag« 
liostro's  procedure  while  England  was  the 
scene.  As  we  too  are,  and  have  been;  but 
unhappily  all  in  vain.  *  To  that  English  Xt/e, 
(of  uncertain  gender,)  none,  as  was  said,  need 
in  their  utmost  extremity  repair.  Scarcely 
the  very  lodging  of  Cagliostro  can  be  ascer* 
tained;  except  incidentally  that  it  was  once  in 
Whitcombe  street;  for  a  few  days,  in  War« 
wick  Court,  Holborn:  finally,  for  some  space, 
in  the  King's  Bench  Jail.  Vain  were  it  mean- 
while, for  an^  reverencer  of  genius  to  pilgrim 
thither,  seeking  memorials  of  a  great  man. 
Cagliostro  is  clean  gone:  on  the  strictest 
search,  no  token  never  so  faint  discloses  itselfl 
He  went,  and  left  nothing  behind  him  ;^-ex- 
cept  perhaps  a  few  cast-clothes,  and  other 
inevitable  exuviae,  long  since,  not  indeed  an- 
nihilated, (this  nothing  can  be,)  yet  beaten 
into  mud,  and  spread  as  new  soil  over « the 
general  surface  of  Middlesex  and  Surrey; 
floated  by  the  Thames  into  old  Ocean ;  or  flit- 
ting (the  gaseous  parts  of  them)  in  the  univer- 
sal Atmosphere,  borne  thereby  to  remotest 
corners  of  the  Earth,  or  beyond  the  limits  of 
the  Solar  System !  So  fleeting  is  the  track  and 
habitation  of  man ;  so  wondrous  the  stuff  he 
builds  of;  his  house,  his  very  house  of  houses, 
(what  we  call  his  Body,)  were  he  the  first  of 
geniuses,  will  evaporate  in  the  strangest  man- 
ner, and  vanish  even  whither  we  have  said. 

To  us  on  our  side,  however,  it  is  cheering 
to  discover,  for  one  thing,  that  Cagliostro 
found  antagonists  worthy  of  him :  the  bustard 
plucking  geese,  and  living  on  their  giblets, 
found  not  our  whole  Island  peopled  with  geese, 
but  here  and  there  (as  above  hinted)  with  vul- 
tures, with  hawks  of  still  sharper  quality  than 
his.  Priddle,  Aylett,  Saunders,  O'Reilly:  let 
these  stand  forth  as  the  vindicators  of  English 
national  character.    By  whom  Count  Alea- 
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1,  hslebellnl,  brviUrral.  ud  be- 
4mBt4,  na  ikr  rnr  Jul  of  Kioe'*  BcHb 
'  ■  nfsee  from  th«s.  A«h<JlT<<Ii&carF 
■s  «ss  macnra] ;  vbfrnn.  bovem'.  '.o 
Bil  Ffei  the  nhBntiis  uul  (slcocUh 
of  o«r  Ule  toBj  »sitrit  iu«lf ;  and 
(be  funisa  4«wa:  of  (iNacb.  vith  ail  ki% 
ifcailiimilHii  Hnap-iil^  Lcaar-oaraben. 
BeMtir-Talen.8Hi»«iiaa4,  Pbospbom  botes. 
X«|  Wms  of  Bgjpt.  i>  sern  milchcd.  and  iiigti 
ikrnnltil.  ti7  Ifac  DBtaral  nnassLilrd  caoain^  of 
S«s)ti)i  AiionteT^  V/heTrvpou  ibe  IniJtard, 
JMiBg  hiiD»<1[  »  pMknl  and  plackcJ.  uk« 
win^  utd  ilict  ic  foreign  panL 

Oee  good  (hilt;  b»  bu  carried  silh  him. 
MOlvitlislaDtliBe :  iDtiiaUou  into  some  primarr 
arcana  of  Fpee-aiasonrT.  The  Quack  of 
Quacks,  wiih  his  pnmitire  bias  towan' 
sapematBral-mfStifiEalorf,  mast  Inng  bii 
bii  eje  on  Mawnry;  wbicb.  wilfa  its  blatonry 
and  mammerr,  sashes,  drara  sabres,  brolhen 
Terrible,  bralben  Tenirable,  (ibe  vhole  so  im- 
posini:  bj  camlle-ligbt.)  offered  ifae  cboicrsi 
eleiDFDl  for  him.  All  men  profit  by  Cniim 
vith  men :  the  qaack  as  much  as  another;  naj 
in  ihe^e  two  words  Sworn  Sttnty  alone  has  he 
not  fiiaad  a  terr  talisman!  Cagliosiro  then 
determines  on  Masooship.  Ii  was  afterwards 
nrited  that  ibe  lodge  he  and  his  Seraphina  got 
admission  lo  (for  she  also  was  made  a  Mason, 
«r  Masooess :  and  had  a  nband-garler  solemnly 
bovod  on,  with  order  lo  sleep  iit  it  for  a  night) 
was  of  low  rank  in  the  social  scale;  number- 
iog  Bota  fev  of  the  pastrycook  and  hairJresier 
species.  To  vbich  it  could  i>n1y  be  replied, 
Ihat  these  alooe  spoke  French;  that  a  man 
and  masoD,  ihougb  he  cooked  pastry,  vns  still 
»  man  and  mason.  Be  this  as  it  mii^t,  Ibe 
apt  RecipiAidaty  is  rapidly  promoted  throDgh 
Ihe  three  grades  of  Apprentiec,  Coint>aiiion. 
Ha&ter;  at  the  cost  of  fire  guineas.  That  of 
hia  being  first  raised  into  Ihe  air,  by  means  of  [ 
a  rope  and  pulley  Gxed  in  the  ceiling,  "during 
which  the  heary  mass  or  his  body  must  as- 
suredly have  canned  him  a  dolorous  sensa- 
tion ;"  and  then  being  forced  blindfold  to  shoot 
bimself  (though  with  pririly  lA'iloaded  pislul) 
ilfsign  of  courage  and  obedience:  atl  this  we 
can  esteem  an  apocrypha, — palmed  oa  the 
Boman  Inquisition,  otherwise  prone  lo  deln- 
aioD.  Five  guineas,  and  some  foolish  froth- 
apeecbes  (delivered  over  liquor,  and  otherwise) 
was  the  cost.  If  yon  ask  now.  In  trhai  Ijindon 
Xiodge  was  itt  Alas,  we  know  not,  and  shall 
never  know.  Cenain  only  that  Conni  Ale<- 
sandro  ii  a  master-mason;  that  having  once 
crossed  the  ihreahold.hiB  plastic  genius  will  not 
stop  there.  Behold,  accordingly,  he  has  bought 
from  a  "  Bookseller"  certain  manuscripts  be- 
longing to  "one  George  Cofton,  a  man  abso- 
lutely unknown  to  him"  (and  lo  us.l  which 
treat  of  Ihe  "Egyptian  Masonry!"  In  other 
words  Count  Alessandro  will  kloif  with  his 
new  five-guinea  bellows-,  having  always  occa- 
(iun  to  raise  the  wind. 

With  re^rd  specially  lo  that  huge  soap- 
bubble  of  an  Egyptian  Masoorf  which  he 
blew,  and  as  conjuror  caught  maoy  fliet  with, 
It  is  our  paiaftil  oiUy  »  say  a  little;  not  much. 


Tbe  Inqu.a-inn   Biographer. vTA 

of  berFi.ral  ind  oenidcratlcaJ  ud 

e»l  Fretcii't  ii?  tipfore  his  ey«,  hu 

the  mail'^r  lo  I'oundless  depth' 

eraoiaang.  erro  confnliag:  t 

siioiT  maacmie   Ord«r-B<K>k   of 

which  he  hat  [aid  hand 

niTiterT  1-J  him.     Tbtr  itteaa  he 

Caglioslro'i ;  ih«  Ci'-mposilios  a! 

for  the  Coaat  bad  iw>   gifl  that 

then  does  ihr  Disciple  set  fonh ! 

the   Inquisition  Biographer  lar  ibn  It  ■ 

fonbT    Moch,  much  that  . 

trndersland,  howcTcr,  tfial  once 
ibe  absolutely  Qakoowti  Georg« 
'  the  tiotioD  of  Egrpiian  Masonry, 
yet  lay  much  "magic  and  soperstilimt.* fiW 
Alessandra  re^olvEs  lo  fnr  itof  thesclMiM 
[  ingndienis.  and  make  it  a  hind  of  LanEi* 
'  gife.  or  Renovator  of  the  Universe .-*Mt« 
jneedeid  renovalioD.  ■*  As  he  did  not  bdn 
any  thing  in  maner  of  Failh."  says  oorwi* 
ramiliar,  "  ooTbing^  cocild  arrest  hira."  Tli 
enough:  how  did  he  move  along  ikaft 
what  length  did  he  {!0  T 

"  In  bis  sysiera  he  promises  htf 
10  conduct  them  la  ptrfrrtmt.  by  m( 
phiftirai  atd  fiar-al  ttj^nttvxion  ;  Xa  em 
by  the  former  (or  physical)  to  find  the  ^ 
nalitT.ot  Philosopher's  Stone.  andlbeMii 
which  consolidates  in  nan  the  foreeirf^ 
most  rigorxiDS  youth  and  renders  bin 
tal;  and  by  the  latter  (or  moral)  to  | 
ihem  a  Pentagon,  which  shall  restore 
his  primitive  stale  of  in  Docence.  lost  by  i 
sin.  The  Founder  supposes  that  this  fcf 
lian  Masonry  was  institated  by  Bnocb  >■ 
Elias.  who  propagated  it  in  differeol  ftnd 
the  world:  however,  in  lime,  il  luM  mack  d 
its  purity  and  splendour.  .And  so.' by 
Ibe  .Masonry  of  men  had  been  reduced  upw 
buffoonery:  and  that  of  women  been  -'"^— 
entirely  destroyed,  having  now  for  Bt 
no  place  in  common  Masonrv.  Tilt  at 
zeal  of  Ihe  Cianrf  Caphta  (so  are  Ihe  ffift 
priests  of  Egypt  named)  had  si^naliced  itw 
by  restoring  the  Masonry  of  both  seieiWii 
pristine  lustre." 

With  regard  lo  the  great  question  oftW' 
struclihg  this  invaluable  Petita^i 
lo  abolish  Original  Sin  :  how  you  baw  « 
choose  a  solitary  monniaiD,  and  call  '  ~  ' 
and  build  a  Pavilion  on  it  lo  be  nan 
with  twelve  sides,  in  every  aide  a  wtndoT,iit 
three  stories,  one  of  which  is  named  Aww; 
and  with  Tweke  Masters,  each 
yoarself  m  the  middle  of  ihcm.  go  lh^oagfc>^ 
speakable  fonnaliiies,  vigils,  remoral*.  bn. 
loils.  distresses,  and  hardly  get  your  Peeltggt 
after  all, — we  shall  say  nothing.  As  lUt 
concerning  the  still  grander  and  pailfilBV 
process  of  Physical  Regeneration,  or  gmwiM 
young  again;  a  thing  not  to  be  acoamptbM 
without  a  forty-days'  course  of  medtcina,  ytt- 
gallons,  sweat! ng-baihs,  fainting-fits.  n)i)t4M 
phlebotomy,  starvation,  and  despec 
perhaps  than  il  is  all  worth-  I<eaviag  Ihfc 
interior  solemnities,  and  many  high  moral  prt- 
cepis  of  union,  virtue,  wisdom,  and  '  ' 
of  Immortally  and  what  not.  wiH  tl.. 
care  to  cast  an  indiSerent  glance  oa 
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rric   cenmoaial  pans   of   tbU   Egyptian 

nnrf, — as  ihr  Inquisitioa  Biographer,  if 
misceJlaneously  cull  from  hici.  may  fa- 
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I  all   these    ceremonial   pans,"  huskily 
r  wooden   Biograpber,  "you  find  as 
1  sacrilege,  profanslion,  superslitton,  and 
"jy,  ■£  in  comtnon  Masonry ;  invocaiioni 
;  holy  Name,  prosteraatioas.  adorations 
■  on  the  Venerable,  or  henci  of  the  Lodge ; 
ina,  itiBulHations,  "icenae-bnriiines,fu- 
is.  exorcisms  of  the  Candid  airs  and  the 
^..  i  they  are  lo  lake;  emblems  of  the 

4nero-saDci  Triad,  of  ihe  Moon,  of  the  San,  of 
|he  Compass,  Square,  and  a  ihou&and  ihou^^aad 
ilHlli  I  iniquities  and  ineptitudes,  which  are  now 
!^|ridl  known  in  Ihe  world." 
,  "  We  above  made  mention  of  the  Grand 
Oophla.  By  this  title  has  been  designated  the 
lAmiidei'  or  restorer  of  Egyptian  Masonry. 
iDaglio^iro  made  no  difficulty  in  admitting"  (to 
(]■•  the  tnquisilor)  "  that  under  such  name  he 
Waa  bimseir  meant:  now  in  this  xystem  Ihe 
iOl«nd  Cophta  is  compared  la  Ihe  Highe!:! :  the 
4MOS1  solemn  acts  of  worship  are  paid  him  ; 
be  has  authority  over  the  Angels;  he  is  in- 
ValKd  on  all  occasions;  every  thing  is  done 
;te  virtue  of  his  power ;  which  you  are  assured 
lbs  derires  immediately  froia  God.  Nay  more; 
'  amoDi!  the  various  rites  observed  in  this  eier- 
■itiae  of  Masonry,  you  are  ordered  to  recite  Ihe 
;,  Ftm  Cnuior  ipiiitu.  the  Tt  Dnm,  and  some 
'  nalms  of  David:  lo  such  an  excess  is  impu- 
4ti>ce  and  audacity  carried,  that  in  the  Psalm, 
iMttnmlo,  Damint,  Davvl  ct  omnu  manwrlWiHii 
^fut,  every  lime  the  name  David  occurs,  Ihal  of 
me  Grand  Cophia  is  to  be  subslilnled. 

"No  Religion  is  eicludcd  from  the  Egyptian 
,, Society:  the  Jew,  the  Calviniai,  the  LniherBn, 
,  cube  admitted  equally  uell  wilh  the  Catholic, 
,tf  »o  be  ihuy  admit  the  eitnencc  of  Ood  and  the 
ituiio[t;iliiy  of  the  soul."  "The  men  elevaled 
'.  lo  Ihc  rank  oC  matter  lake  the  names  of  ih«  an- 
«feDt  Prophets  i  the  women  thus*  of  the  Sibyls." 
.  •  •  ■■  Then  the  Oranri  Misire-s  blim-.s  on  the 
Acs  of  (he  female  Rtciplendary, all  along  from 
brow  lo  chin,  and  says:  -I  give  you  this  breath, 
lo  oau'e  lo  germinateandliecoinealiveiDyonr 
bean  the  Trutli  which  we  possess;  lo  fortify 
in  you  the,"  Ac,  Ac. — '-GiiBrdian  of  the  new 
Knowledge   which  we  prepare  lo  make  you 

?artake  of,  by  the  sacred  names  of /ftJiai.^cir, 
irfrflKmnrnw™." 

" In  the  EnaiturUi Illunii-ei,  prinieil ot  Paris 
in  1789,  I  read  Ihal  these  latter  words  were  sug- 
gested lo  CagliDslro  as  Arabic  or  Sacred  oueb  by 
»  Sleight-of-hand  Man,  who  said  that  he  was  as- 
«isted  by  a  spirit,  and  added  Ihal  Ibis  spirit  was 
Ihe  Suul  of  a  Cabalist  Jew,  who  by  art-magic 
Iwd  killed  his  pig  before  the  Christian  Advent." 
•  •  "They  lake  a  young  laij,  or  agirl  who 
is  ip  the  stale  of  iitnoceace :  such  they  call  the 
Piifil  or  the  CvluTnb  ,  ihe  Venerable  coiomuni- 
Cales  lo  him  Ihe  power  he  would  have  had  be- 
ibre  the  Fall  of  Man;  which  power  consists 
inamly  in  commanding  ihe  pure  tipirils;  these 
Spirits  are  lo  Ihe  number  of  Seven :  it  is  said 
Ihey  surround  ihe  Throne;  and  that  they  go- 
vern the  seven  Planets :  their  naraes  are  Anael, 
Michael,  Baphael,  Oabnel.  Uriel,  Zobiachel. 
Anmchiel." 


Or  would  the  reailer  wish  lo  see  (his  Celitni 
in  action  1  She  can  act  in  two  ways ;  cither 
behind  a  curtain,  behind  a  hieroglyphic  ally- 
painted  Screen  with  "  table  and  three  candles ;" 
or  as  here  "before  Ihe  Carafle,"  and  showing 
face.  If  the  miracle  fait,  it  can  only  be  V- 
cause  she  is  not"  in  ihe  state  of  innocence,"— 
anaccidwilmuchlobeguardedagainsU  This 
Scene  is  at  MiIibu  ;— we  find,  indeed,  thai  it  is 
a  Pupil  affair,  nol  a  Calumb  one ;  bul  for  the 
rest  that  is  perfectly  indifferent; 

"  Caghoslro  accordingly  (it  is  his  own  story 
still)  brought  a  little  Boy  into  the  Lodge;  son 
of  a  nobleioan  there.    He  placed  him  on  his 
knees  before  a  table,  whereon  stood  a  Bollle  of 
pure  water,  and  behind  ihis  some  lighted  can- 
dles :  he  made  an  exorcism  round  the  Boy,  put 
his  hand  on  his  bead ;  and  bolb,  in  this  allitude,         | 
addressed  Iheir  prayers  lo  God  for  the  happy 
accomplish  men  I  of  the  work.    Having   then 
bid  the  child  look  into  the  Bottle,  directly  Ihe 
child  cried  thai  he  saw  a  garden.    Knowing 
hereby  thai  Heaven  assisted  him,  Cagliostro 
took  Courage,  and  bade  the  child  ask  of  God         ' 
ihe  grace  lo  see  the  4nge!  Michael.   At  first  the 
child  said :  '  I  see  something  white ;  I  Icnow  not         , 
what  it  IS.'     Then  he  began  jumping,  stamp- 
ing   like   a   possessed    creature,   and  cried: 
•There  now!  I  see  a  child,  like  myself,  ihat 
seems  lo  have  Komelhing  angelical.'    All  the         i 
assembly,  and  Cagliostro  himself,  remained 
speechless  wilh  emotion.  •  •  •  The  child  being         | 
anew  eioicised,  with  the  hands  of  the  Venera- 
ble on  his  head,  and  the   customary  prayers 
addressed  lo  Heaven,  he  looked  into  the  Bollle, 
and  said,  he  saw  his  sister  at  that  moment 
coming  down  stairs,  and  embracing  oue  of  her 
brothers.    That  appeared  impossible,  the  bro- 
ther in  quesiion  being  then  hundreds  of  miles 
off;  however,  Cagliostro  fell  Dot  disconcerted;         | 
said   they  might  send   to   Ifae   cooniry-house         j 

WonderfHil  enough.  Here,  however,  a  fact  | 
ralher  sudden  transpires,  which  (as  the  Inqui-  ' 
sition  Biographer  well  urges)  must  serve  to  I 
undeceive  all  believers  in  Cagiiosiro;  al  least, 
call  a  blush  inio  their  cheeks.  It  seems:  "The 
Grand  cophta,  ihe  restorer,  the  propagator 
of  Egyplian  Masonry,  Count  Caglioslro  him- 
self, tesiifies,  in  mosi  part  of  his  System,  ibe 
profoundesi  respect  for  ihe  Palriarch  Mojes: 
aa-lyti  Ihis  same  Cagliostro  affirmed  before  bis 
judges  that  he  had  always  felt  the  imurnioiinl- 
ablesl  autipalhy  lu  Moses;  and  allribiitea  this 
haired  In  his  constant  opinion,  thai  Moses  was 
a  thief  for  having  carried  ofl"  the  Egj'piian 
vessels;  which  opinion,  in  spile  of  all  the  lo- 
minous  arguments  that  were  opposed  to  him 
to  show  huw  erroneous  it  was,  be  has  CODli- 
nued  lo  hold  nilh  an  invincible  obstlouyr 
How  reconcile  th^se  two  inconai^teneiea  I  Af*, 

But  to  finisboff  this  Egyptian  Masooia  boti- 
ness,  and  bring  ii  all  to  a  focus,  we  shall  now, 
f>)r  the  first  and  fur  ibe  last  uine,  peep  one 
moment  through  the  spyglass  of  Monsienr  de 
Liichei,inihiii£iiaiinrI»/l/uHii'»i^infhi>.  The 
nhule  matter  being  su  much  of  a  chimera,  huw 
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Cku  •■  M  palsied  olherwisc  than  chimerkolly' 
Of  th«  rul'ovioe  pa»iu;p  one  ihiug  i<  trne,  thui 


R  creoiure  ot  die  seed  of  Adam  beli«v«!  it 
be  irD«.     LLtt.  li»l,  Ihen;  O  list! 

"The  Recipiend«ry  i*  led  by  a  darksome 
palb.  inlD  au  Immenxo  hall,  Ibe  ceiling,  ihe 
walli,ttie  lluoTuf  whicharecoTFcrdbf  ablacli 
clolh,  (prinkkd  m-er  with  red  flames  and  me- 
nacing terpeatt :  three  nepulchral  lamps  emit, 
from  time  to  lime,  a  dyiiir  glimmer;  aod  the 
■je  half  diitiaguishes,  in  inii  lu^brioas  den. 
cenain  wrecks  of  mortality  sutpeDded  by 
Aiaennl  crapes  i  a  heap  of  skeletoas  forms  in 
the  centre  a  sort  of  allar;  on  both  sides  of  il 
are  piled  books  i  tome  coniaiti  menacei  against 
th«  perjured ;  other?  Ihe  deadly  narraiive  of 
Ibe  vengeaQcei  which  the  Invisible  Spirit  has 
eiaeied ;  of  the  iarettial  evocations  for  a  long 
time  pruDounced  in  tain. 

"Eight hours  elapse.  Then  Phao loins,  trail- 
ing mortuary  veili,  slowly  crosi  lb#  hall,  and 
sink  in  caverns,  wi^ioui  aniJibla  noise  of  trap- 
doors or  of  falling.  You  noiice  only  Ihat  they 
are  gone,  by  a  fetid  odour  rihaled  from  ihem. 

"The  Novice  remains  four-and -twenty  hours 
in  this  gloomy  abode,  in  Ae  midst  ot  a  freezine 
lilence.  A  rigoroiu  fast  has  already  weakened 
hia  ihioking  faculties.  Liquors,  prepared  for 
Ihe  purpose,  first  weary,  and  ai  length  wear 
out  his  leases.  Al  his  feet  are  placed  three 
cups,  filled  with  a  drink  of  greenish  colour. 
Necessity  lifts  them  towards  his  lips;  invo- 
luntarily fear  repels  tbem. 

"  Al  last  appears  two  men  ;  looked  upon  as 
Ibe  ministers  of  death.  These  gird  'he  pale  brow 
oftheRecipiendary  with  an  auroral-coloured  ri- 
band, dipt  In  blood,  and  full  of  silvered  chamc- 
lers  mixed  with  Ihe  figu  re  of  Our  Lady  of  Loretio. 
He  receives  a  copper  crucifix,  of  two  inches 
length  1  to  his  neck  are  hung  a  sorl  of  amulets, 
wrapped  in  violet  cloih.  He  is  stript  of  his 
elolhes;  which  two  miaislering  brethren  de- 
posit on  a  funeral  pile,  erected  ai  the  other  end 
of  the  hall.  With  blood.on  his  naked  body,  are 
traced  crosses.  In  this  stale  of  suOtring  and 
humiliation,  he  sees  approaching  with  tai^e 
strides  five  Phantoms,  armed  wilh  swords,  and 
clad  in  garments  dropping  blood.  Their  faces 
are  veiled:  they  spread  a  velvet  carpelon  the 
floor;  kneel  there;  pray;  and  remain  with  ool- 
atrelched  hands  crossed  on  their  breaots,  and 
bee  fixed  on  ihc  ground,  in  deep  silence.  An 
hoar  passes  in  this  painful  altilade.  Afler 
which  fatiguing  trial,  plaintive  cries  are  heard; 
Ihe  funeral  pile  takes  lire,  yet  casts  only  a  pale 
light;  the  garments  are  thrown  on  il  and  bnrai. 
A  colossal  and  almost  transparent  Figure  rises 
from  the  very  bosom  of  ihe  pile.  At  sight  of 
it,  the  live  prostrated  men  fall  into  convulsions 
insupportable  to  look  on;  the  loo  faithful  inage 
of  those  foaming  struggles  wherein  a  mortal  al 
handgrips  with  a  sudden  pain  ends  by  sinking 

"  Then  a  Irrmbling  voice  pierces  Ihe  vault, 
and  aniculales  Ihe  formula  of  those  eiecrable 
oaths  that  are  to  be  sworn :  my  peu  falters ;  I  I  ihin? 
Ihink  myself  almost  guilty  to  retrace  ihem."     '  ' 

O  Luchei,  what  a  taking!  Is  there  no  hopi. 
Iefl,lhinkest  ihoa  !  Thv'brain  is  all  gone  ic 
addled  albumen;  help  seems  none,  if  not  in 
tha'  last   mother' s-bosom  of  all  Ihe   ruined 


Bra ndy-and- water '. — An  anfechai  »«rf»<jri 
laugh ;  but  ought  lo  recalleci  ibu.  batnt-f 

ago,  these  things  were  sad   leallunr- , 

heads  of  many  men. 

As  to  the  execrable  oaths,  this  ten^^ 
maiu  one :  "  Honour  and  respect  Jfiw^ 
/ana,  as  a  sure,  prompt,  and  necessaiy  i^ 
of  purging  the  Globe,  by  the  dealb  d. 
hebeuuon  of  such  as  endeavour  la  q 
the  TmUi,  or  atiatoh  il  from  our  haads."',^j 
•o  the  catastrophe  ends  by  bathing  oDi^ 
half-dead  Recipiendary  first  in  bloolbi^M 
afier  some  genuflections,  in  water:  ind^^j 
ing  him  a  repast  composed  of  rw^t^^ 
grieve  to  say,  mere  potan>es-and-poieL  .j^ 


Figure  now  all  this  boundless  nxm^ 
devised  Agglomerate  of  royal-arches.  ^^ 
heads,   hieroglrphicaliy  painted  scrr-^^— , 


cious  majonie  halls, dark,  or  in  iheg;^^, 
ahleai    theatrical     light-and-dark ;    *^^^ 
magic-lnntem,  Belshaxtar  hind-wni:;.^^, 
phosphorus:)  "plaintive  tones,"  gong*^^;^ 
hoary  beard  of  a  supematoral  Oninf  ciff 
emerging  from  tha  gloom; — and  bowBjjj 
Dol  only  indirecily  ihrongh  the  fool*fc  mw 
of  men,   but   directly  on   their  ImifuuM; 
connecting  itself  wilh  Enoch  ami  Elm,  n* 
Philanthropy,    Immortality.    Ekiiilnraw«a. 
and   Adam   Weissbaupt's   Ilium miu,  ud  > 
downwards  id   Ihe   infinite   Deep:  (pt  A 
ihis ;  and  in  ihe  centre  of  it,  siuug  "d""" 
alen.  Ihe  skilfullest  Panourgos,  ■wBfott'i 
mighty  chaos,  into  a  creation— of  nrir  "^ 
ney.    In  such  a  wide  plastic  oeeiiiottUI 
and  foam  had  the  Archquack  now  tuffif  * 
gun  lo  envelope  himself. 

Accordingly  he  goes  forlh  pra*|«n«(  "• 
lo  prosper.     Arrived  in  any  City,  he  toj* 
by  masonic  grip  to  accredit  himself  ™'' 
Venerable  of  the   place;  and,  nolbT  Jlf* 
as  formerly,  but  in  a  single  nighi.ijiBi™"'' 
in  Grand  Lodge  lo  all  thalis  fatle>ri>>d»> 
ishest  far  or  near;  and  in  the  fil'Ml'i"*' 
gilt-pasleboBT^  Masonic  hall.    There  bur* 
the  two  pillars  of  J  a  chin  and  Bou.u'J 
greal  Shecp&tealer   see   his  wliolf  S** '* 
Dupeables)  assembled  in  one  peolulil;"* 
liunaiely  blatani,  licking  the  band  f^'!'"' 
bleed  by.     Victorious  Acharal-B«lipo'  ™ 
genius  of   Amaxemenl,   moreover,  ^ 'J 
shed  her  glory  round  him ;  he  is  ™iiM[** 
ed,  a   Bupernalural  by  his  very  »''■   '^'* 
him  everywhere  welcomed  with  nviv«* 
awe-strack  silence:   gilt-pftstebosrd  rwa* 
sons  receive  him  under   the  Sietl-lfci  *> 
crossed  sabres;)  he  mounts  lo  the  PMld*' 
Venerable;  holds  high  discourse  boanm 
on  Masonry,  Morality,  Universal  Sriraot,* 
vinily,  and  Things  in   general,  wiih  ■''!~j 
liinity,  an  emphasis,  and  nnciion."  p(o(f™y 
il  appears,  "from  the  special  iaipiraw''! 
ihe  Holy  Ghosl."    Then  there  ar«  ^ffj*'] 
Lodges  lo  be  founded,  correspooilf')  ™  >'  _ 
involving  expense;}   elemenlail  ^ 
of  many  a  priceless  arcanom  ("^J! 
the  place  will  stand  it.  of  Ihe  Pentagon  il»l| 
can   be   given   to   Ihe   punfied   ui  Ufc*" 
gladly  would  he  giw  them,  bui  iheyhaveU" 
brought  from  the  uuennOGt  ends  of  tU  ™* 
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I  money.    Jiov,  (oo,  wiih  what 
IDpeniasiiy  do  iJI  the  old  trades  of  Egyp- 
tDraps,  Beaaly-wniers.  Seeret-raTours,  ex- 
^  thfmselvea,   and   rise   in  prire  !     Life- 
money  ed   Donothing,   this    seraphic 
•Si  is  Grand  Priestess  of  (he  Egyptian 
E  Lodges ;  has  a  touch  of   the  supra- 
Sane  UD<Kne  in  herx  among  all  ihy  in- 
I,  hadst  thou  ever  yel  Endym  ion -like  an 
e  viih   the  lunar  Diana, — called   also 
lei     And  than,  O  antique,  much-luvini: 
t  Dowager,  thu  Squire-of-dames   can  (it 
tn  prohable)  command  Ihe  Seven  An^ls, 
L  Anachiel  and  Cutnpnny  :  al  lowest,  has 
j  of  all  Europe  filed   on   him  L— The 
sckels  money  enough,  and  can,  seem  to 

I  US,  much  mediating  on  the  maiier,  it 
1  perhaps  strangest  of  all,  hov  Caunl 
Mm,  received  under  the  Steel  Arch, 
I  hold  DiscDDrse^,  of  from  one  to  three 
I  loDfc,  on  Universal  Science,  of  such 
on,  we  do  not  say  as  to  seem  inspired  by 
.{Boly  Spirit,  but  as  not  to  get  him  In^ed 
nit  of  doors,  (after  his  first  head  of  method,) 
iWd  drowned  in  whole  oceans  of  salt-and- 
linter.  The  man  could  not  speak  ;  only  bab- 
|tl«  in  long-winded  diffnsion!,  chaotic  circum- 
jvirinlions  tending  nowhiiher.  He  had  no 
joiaaght  for  KpeakiDg  with ;  he  had  not  even  a 
huiiage.  His  Sicilian -Italian,  and  Laqoais- 
le-rlace  French,  garnished  with  shreds  from 
■n  European  dialects,  was  wholly  intelligible 
to  no  mortal;  a  Tower-of-Babel  jargon,  which 
iBide  many  think  him  a  kind  of  Jew.  But 
jtldeed,  H'lih  the  language  of  Greeks,  or  of 
jAigHs.  what  belter  were  ill  The  mati  once 
WiraJI  has  no  articulate  utterance  i  ihai  tongue 
iflf  his  emits  noises  enoqgh,  but  no  speech. 
'%et  him  begin  the  plainest  story,  his  stream 
'iMigaalrs  at  the  first  singe:  chafes  ("ahem! 
in^cm!"):  loses  itself  in  the  earth;  or,  burs u 
'tis  over.  &ies  abroad  without  bank  or  chan- 
'^^1 — into  separate  plashes.  Not  a  stream, 
ntol  &  lake,  a  wide-spread  indefinite  marsh. 
;^E>  whole  thought  is  confused,  inexlricabte ; 
nittt,  thought,  what  resemblance  of  thought 
to  has,  cannot  deliver  itself,  except  in  gasps. 
Umlennc;  gushes,  spa-smodic  refliiences,  which 
Bade  bad  worse.  Bubble,  bubble,  toil  and 
mnhle:  how  thou  bubblest.  foolish  "Bubbly- 
Jockl"  Hear  him  once,  (and  on  a  dead-lifl 
eeeaiion.)  as  the  Inquisition  Oumey  reports  il: 
■■■I  mean,  and  1  wish  Id  mean,  that  even  as 
Ihoev  who  honour  their  father  and  mother,  and 
napecl  Ihe  sovereign  PonlilT,  are  blessed  of 
OMi  ecen  so  all  that  I  did,  I  did  il  by  the  or- 
der «f  Cod,  with  Ihe  power  which  he  vouch- 
nftd  me,  and  to  the  advantage  of  God  and  of 
Bblf  Cbnrch  i  and  I  mean  lo  give  the  proofs 
tof  all  ihat  I  have  done  aod  said,  not  only  phi-- 
sletllj'  but  morally,  by  showing  that  as  1  have 
•erred  (ohI  for  God  and  by  the  power  of  God, 
^C  bat  tciven  me  at  last  the  counierpoison  lo 
iMnfonnd  and  combat  Hell ;  for  I  know  no 
odier  enemies  than  those  ihal  are  in  Hell,  and 
If  Ian  wmnp  Ihe  Holy  Father  will  punish 
nc  ;  if  I  am  Hshl  he  will  reward  me.  and  if 
die  Holy  Father  could  get  into  his  hands  lo- 
Bight  these  answers  or  mine.  1  predict  to  all 
,  believers  and   uDbclieTers,  that  I 


of  God  as  an  apostle  to  defend  and  propagate 
relipon,  I  say  that  as  the  Holy  Chuten  has 
inslilnted  pastors  to  demonstrate  in  face  of 
the  world  that  she  is  Ihe  true  Catholic  faiUi, 
even  so,  having  operated  with  approbation  and 
by  the  counsel  of  pasiors  of  the  Holy  Chorch. 
I  am,  as  I  said,  fully  juslified  in  regard  lo  all 
my  operations  ;  and  these  pastors  have  as- 
sured me  thai  my  Egyptian  Order  was  divine, 
and  deserved  to  be  formed  into  an  Order  sanc- 
tioned by  the  Holy  Father,  as  I  said  in  an* 
other  interrogatory.' " 

How  then,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  said  we, 
could  such  a  babbling,  bubbling  Turkey-coelc 

Two  thing!  here  are  to  be  taken  into  account* 
First,  the  difference   between    speaking  and 
public  speaking;  a  difference   altogether  ge- 
oeric.    Secondly,  the  wonderful   power  of  a 
certain  audacity,  {often    named   impudence.) 
Was  it  never  thy  hard  fortune,  good  Reader, 
to   attend   any  Meeting  convened   for  Public 
purposes ;  any  Bible  Society.   Reform,   Con- 
servative. Thalchcd-Tavem,  Hogg-Dinner,  or 
other  such  Meeting!    Thou  hast  seen  some 
full-fed  Lonf-ear,  by  free  determination,  or  on 
eel  i;onstraini.  atart  lo  his  legs   and   give 
ice.    Well  aware  wen  ihou  thai  there  was 
1,  had  not  been,  could  not  be.  in  that  entire 
.-cranium  of  his  any  fraction  of  an  idea: 
rertheless  mark  him.     If  at  first  an   omi- 
115  haze  flit  round,  and  nothing,  not  even  non- 
ise,  dwell  in  his  rcooUeclion. — heed  ii  noi; 
him  but  plunge  desperately  on.  the  spell  ia 
broken.    Common-places  enough  are  at  hand; 
"labour  of  love,"'   "righw   of  -.uffering   mil- 
ions,"   "throne   and   altar,"   "divine  gill  of 
song,"  or  what  else  it  may  be ;  the  Meeting,  by 
ts  very  nnmr,  has  environed  itself  in  a  given 
itemeni  of  Common-place.     Bni  anon,  behold 
low  his  talking-organs  gets  healed,  and  Ihe 
friction  vanishes ;  cheers,  applauses  (wilh  the 
previous  dinner  and  strong  drink]  raise  him 
to  the  beighl  of  noblest  temper.     And  now  (as 
for  your  vociferous  Dullard  is  easiest  of  all) 
let  him  keep  on  the  soft,  safe  paralUI  coursa. 
(parallel  lo  the  Truth,  or  nearly  so;  for  Hea- 
'    sake,  not  in  wnrurf  with  it.)  no  obstacle 
meet  him ;  on  tlie  favouring  "  given  ele- 
of  Common-^lace"  he  triumphantly  ca- 
.    He  is  as  uie  ass,  whom  you  look  uid 
headlong   into  the  water :  the  water  at 
first  Ihreaiens  to  swallow  him  ;  but  he  findi, 
his  aalonifhmenl,  thni  he  can  >im>  therein, 
that  it  is  buoyant  and  bean*  him  along.    One 
sole  condition  is  indispensable:  audacity,  (vul- 
garly  called    impudence.)      Our    ass     mosi 
nmimi'  himself  lo  his  watery  "  element  i"   io 
free  daring,  strike  forth  his  fonr  limbs  trom 
:  Ihen  shall  he  not  drown  and  sink,  but 
It  gloriously  forward,  and   swim,   to   the 
admiration    of  bystanders.      The    ais,    safe 
landed  on  the  other  bank,  shakes  hia  rough 
hide,  wondersiruck  himself  at  the  (keulty  that 
lay  in  him.  and  waves  joyfulh'  his  long  ears : 
sn  loo  Ihe  public  speaker.     Ciglioslro,  as  w« 
know   him   of  old,  is   not   without  a  certain 
blubbery  oilinesa,  (of  aoul  as  of  hod;,}  wiA 
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Tdiemeooc  tjring  under  il;  has  the  volubWi, 
nnislesi  lon^Ve;  and  in  the  aoitacily  vulgarly 
called  i[n|>iidence  is  without  a  Tellov.  The 
CDnimo I) -places  of  such  Sieel-Arch  Meelmgs 
are  soon  at  bia  fiufrer  ends:  that  same  blul- 
b«ryoiliness  and  i-ehemence  lying  under  it 
(once give  Ihem  an  elemeul  and  stimulus)  are 
the  very  gift  of  a  fluent  public  speakei— lo 
Dup«ables. 

Here  too  lei  ns  menlion  a  circaiii stance,  not 
insigniQcant,  if  ime,  which  it  may  readily 
enough  be.  In  yonoger  years.  Beppo  Balsamo , 
DOce,  it  is  recorded,  took  .■^ome  pains  to  pro- 
cure, "from  a  country  near,"  underquile  false  ' 
pretences,  "a  bit  of  cotton  sleeped  in  holy  oils." , 
What  could  such  bit  of  cotton  sieeped  in  holy 
oils  do  for  him  1  An  Unbeliever  from  any  ^ 
basis  of  coDViclion  the  unbelieving  Beppo 
could  never  be;  but  solely  from  stupidity  and 
bad  morals.  Might  there  not  lie  in  thai  chaotic 
b1ubber>-  nature  of  his.  at  the  bottom  of  all,  a 
certain  musk-grain  of  real  Supersiitious  Be- 
lief 1  How  wonderfully  such  a  muslt-grain  of 
Belief  will  Bavour,  atid  impregnate  with  seduc- 
tive odour,  a  whole  inward  world  of  Quacker}-, 
so  thai  every  fibre  thereof  shall  smell  muii;  is 
well  known.  No  Quack  can  pi^rsuade  like 
him  who  has  himself  some  persuasinn.  Nay, 
so  wondrous  is  the  act  of  Believing,  Deception 
and  Self-deception  mast,  rigorously  speaking, 
coexist  in  all  Quacks  j  and  he  perhaps  were 
definable  as  the  best  Quack,  in  whom  the 
smallest  musk-grain  of  Ihe  taller  would  suf- 
ficiealty  Savour  Ihe  largest  mass  of  the  former. 
Bui  indeed,  as  we  know  otherwise,  was 
there  not  in  Caglioslro  a  certain  pinchbeak 
connlerfeic  of  all  that  is  golden  and  good  in 
man,  of  somewhat  even  that  is  be.'il !  Cheers, 
and  illuminated  hieroglyphs,  and  the  ravish- 
menl  of  thronging  audiences,  can  make  him 
maudlin ;  his  very  wickedness  of  practice  will 
render  him  louder  ia  eloquence  of  theory; 
and  "philanthropy,"  "divine  science,"  "depth 
of  unknown  worlds,"  "  finer  feelings  of  ihe 
heart,"  and  such  like  shall  draw  tears  from 
most  asses  of  sensibility.  Neither,  indeed,  is 
il  of  moment  how/nr  his  elementary  Common- 
places are,  how  empty  his  head  is,  so  he  but 
agitate  il  well;  thus  a  lead  drop  or  two,  put 
into  the  emptiest  dry-bladder,  and  jingled  to 
and  fro,  will  make  noise  enough ;  and  even 
(if  skilfully  tingled)  a  kind  of  manial  mui^ic. 

Such  is  the  Caglios trie  pal ver,  that  bewitches 
all  manner  of  believing  souls.  If  the  ancient 
Father  was  named  Chrysostom,  or  Monlh-of- 
Gold,  be  the  modern  Quack  named  Pinch- 
beeko-slom,  or  Mouth-of-Pinchbeck;  tu  an 
Age  of  Bronie  such  metal  finds  elective  affini- 
ties- On  Ihe  whole,  too,  it  is  worth  consider- 
ing what  element  your  Quack  specially  works 
in:  the  element  of  Wonder !  The  Genuine,  be 
he  artist  or  artisan,  works  in  the  finiiude  of 
the  Known;  the  Quack  in  Ihe  infinitude  of  (he 
Unknown.  And  then  how,  in  rapideM  pro- 
fression,  he  grows  and  advances,  once  start 
hitn !  "  Your  name  is  up,"  saya  the  adage, 
"yoo  may  lie  in  l>ed."  A  nimbus  of  " 
and  preternatural  Aslonishment  ei 
Caglioslro;  enchants  the  general  eye.  Thi 
few  reasoning  mortals,  scattered  here  and  there 
that  see  Ibrough  him,  deafened  in  the  univer 


sal  hubbub,  shoi  tb(4r 
dam;  eonfldenl  in   ihe  grand  iiMdi.T 
The  Enchanter  meauirhile  roIhoiWl 
whni    boundless    materials   nf  DKt; 
(which  nre  two  mainly :  first, (pmtws 
ciaily  Brute-mindedness.  Ihe  uliall 
religious  Unbelief;  thenGreedUiW)el 
Europe,  in  this  rhemosldecei>all«<(i 
ages,  are  stirred  up,  fennenunf  19  Ut 
ward  as  a  Comet;  liui 
(of  paying  >nd  praising  OnpM) 
long  radius,  what  city  and  pronoK 
over;    his    thinner   tail   {o' 
cnrious  Dupes)  stretches  il 
Good  Lavater,  from  amid  hi: 
could  say  of  him ;  '■  Ca^io) 
man  such  as  few  are  ;  in 
0  thai 
heart  and  humble,  like  a  t 
feeling  for  the 
Ihe  majesty  of  ihe  Lord  (i 

greal 
tells  what  is  not  ime.  and  pi 
does  not  perform.     Yel  da  I 
operations  as  deception,  lb 
what  he  calls  them."'     If  g 
so  say  of  him,  what  must 
raying  1 

Couiei-wisB,  progressing 
of  betllrdrums,  everywhere 

Arch,  evoking  spiriut, 

such  as  Could  stand  it.)  the 
iraversed  Saiony ;  al  Leipsie  _ 
the  hawser  of  a  brolher  quack  (] 
here  scarcely  recognisable  aa  ' 
wrecked  him.  Through  ~ 
Prussian  Poland,  he  prog 
at  length  (in  ihe  spring  of  1' 
at  Pelersburgh.  Hit  pavilii 
his  flag  prosperously  hoisledi 
have  long  ears ;  he  is  distribi '' 
become  his  wonlj  Spagiric 
the  poor;  a  train-oil  Prince 
something  like  bim,  for 
feels  his  chops  water 
phina:  all  goes  merry,  and  , 
best.  But  in  thoEedespouc  counine»4t' 
is  so  arbitrary.'  Caglioslru't  ihWM 
mnat  he  overhauled  by  the  EmptcM't' 
cian  (Rogerson,  a  hard  Annandalete 
found  naught,  the  Spagiric  Food  ut 
dog ;  and  so,  ihe  whole  panicaUis  ottt 
ship's  conduct  being  put  to^iher,lhal 
that  he  must  leave  Pelersburgh,  Il  i 
brief  term  of  hours,  Happy  for  bim  Ibui 
so  brief:  scarcely  is  be  gone,  ull  IbePn 
Ambassador  appears  with  a  compliitAI 
has  falsely  assumed  the  Prnssian  mit 
Rome;  the  Spanish  Ambassador  witt 
graver  complaint,  that  he  has  forged 
Cadi/.  However,  he  is  ia.fe  over  tba  lai 
let  them  complain  their  fill. 

In  Courland  and  in  Poland  great 
await  him  ;  yet  not  unalloyed  by  iwo  n 
vi^rses.  The  famed  Countess  ron  dtr 
(a  horn   Fair  Saint,  what   the 


Sthanr  Strli.)  as  yet  qui 


'pes   experience,  but  broken  down  wJthfneT 


COUNT  CAGLIOSTRO, 


'  44S 


friends,  sedre  to  question  the  world- 
s  Spint-snmmouer  on  the  secrets  of 
irisible  Kingdoms;  whither,  with  fond, 
^  eyes,  she  is  incessantly  looking.  The 
thioB  of  Pinchbecko-stom  cannot  impose 
s  pure-minded  simple  woman:  she  re- 
es  the  Quack  in  him,  (and  in  a  printed 
makes  known  the  same:)  Mephisto's 
ying  experience  with  Margaret,  as  above 
Id,  renews  itself  for  Cagliostro.*  At 
aw  too,  though  he  discourses  on  £g)'ptian 
Dry,  on  Medical  Philosophy,  and  the  igno- 

of  Doctors,  and  performs  successfully 
-Pupil  and  Cchmbj  a  certain  *<  Count  M.*' 
fches  more  than  doubt;  which  ends  in 
inty,  in    a  written   Cagliottro   Unmatked, 

Archquack,  triumphant,  sumptuously 
^d  in  the  city,  has  retired  with  a  chosen 
'  believers,  with  whom,  however,  was  this 
ieving  ** MV* into  the  country,  to  transmute 
8,  to  prepare  perhaps  the  Pentagon  itself, 
bat  night,  before  leaving  Warsaw,  '*  our 
kCaster"  had  spent  conversing  with  spirits. 
si  cries  **M.:"  Not  he;  but  melting 
s :  he  has  melted  a  mass  of  them  in  this 
ble,  which  now,  by  sleight  of  hand,  he 

I  fain  substitute  for  that  other,  filled  as 

II  saw,  with  red-lead,  carefuHy  luted  down, 
fd,  set  to  eool,  smuggled  from  among 
lands,  and  now  (look  at  it,  ye  asses!) 
nd  broken  and  hidden  among  these 
•s  !  Neither  does  the  Pentagon,  or  Elixir 
fe^  or  whatever  it  was,  prosper  better, 
sweet  Master  enters  into  expostulation  ;*' 
irs  by  his  great  God,  and  his  honour, 
e  will  finish  the  work  and  make  us  happy, 
irries  his  modesty  so  far  as  to  propose 
[ie  shall  work  with  chains  on  his  feet; 
ODsents  to  lose  his  life,  by  the  hands  of 
isciples,  if  before  the  end  of  the  fourth 
\e,  his  word  be  not  made  good.  He  lays 
and  on  the  ground,  and  kisses  it;  holds 
to  Heaven,  and  again  takes  God  to  wit- 
tbat  he  speaks  true ;  calls  on  him  to  ex- 
nate  him  if  he  lies.'*  A  vision  of  the 
r-bearded  Grand  Cophta  himself  makes 

solemn.  In  vain !  The  sherds  of  that 
sn  red-lead  crucible  (which  pretends  to 
I  here  unbroken  half-full  of  silver)  lie 
before  your  eyes :  that  "resemblance  of  a 
)iog  child,"  grown  visible  in  the  magic 
iag  of  our  Elixir,  proves  to  be  an  inserted 
nary-leaf:  the  Grand  Cophta  cannot  be 
'  too  toon. 

Mmt  **  M.'*  balancing  towards  the  opposite 
une,  even  thinks  him  inadequate  as  a 
ck. 

^tr  from  being  modest,"  says  this  Un- 
ker, "  he  brags  beyond  expression,  in  any- 
^B  presence,  especially  in  women's,  of  the 
d  faculties  he  possesses.  Every  word  is 
caggeration,  or  a  statement  you  feel  to  be 
v>bable.  The  smallest  contradiction  puts 
in  fury:  his  vanity  breaks  through  on  all 
t;  he  lets  you  give  him  a  festival  that  sets 
rhole  city  a-talking.  Most  impostors  are 
le,  and  endeavour  to  gain  friends.  This 
foxk  might  say,  studies  to  appear  arrogant, 
ake  all  men  enemies,  by  his  rude  injurious 
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speeches,  by  the  squabbles  and  groiges  he  in- 
troduces among  friends."  *'  He  quarrels  wiUi 
his  coadjutors  for  trifles ;  fancies  that  a  simple 
giving  of  the  lie  will  persuade  the  public  that 
they  are  liars."  "Schropfer  at  Leipsic  was 
far  cleverer."  "  He  should  get  some  ventrilo- 
quist for  assistant :  should  read  some  Books 
of  Chemistry ;  study  the  tricks  of  Philadelphia 
and  Comus."* 

Fair  advices,  good  "  M. ;"  but  do  not  you 
yourself  admit  that  he  has  a  ''  natural  genius 
for  deception;**  above  all  things,  "a  forehead 
of  brass,  {front  d*airain,)  which  nothing  can  dis- 
concert 1"  To  such  a  genius,  and  such  a  brow, 
Comus  and  Philadelphia,  and  all  the  ventrilo- 
quists in  Nature,  can  add  little.  Give  the 
Archquack  his  due.  These  arrogancies  of 
his  prove  only  that  he  is  mounted  on  his  high  ' 
horse,  and  has  Yiow  the  world  under  him. 

Such  reverses  (occurring  in  the  lot  of  every 
man)  are,  for  our  Cagliostro,  but  as  specks  in 
the  blaze  of  the  meridian  Sun.  With  undim- 
med  lustre  he  is,  as  heretofore,  handed  over 
from  this  "Prince  P."  to  that  "Prince  Q." 
among  which  high  believing  potentates,  what 
is  an  incredulous  "Count  M.?"  His  pockets 
are  distended  with  ducats  and  diamonds:  he 
is  off  to  Vienna,  to  Frankfort,  to  Sirasburg,  by 
extra  post;  and  there  also  will  work  miracles. 
"The  train  he  commonly  took  with  him,"  says 
the  Inquisition  Biographer,  "  corresponded  to 
the  rest ;  he  always  travelled  post,  with  a  con- 
siderable suite:  couriers,  lackeys,  body-ser- 
vants, domestics  of  all  sorts,  sumptuously 
dressed,  g^ve  an  air  of  reality  to  the  high  birtn 
he  vaunted.  The  very  liveries  he  got  made 
at  Paris  cost  twenty  Louit  each.  Apartments 
furnished  in  the  height  of  the  mode;  a  magni- 
ficent table,  open  to  numerous  guests;  rich 
dresses  for  himself  and  his  wife,  corresponded 
to  this  luxurious  way  of  life.  His  feigned 
generosity  likewise  made  a  great  noise.  OAen 
he  gratuitously  doctored  the  poor,  and  even 
gave  them  alms.**f 

In  the  inside  of  all  this  splendid  travelling 
and  lodging  economy,  are  to  be  seen,  as  we 
know,  two  suspicious-looking  rouged  or  un- 
rouged  figures,  of  a  Count  and  a  Countess ; 
lolling  on  their  cushions  there,  with  a  jaded, 
haggard  kind  of  aspect,  they  eye  one  another 
sullenly,  in  silence,  with  a  scarce-suppressed 
indignation;  for  each  thinks  the  other  does 
not  work  enough  and  eats  too  much.  Whether 
Dame  Lorenza  followed  her  peculiar  side  of 
the  business  with  reluctance  or  with  free 
alacrity,  is  a  moot-point  among  Biographers : 
not  so,  that,  with  her  choleric  adipose  Arch- 
quack, she  had  a  sour  life  of  it,  and  brawl- 
ing abounded.  If  we  look  still  further  in- 
wards, and  try  to  penetrate  the  inmost  self- 
consciousness  (what  in  another  man  would  be 
called  the  conscience)  of  the  Archquack  him- 
self, the  view  gets  most  uncertain;  little  or 
nothing  to  be  seen  but  a  thick  fallacious  haze. 
Which  indeed  ira«  the  main  thing  extant  there. 
Much  in  the  Count  Front-d*airain  remains 
dubious ;  yet  hardly  this :  his  want  of  clear 
insight  into  any  thing,  most  of  all  into  his  own 

*  Cagli»MiTo  dMasqni  6  Fartovu^  en  1780.     (Parte, 
1786.)    P.  35  «t  fef . 
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menl.  v>s  indeed  the  very  irranded  vbalc  for 
jackmls  lo  feed  od  :  oahappilj',  bovEter.  no 
one  jAcbsl  could  Iod^  be  left  ia  soiitar?  pos- 
■nsioB  of  him.  A  sharrvcr-looUivd  sbe-jackal 
DOW  strikes  in ;  bttrs  inliiiilFlf  deeper ;  strand- 
ed wh&le  and  he-jackal  both  are  like  to  bi 
come  her  prey.  A  young  French  Hmtui 
maker,  "  Counleu  de  La  Moile-Valoise,  d< 
iceniJed  from  Heiiry  IL  by  ibe  basiard  Lioe, 
wjthont  EliracI  of  Salum,  Egyptian  Masonry, 
or  any  (eerbal)  conference  with  Dark  Angels, 
—has  geniui  eaotigb  to  gel  her  finger  la  the 
Arcbqaack's  uch  Mermeiic  Ptojectioii,  appro- 
priate the  gotden  proceedi,,  and  eren  finally 
break  ibeecDcible.  Prince  Cardinal  Louis  de 
Rohan  is  off  lo  Paris,  under  her  guidance, 
see  Ibe  long-invisible  Qaeeo,  (or  Queen's  Ap- 
parition ;)  lo  pick  up  the  Rose  in  the  Garden 
of  Trianon,  drop!  by  berfairsham-royalhaJid; 
and  then— descend  rapidly  to  the  DenU  itnd 
dr»  Cagliosiro  along  with  him. 

The  inlelli^nt  reader  observes,  ve  hare 
now  arrived  at  that  stupendous  business 
DiaimmJ  .VrrHorc  into  the  dark  compli 
of  whiah  we  need  not  here  do  more  than 
glance;  who  knows  but,  neil  month, 
torteal  Chapter,  writien  specially  on 
jecl,  nay  iiscK  see  the  ligbi !  Enough,  for 
tbe  present,  if  ve  fancy  vividly  the  poor  whole 
Carilinal,  so  deep  in  the  adventure  ihatGtand- 
Cophlic  "  predictions  iran&milled  in  cipher" 
will  no  longer  illuminate  him;  but  Ibe  Grand 
Copbta  musi  leave  all  masonic  or  other  busi- 
ness, happily  begun  id  Napier,  Bonrdeaux, 
Lyons,  and  come  personally  lo  Paris  with  pre- 
dictions at  first  hand.  "The  new  Calchas," 
says  poor  Abbv  Georgel, "  must  have  read  the 
entrails  of  his  viclim  ill:  for, on  issuing:  from 
these  communications  wiih  tbe  Angel  of  Light 
and  of  Darkness,  he  prophesied  to  Ibe  Cardi- 
nal thai  this  happy  correspondence"  (with  the 
Queen's  Similitude)  "would  place  him  at  the 
higheil  point  of  Tavour;  that  hi.s  influence  in 
the  Governnient  would  soon  become  para- 
mount ;  that  be  would  use  it  for  ihe  propagation 
of  good  pripciple-s  the  glory  of  the  Supreme 
Being,  and  the  happiness  of  frenchiaen."  The 
new  Calchas  was  indeed  at  fault:  but 
could  he  be  o-.herwiaeT  Let  these  high  Ijt 
lavours,  and  all  lerreiitrial  shiftings  of  the 
wind,  turn  as  Ihey  will,  hit  reign,  he 


see,  IS  appoiuied  to  be  temporary :  in  Ihe  i 
while,  Tokay  flows  like  waler;  prophecH 
good,  not  of  evil,  are  the  method  to  keep  it 
Bowing.  Thus  if,  for  Circe  de  La  Molte-Valoise, 
theEgyptian  Masonry  IS  bnt  a  foolish  enchant^ 
cap  to  turn  her  fnl  Cardinal  into  a  quadruped 
willial.  Bhe  herself  converse-wi.ie,  for  the 
Grand  Cophto,  is  one  who  must  ever  fodder 
said  quadruped  (with  Court  Hopes,)  and  stall- 
feed  him  fatler  and  falter, — it  is  expected  for 
the  knife  of  bolS  parties.  They  are  mutually 
useful;  live  iu  peace,  aud  Tokay  festiviiy, 
though  muluall;  suspicious,  mutually  con- 
lempiuous.  So  stand  matters,  ihrough  the 
spring  and  summer  months  of  the  year  1786. 
But  fancy  next  that, — while  Tokay  is  flow- 
ing within  doors,  and  abroad  Egyptian  Lodi^es 
arc  getting  founded,  and  gold  and  elory,  from 
Paris  as  from  olher  cities,  suptmaiurally 
J  iDr— the  latter  end  of  Augu.i  has  ar- 


nred,  and   with  r 
lodge  the  whole  aobuly  Bl 
dinal  down  to  Shaak-<|aeea,iD 
Ihe   Bastille  !     There,  lot  a' 
lei  ihem  bowl  and  wail  fu't) 
and  emit  the  falsest  of  &" 
which  ihat  XiiBircrt  ptitr 
fii  pnMntt  ^£tttul.r^  C^^ 
sond  Acharals,  Schen6  cl  U 
tare's   unforianaie  Child,  all  p 
with  rrencA  types  in 
bear  ihe  jma.    Fancy  thai  !t 
monds  wiit  nowhere  nneailb  lb 
the  Tnilenes  Palace  si 
ment.  and  speechless  ehagiiD;  d 
■II  Europe,  is  ringing  wilb  tl 
Count  Froat-of-brass  PiMcbbei 
fronted,  at  the  judgment  b 
Circe  lie  La  Mi^iie,  bas  ne< 
qnence;  that  nevertheless  ll 
prevails,  and  eiasperaled  < 
candlesiicli  at  him."     finally,  ll 
of  .May.  1TS6,  the   assembled  P 
Paris,  "at  nine  in  the  ev 
of  eighteen  hours,"  has  s 
judgment:    and  now   that  Caidi 
gone  "  lo  bis  estales:"  C< 
is  shaven  oa  the  head,  bi 
iron,-V"   (li/««)  oa  I 
confined  for  life  lo  ib«  SalpetrJfarjJ 
wanderiug  auceriain,  with  ili~~ 
over  ttie  British  Empire ; 
(for  handling  a   queen's 
ever;  the  to     .         '  "     " 
va  (with  her  unfulhered  ii 
Court :'"— and  Grand  Cuphu 
lad,  indeed,  but  pillaged,  and  otdindH 
in  lake  himself  away.  His  discipltsfi' 
iheir  windows;    bui  what   does  thk* 
Commissary  Chesnon,  BasuU»^ 
nay  cannot  recullect  the  least  n 
those  priceless  effects,  those  gM* 
pealing  watches  of  bis;  be  n 
to  Passy  ihat  very  nitthltandtt 
wards,  sees  nothing  for  it  b      " 
England.    Thus   does   the  n 
herring  iragedy  of  Ihe  Diam 
If  up.  and  wind  Caglios 

hospitable  shores.  

•■d  here,  and  lodged  toleraUr  t** 
atreet,KBightsbridge,"byiheaidofMr.{i 
Wine-merchant  Apothecary)  8wilili>>,lo ' 
he  carries  iotroduetions,  he  can  dcin' 
trade  in  Egyptian  pills.  '  '  ~ 
shillings  the  dram;)  in 
Egyptian  Lodges;  ii 

Sirasburgi'* — if  x 


At  all  e< 


9.  be 


isciples.  compose  and   pnfe 

Peupir  Jnglais:   selling  folll 
h  eard-of  generosities,un  beard-of  iajuslie 
fered  (in  a  world  not  wurlhy  of  htBi)altbc 
ofEaglish  Lawyers,  Bastille  Govenion.'k 
Counts,  and  others ;  bis   Lttirt  us  T 
singing  to  the  same  tune,  predietiag 
many  inspired  Editors  had  already  bt.. 
"the  Basiille   would   be   destrored"  ■ 
:ing   would   cume   who    &bcnild    govt 
St  Dies-General."  But,  alas,  the  abafls  of  0 
cism  are  busy  w.lli  him;  so  muif  hi 
look  lowatds  Jkim:  tJk«  wtnl^ .«.  tit 


COUNT  CAGU08TR0. 


U7 


>o  hot  for  him.  Mark,  Devertheless,  how 
*ow  of  brass  quails  not ;  nay  a'  touch  of 
d  poetic  Humour,  even  in  this  sad  crisis, 
pectedly  uiifolds  itself.  One  Morande, 
r  of  ft  Courier  de  P Europe  published  here 
M  period,  haa  for  some  time  made  it  his 
ftctioD  to  be  the  foremost  of  Cagliostro's 
lies.  Cagliostro  (enduring  much  in  si- 
Q  happens  once,  in  some  "  public  audi- 
.  to  mention  a  practice  he  had  witnessed 
rabia  the  Stony :  the  people  there,  it  seems, 
a  the  habit  of  fattening  a  few  pigs  annual- 
a  provender  mixed  with  arsenic ;  where- 
«  whole  pig-carcase  by  and  by  becomes, 

speak,  arsenical ;  the  arsenical  pigs  are 
let  loose  into  the  woods  ;  eaten  by  lions, 
rds,  and  other  ferocious  creatures;  which 

naturally  all  die  in  consequence,  and  so 
^oods  are  cleared  of  them.  This  adroit 
ice  the  Sieur  Morande  thought  a  proper 
ct  for  banter;  and  accordingly,  in  his 
ateenth  and  two  following  Numbers,  made 
f  enough  with  it  Whereupon  Count  Front- 
iss,  whose  patience  has  limits,  writes  as 
trtisement  (still  to  be  read  in  old  files  of 
*ublic  jSdvertiser,  under  date  September  3, 
)  a  French  Letter,  not  without  causticity 
aristocratic  disdain;  challenging  the  witty 
r  to  breakfast  with  him,  for  the  9th  of 
ember  next,  in  the  face  of  the  world,  on  an 
il  Sucking  Pig,  fattened  by  Cagliostro, 
sooked,  carved,  and  selected  from  by  the 
r  Morande, — under  bet  of  Five  Thousand 
leas  sterling  that  next  morning  thereafter, 
le  Sieur  Morande  shall  be  dead,  and  Count 
iostro  be  alive !  The  poor  Sieur  durst  not 
Done ;  and  backed  out  of  the  transaction, 
iog  wry  faces.  Thus  does  a  kind  of  red 
ery  splendour  encircle  our  Archquack's 
lie ;  thus  with  brow  of  brass,  grim  smiling, 
he  meet  his  destiny. 

It  suppose  we  should  now,  from   these 

gn  scenes,  turn  homewards,  for  a  moment, 

the  native   alley  in  Palermo!  Palermo, 

its  dinginess,  its  mud  or  dust;  the  old 
c  Balsamo  House,  the  very  beds  and  chairs, 
ire  still  standing  there:  and  Beppo  has 
ed  so  strangely,  has  wandered  so  far  away, 
la  look ;  for  happily  we  have  the  fairest 
ftnnity. 

April,  1787,  Palermo  contained  a  Travel- 
if  a  thousand;  no  other  than  the  great 
be  from  Weimar.  At  bis  Table-d'hote  he 
d  mach  of  Cagliostro ;  at  length  also  of  a 
in  Palermo  Lawyer,  who  had  been  engaged 
le  French  Government  to  draw  up  an  an- 
tic genealogy  and  memoir  of  him.  This 
fer,  and  even  the  rude  draught  of  his 
lOir,  he  with  little  difficulty  gets  to  see ; 
ires  next  whether  it  were  not  possible  to 
be  actual  Balsamo  Family,  whereof  it  ap- 
I  the  mother  and  a  widowed  sister  still 
iye.  For  this  matter,  however,  the  Lawyer 
io  nothing ;  only  refer  him  to  his  Clerk ; 
again  starts  difficoltics :  To  get  at  those 
ilogic  Documents  he  has  been  obliged 
rent  some  story  of  a  Government  Pension 
I  in  the  wind  for  those  poor  Balsamos ; 
low  that  the  whole  matter  is  finished,  and 
^aper  sent  off  to  France,  has  nothing  so 
I  «t  heart  as  to  keep,  out  of  their  way : 


**  So  said  the  Clerk.  However,  as  I  could 
not  abandon  my  purpose,  we  after  some  study 
concerted  that  I  should,  give  myself  out  for  an 
Englishman,  and  bring  the  family  news  of 
Cagliostro,  who  had  lately  got  out  of  the  Bas- 
tille, and  gone  to  London. 

"  At  the  appointed  hour,  it  might  be  three  in 
the  afternoon,  we  set  forth.  The  house  lay  in 
the  corner  of  an  Alley,  not  far  from  the  main- 
street  named  //  Casaro,  We  ascended  a  mise- 
rable stair,  and  came  straight  into  the  kitchen. 
A  woman  of  middle  stature,  broad  and  stout, 
yet  not  corpulent,  stood  busy  washing  the 
kitchen  dishes.  She  was  decently  dressed; 
and,  on  our  entrance,  turned  up  the  one  end 
of  her  apron,  to  hide  the  soiled  side  from  us. 
She  joyfully  recognised  ray  conductor,  and 
said :  *  Signor  Giovanni,  do  you  bring  us 
good  news  ?     Have  you  made  out  any  thing  V 

"  He  answered :  'In  our  affair,  nothing  yet: 
but  here  is  a  Strangjcr  that  brings  a  salutation 
from  your  Brother,  and  can  tell  you  how  he  is 
at  present' 

*'  The  salutation  I  was  to  bring  stood  not  in 
our  agreement:  meanwhile,  one  way  or  other,, 
the  introduction  was  accomplished.  *  You 
know  my  Brother  V  inquired  she. — *  All  Europe 
knows  him,'  answered  I;  'and  I  fancied  it 
would  gratify  you  to  hear  that  he  is  now  in 
safety  and  well ;  as,  of  late,  no  doubt  you  have 
been  anxious  about  him.' — *  Step  in,'  said  she, 
'I  will  follow  you  directly;* and  with  the  Clerk 
I  entered  the  room. 

"  It  was  large  and  high;  and  might,  with  us,, 
have  passed  for  a  saloon;  it  seemed,  indeed^ 
to  be  almost  the  sole  lodging  of  the  family.  A 
single  window  lighted  the  large  walLs,  which 
had  once  had  colour;  and  on  which  were  black 
pictures  of  saints,  in  gilt  frames,  hanging 
round.  Two  large  beds,  without  curtains,  stood 
at  one  wall ;  a  brown  press,  in  the  form  of  a 
writing-desk,  at  the  other.  Old  rush-bottomed 
chairs,  the  backs  of  which  had  once  been  gilt, 
stoQ4  by;  and  the  tiles  of  the  floor  were  in 
many  places  worn  deep  into  hollows.  For  the 
rest,  all  was  cleanly;  and  we  approached  the 
family,  which  sat  assembled  at  the  one  win* 
dow,  in  the  other  end  of  the  apartment. 

**  Whilst  my  guide  was  explaining,  to  the 
old  Widow  Balsamo,  the  purpose  of  our  visit, 
and  by  reason  of  her  deafness  must  repeat  his 
words  several  times  aloud,  I  had  time  to  ob> 
serve  the  chamber  and  the  other  persons  in  it. 
A  girl  of  aboat  sixteen,  well  formed,  whose 
features  had  become  uncertain  by  small-pox, 
stood  at  the  window ;  beside  her  a  young  man, 
whose  disagreeable  look,  deformed  by  the  same 
disease,  also  struck  me.  In  an  easy-chair,, 
right  before  the  window,  sat  or  rather  lav  a 
sick,  much  disshapen  person,  who  appeared  to 
labour  under  a  sort  of  lethargy. 

"  My  guide  having  made  himself  understood, 
we  were  invited  to  take  seats.  The  old  woman 
put  some  questions  to  me ;  which,  however,  J 
had  to  get  interpreted  before  I  could  answer 
them,  the  Sicilian  dialect  not  being  quite  at  my 
command. 

**  Meanwhile  I  looked  at  the  aged  widow 
with  satisfaction.  She  was  of  middle  stature, 
but  well-shaped;  over  her  regular  features^ 
which  age  had  not  deformed,  lay  that  sort  of 
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peaee  orail  with  ^ple  tliat  have  lost  (heir 
heariog ;  the  tone  of  her  voice  was  soft  and 
agreeable. 

"I  answered  her  questions;  and  mj  an- 
swers also  had  again  to  be  interpreted  for 
■her. 

^  The  slowness  of  onr  conversation  gave  me 
ieisure  to  measure  my  words.  I  told  her  that 
her  son  had  been  acquitted  in  France*  and 
was  at  present  in  England*  where  he  met  with 
;good  reception.  Her  joy,  which  she  testified 
at  these  tidings,  was  mixed  with  expressions 
•of  a  heartfelt  piety ;  and  as  she  now  spoke  a 
little  loader  and  slower,  I  could  the  better 
understand  her. 

"  In  the  mean  time,  the  daughter  had  en- 
tered, and  taken  her  seat  beside  my  conductor, 
who  repeated  to  her  fitithfully  what  I  had  been 
Jiarrating.  She  had  put  on  a  clean  apron ;  had 
set  her  £ur  in  order  under  the  net-cap.  The 
more  I  looked  at  her,  and  compared  her  with 
her  mother,  the  more  striking  became  the  dif- 
ference of  the  two  figures.  A  vivacious,  healthy 
Sensualism  (Smtdkhkiit)  beamed  forth  from 
the  whole  structure  of  the  daughter :  she  might 
be  a  woman  of  about  forty.  With  brisk  blue 
eyes,  she  looked  sharply  round;  yet  in  her 
look  I  could  trace  no  suspicion.  When  she 
sat,  her  figure  promised  more  height  than  it 
shpwed  when  she  rose :  her  posture  was  de- 
terminate, she  sat  with  her  body  leaned  for- 
wards, the  hands  resting  on  the  knees.  For 
the  rest,  her  physiognomy,  more  of  the  snubby 
than  the  sharp  sort,  reminded  me  of  her  Bro- 
ther's Portrait,  familiar  to  us  in  engravings. 
She  asked  me  several  things  about  my  journey, 
my  purpose  to  see  Sicily ;  and  was  convinced 
I  would  come  back,  and  celebrate  the  Feast  of 
Saint  Rosalia  with  them. 

**  As  the  grandmother,  meanwhile,  had  again 
put  some  questions  to  me,  and  I  was  busy 
answering  her,  the  daughter  kept  speaking  to 
my  companion  half-aloud,  yet  so  that  I  could 
take  occasion  to  ask  what  it  was.  He  an- 
swered :  Signora  Capitummino  was  telling 
him  that  her  Brother  owed  her  fourteen  gold 
Ounces ;  on  his  sudden  departure  from  Palermo, 
she  had  redeemed  several  things  for  him  that 
were  in  pawn ;  but  never  since  that  day  had 
either  heard  from  him,  or  got  money  or  any 
other  help,  though  it  was  said  he  had  great 
riches,  and  made  a  princely '  outlay.  Now 
would  not  I  perhaps  undertake,  on  my  return, 
to  remind  him,  in  a  handsome  way,  of  the 
debt,  and  procure  some  assistance  for  her; 
nay,  would  I  not  carry  a  Letter  with  me,  or  at 
all  events  get  it  carried  1  I  offered  to  do  so. 
She  asked  where  I  lodged,  whither  she  must 
send  the  Letter  to  me  !  I  avoided  naming  my 
abode,  and  offered  lo  call  next  day  towards 
night,  and  receive  the  letter  myself. 

*'  She  thereupon  described  to  me  her  unto- 
ward situation :  how  she  was  a  widow  with 
three  children,  of  whom  the  one  girl  was  gel- 
ting  educated  in  a  convent,  the  other  was  here 
present,  and  her  son  just  gone  out  to  his  les- 
son. How,  beside  these  three  children,  she 
had  her  mother  to  maintain ;  and  moreover 
out  of  Christian  love  had  taken  the  unhappy 
sick  person  there  to  her  house,  whereby  the 
burden  was  heavier:   how  all  her  industry 
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would  scareely  sufBoe  to  get 
herself  and  hers.  She  ka^  indeed  ihM 
did  not  leave  good  worln  luirewavU; 
must  sigh  very  sore  under  the  load  she 
longbome. 

**The  young  people  ttuxeMs'  -die 
and  our  conversation  ^rew  Uvdieft' 
speaking  with  the  others,  I  could  hear 
old  widow  ask  her  daughter:  flf  I 
then,  to  their  holy  ReligioD  1    I  reouiM 
that  the  daughter  strove,  in  a  pradeot 
avoid  an  answer;  signifying  to  hen 
far  as  I  could  take  it  ap:  that  the 
seemed  to  have  a  kind  feeling  lowaids 
and  that  it  was  not  well-bred  lo  qaestiBa 
one  straightway  on  that  point 

"As  they  heard  that  I  was  aooa 
Palermo,  they  became  more  pressiBg^ 
portuoed  me  to  come  back;  eepeeiall' 
mg  the  paradisaic  dajrs  of  the  Rosalia  1 
the  like  of  which  was  not  to  be  teen  aai 
in  all  the  world. 

**  My  attendant,  who  had  long  beea 
to  get  oflT,  at  last  put  an  end  to  the  iai 
by  his  gestures;  and  I  promiaed  lo 
the   morrow  evening,  and   lake  the 
My  attendant  expressed  his  joy  that  i 
gone  off  so  well,  and  we  parted  BnrtnBf 
tent. 

"  Tou  may  fancy  the  impresaioa  dni 
and  pious,  well-dispositioned  fiuiiljiMf 
on  me.  My  curiosity  was  satisfied ;  bn 
natural  and  worthy  bearing  had  ndH 
interest  in  me,  which  reflection  did  M 
crease. 

**  Forthwith,  however,  there  arose  froa 
anxieties   about  the  following  day.    It 
natural  that  this  appearance  of  mine,  whidk 
the  first  moment  had  taken  them  bysai 
should,  after  my  departure,  awaken  mssf 
flections.     By   the   Genealogy  I   knew 
several  others  of  the  family  were  in  lift: 
was  natural  that  they  should  call  their  ' 
together,  and  in  the  presence  of  all,  gel 
things  repealed  which,  the  day  before, 
had  heard  from  me  with  admiration, 
ject  was  attained;    there   remained 
more  than,  in  some  good  fashion,  to  eU 
adventure.    I  accordingly  repaired  neit 
directly  af\er  dinner,  alone   to  their 
They  expressed  surprise  as  I  entered. 
Letter  was  not  ready  yet,  they  said;  and 
of  their  relations  wished  to  make  myacqi 
ance,  who  towards  night  would  be  there. 

**  I  answered  that  having  to  set  00*10-01 
morning,  and  visits  still  to  pay,  and 
to  transact,  I  had  thought  it  better  to 
early  than  not  at  all. 

"  Meanwhile  the  son  entered,  whom 
day  I  had  not  seen.  He  resembled  his 
in  size  and  figure.  He  brought  the  Letter 
were  to  give  me ;  he  had,  as  is  comaci 
those  parts,  got  it  written  out  of  doors,  bf 
of  their  Notaries  that  sit  publicly  to  do 
things.  The  young  man  had  a  still,  bi 
choly,  and  modest  aspect ;  inquired  after  IJ 
Uncie,  asked  about  his  riches  and  oatlajs^^ 
added  sorrowfully,  Why  had  he  so  fofj^j 
his  kindred!  *  It  were  our  greatest  fortw 
continued  he, '  should  he  once  retora  kiM 
and  take  notice  of  us ;  but,'  c<mtiBQed  ka  *^ 
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•e  he  to  let  jcm  know  that  he  had  relatives  |  fatherless  children,  we  can  believe  at  least, 
flilermot    ft  is  said, he  everywhere  denies',  that  the  fourteen  gold  Ounces  were  paid,  by  a 

tid  gives  himself  out  for  a  man  of  great'  sure  handrand  so  her  heavy  burden,  for  some 
\  I  answered  this  question,  which  had  space,  lightened  a  little. 
lr  arisen  by  the  imprudence  of  my  Guide  at  Count  Cagliostro,  all  thisi  while,  is  rapidly 
r first  entrance, in  such  sort  as  to  make  it  proceeding  with  his  Fi^h  Act;  the  red  cop- 
te  that  the  Uncle,  though  he  might  have  pery  splendour  darkens  more  and  more  into 
iKins  for  concealing  his  birth  from  the  |  final  gloom.  Some  boiling  muddle-heads  of  a 
|lte,  did  ytt,  towards  his  friends  and  ac-  dupeable  sort  there  still  are  in  England: 
ihtance,  keep  it  no  secret.  '  Popish-Riot  Lord   George,  for   instance,  will 

-"The  sister,  who  had  come  up  during  this  walk  with  him  to  Count  Banhelem/s,  or 
dojgne,  and  by  the  presence  of  her  brother,*  d*Adh^mar*8;  and,  in  bad  French  and  worse 
Aaps  also  by  the  absence  of  her  yesterday's ;  rhetoric,  abuse  the  Queen  of  France :  but  what 
fid,  had  got  more*  courage,  began  also  to|  does  it  profit  1  Lord  George  must  one  day 
lA  with  much  grace  and  liveliness.    They'  (af\er  noise  enough)  revisit  Newgate  for  it; 

Fd  me  earnestly  to  recommend  them  to  and  in  the  meanwhile,  hard  words  pay  no 
Uncle,  if  I  wrote  to  him ;  and  not  less ;  scores.  Apothecary  Swinton  begins  to  get 
jhestly,  when  once  I  should  have  made  this   wearisome  ;  French  spies  look  ominously  in ; 

^ney  tflrough  the  Island,  to  come  back  and  Egyptian  Pills  are  slack  of  sale ;  the  old  vul- 
H  the  Rosalia  Festival  with  them.  i  turous  Attorney-host  anew  scents  carrion,  is 

JiThe  mother  spoke  in  accordance  with  herj  bestirring  itself  anew:  Count  Cagliostro,  in 
Uren.  *8ir,'  said  she,  'though  it  is  not'  the  May  of  1787,  must  once  more  leave  Eng- 
Jtoly,  as  I  have  a  grown  daughter,  to  seej  land.    But  whither t     Ah,  whither!    At  Bdle, 

.jiBf^r  gentlemen  in  my  house,  and  one  has!  at  Bienoe,  over  Switzerland,  the  game  is  up. 
|M  to  guard  against  both  danger  and  evil-  At  Aix  in  Savoy,  there  are  baths,  but  no  gnd- 
■king,yet  shall  you  ever  be  welcome  to  us,  *  geons  in  them :  at  Turin,  his  Majesty  of  Sar- 

fcyoQ  return  to  this  city.*  dinia  meets  you  with  an  Order  to  begone  on 

_  0  yes/  answered  the  young  ones,  *we'  the  instant.  A  like  fate  from  the  Emperor 
~l  lead  the  Gentleman  all  round  the  Festival :  Joseph  at  Roveredo ; — before  the  Liber  memori~ 
rwill  show  him  every  thing,  get  a  place  on  alU  de  Caleottro  dum  euct  Roboretti  could  extend 
{.teafToIds,  where  the  grand  sights  are  seen '  to  many  pages !    Count  Front-of-brass  begins 

fWhat  will  he  say  to  the  great  Chariot,',  confessing  himself  to  priests:  yet  **at  Trent 
ttore  than  all,  to  Uie  glorious  IUumina->  paints  a  new  hieroglyphic  Screen," — touching 
kf  I  last  flicker  of  a  light  that  once  burnt  so  high ! 

"Meanwhile  the  Grandmother  had  read  the  He  pawns  diamond  buckles;  wanders  neces- 
$tt  and  again  read  it  Hearing  that  I  was  |  sitous  hither  and  thither ;  repents,  unrepents ; 
4«t  to  take  leave,  she  arose,  and  gave  me ;  knows  not  what  to  do.  For  Destiny  has  her 
$  folded  sheet.    '  Tell  my  son,*  began  she !  nets  round  him  ;  they  are  straitening,  straiten- 

ta  noble  vivacity,  nay,  with  a  sort  of  in-'  ing;  too  soon  he  will  be  ginned  I 
tioo, '  Tell  my  son  how  hanpy  the  news  <  Driven  out  fVom  Trent,  what  shall  he  make 
rmade  me,  which  you  brought  from  him !  of  the  new  hieroglyphic  Screen,  what  of  him- 
him  that  I  clasp  him  to  my  heart* — here  ^  self?  The  way-worn  Grand-Cophtess  has  begun 
•  stretched  out  her  arms  asunder,  and  press-  *  to  blab  family  secrets;  she  longs  to  be  in  Rome, 
-Ihem  again  together  on  her  breast — *  that  I .  by  her  mother's  hearth,  by  her  mother's  grave ; 
Py  beseech  God  and  our  Holy  Virgin  for  him  •  in  any  nook,  where  so  much  as  the  shadow  of 
^>pnyer ;  that  I  give  him  and  his  wife  my  refuge  waits  her.  To  the  desperate  Count 
■ring ;  and  that  I  wish  before  my  end  to  see  |  Front-of-brass    all  places   are  nearly  alike : 

urged  by  a  female  babble,  he  will  go  to  Rome 
then;  why  not?  On  a  May-day,  of  the  year 
1789,  (when  such  glorious  work  had  just  begun 
in  France,  to  him  all  forbidden !)  he  enters  the 
words,  which  moreover  were  accom- 1  Eternal  City:  it  was  his  doom-summons  that 
■led  with  lively  gestures,  wherewith  that  |  called  him  thither.  On  the  29th  of  next  De- 
cember, the  Holy  Inquisition,  long  watchful 
enough,  detects  him  founding  some  feeble 
(moneyless)  ghost  of  an  Egyptian  Lodge; 
** picks  him  off,"  (as  the  military  say,)  and 
locks  him  hard  and  fast  in  the  Castle  of  St 


again,  with  these  eyes,  which  have  shed 
■any  tears  for  him.' 
*The  peculiar  grace  of  the  Italian  tongue 
Mired  the  choice  and  noble  arrangement  of 


■km   can    add    such  a  charm  to  spoken 

■ids* 

*I  took  my  leave,  not  without  emotion. 

Mty  all  gave  me  their  hands ;  the  children 

vwed  me  out ;  and  as  I  went  down  stairs. 

By  jumped  to   the  balcony  of  the  kitchen  |  Angelo : 

Mow,  which •  projected   over   the    street;'  .^     v.  •  .    .  ,       .. » 

Bed  af^er  me,  threw  me  salutes,  and  repeat- '  '      '^ 


M  that  I  must  in  no  wise  forget  to  come  back. 
iair  them  still  on  the  balcony,  when  I  turned 
»  comer."' 


Count  Cagliostro  did  not  lose  all  hope: 
nevertheless  a  few  words  will  now  suffice  for 
him.    In  vain,  with  his  mouth  of  pinchbeck  and 


fooT  old  Felicita,  and  must  thy  pious  pray- '  his  front  of  brass,  does  he  heap  chimera  on  chi- 
fe,  thy  motherly  blessings,  and  so  many  tears  i  mera;  demand  religious  Books,  (which  are 
md  by  those  old  eyes,  be  all  in  vain !    To  |  freely  given  him  :)  demand  clean  Linen,  and  an 


rself,  in  any  case,  they  were  blessed. — As 
*  the  Signora  Capitummino,  with  her  three 


•  flMtbe'i  ir«rte,  {iUMmniteke  Rtue,)  xxvUl.  14f . 
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interview  with  his  Wife,  (which  are  refused 
him;)  assert  now  that  the  Egyptian  Masonry 
is  a  divine  system,  accommodated  to  erring  and 
gullible  men,  which  the  Holy  Father,  when  he 


CABLYLE'S  MISCELLANEOUS  WRITDJGe;. 


toovribvill  pntroDiie;  anon  lb«l  (here  are 
■ome  four  rnillioaa  of  rreen)B«wiis,  iprcad  over 
Europe,  all  swoni  lo  exierininate  Piiesi  and 
King,  wherever  met  wiih  :  in  vain!  ihey  wtll 
not  aequti  him,  at  tuisitaitnionA  Theuphitan- 
Ihrapisl ;  will  uol  emit  him.  in  Pope'n  paj-,  as 
rtQcgftd*  Masonic  Spy :  "  he  can'i  get  oul." 
Donna  Lorenia  languishes,  invisilileio  him, in 
a  neighbouring  eeli;  begins  at  len^h  to  rua- 
ftal  Whereupon  he  100,  in  lorrents,  will 
ecalt  eonfe»iutia  and  fcircitall  her :  these  the 
Inqnililion  poclcet  and  sift  (whence  this  Li/i 
«/ £aUo«w} )  bat  will  uol  let  him  oul  In  fine, 
after  aciDic  eigblMO  monihs  of  »he  weariest 
boanding.  doubling.  wi>rrjiiig,  and  sianiJiitg  at 
bay,  Hi>  Holiness  gives  sentence  ;  The  Mnnu- 
scrisl  of  Kgfpiian  Masonry  is  tu  be  burnt  by 
hand  i>f  ih«  comraon  Hangman,  and  all  that  itt- 
unncddle  with  snch  Masonry  are  accufsed; 
Giuseppe  Balsamo,  justly  forfeited  of  life,  (tor 
being  a  Freemason,)  sbnll  neverlheleis  in 
mercy  be  forgiven;  inslrucied  in  the  duties 
of  penitence,  and  even  kept  safe  thenceforth 
and  till  dealh,— in  ward  of  Holy  Church.  »■■ 
starred  Acbarat,  rausi  it  so  end  with  ihce ! 
This  was  in  April,  nai- 

He  addressed  {how  vainly!)  an  appeal  10 
the  French  ConBUluenl  Assembly.  As  was 
Eaid,  in  Heaven,  in  Earth,  or  in  Hell  there  was 
no  Assembly  thai  could  well  take  his  part- 
For  four  years  tnoie,  spent  one  knows  not 
how, — most  probably  in  the  ^ror  of  edacilj, 
with  InsDfficieni  cookery,  and  the  nupor  of  in- 
digestion,— the  curtain  lazily  falls.  There 
rotted  and  gave  way  the  cordage  of  a  tough 
heart.  One  summer  morning  of  Ibe  year  1795, 
Ibe  Body  of  Cagliostro  is  still  found  in  the 
prison  at  St.  Leo  i  but  Caglioslro's  Self  has 
escaped, — uthiihrr  no  man  yel  knows.  The 
*  brow  of  brass,  behold  bow  it  has  got  all  un- 
iackcred;  these  pinchbeck  lips  can  lie  no 
more ;  Cagliostro'a  work  is  ended,  and  now 
only  his  atantnt  to  present.  A3  the  Scherif  of 
Mecca  said,  "Nalnre's  uofottunate  child, 
adieu  !" 

Such,  according  to  our  comprehension  there- 
of, IS  the  rue,  progrcsi,  grandeur,  and  deca- 
dence of  the  Qnack  of  Quacks.  Doea  (he  reader 
»sk.  What  good  was  in  it,  Why  occupy  hii 
lime  and  hours  with  the  biography  ofsucb  a 
miscreant  1  We  answer,  It  was  stated  on  the 
Tery  threshold  of  (his  mailer,  in  the  loDiest 
terms,  by  Herr  Snucrteig,  that  the  Lives  of  all 
Eminem  Persona  (miscreant  or  cream)  ought 
to  be  written.  Thus  has  nol  ihe  very  Devil 
bis  Lift,  deservedly  written  not  by  Daniel  De- 
foe only,  bai  by  qnite  other  hands  than  Da- 


niel's  !  For  the  rest,  itie  Thin, 
on  iheie  pages  is  no  sham,  but  a 
hast  it,  O  reader,  as  we  have  i  _  _ 

pleased  to  produce  even  sucli  a  man,  ^  ^ 
nol  otherwise;  and  ihe  Editor  of  th«r^j 
Kine  IS  htie  mainly  lo  record  (ill  aa  ^^ 
manner)  what  ilu,  of  her  ihotMandftc::^^ 
rious  richness  and  grealnexs,  prodtM^^  _^ 
But  the  moral  lesson !  Where  is  .^^ 
leif  on  1  Foolish  reader,  iu  every  B 
in  ertry  genuine  Shadow  of  a  BeaP.^ 
w«  call  Po«m,)  there  lie  a  hundred  4 
million  such,  according  as  thou  has. 
read  them  !  Of  which  hundred 
tying  Urt  (10  ihe  presenl  Realily,)  ■ 
thou,  fur  example,  be  advised  lo  tab; 
(0  thee,  worth  all  the  reu:  Behold. 
aitained  Ihat  immeasurable,  niysi^^^^^ 
of  being  abet;  lo  me  also  a  Capr:-^?'* 
been  inirusled:  shall  I  strive  10  ^^Kr'° 
(manlike]  into  Faililfulnes^  and 
(quacklikOinto  Eaiabieness.aiid  ^  j 
Doing !  Or  why  not  raiher  (gign^a 
folktwing  Ihe  "  respeciaUe,'' 
tude)— ioloioiA,'  The  decisi 
jlni'i  moment;   see  thou  make  it  ai^ 


I        n'- 


(a.1  al  all  mailers)  niifa  thy  heul.  n(b%  I 
whole  mind;  no  longer  merely  iquimiiunt  I 
the  poor  side-glance  of  thy  ealcaiiU'cbnk  I 
Look  at  il  not  iDgiuii^  only,  tv  ■ 
Tbou  shall  in  sober  tnilb  see  11  (u  i 
asserted)  lo  be  a  "  Pasqoillanl  rent.' 
inspired  writing  in  its  kiiK!,  in  ilu  n« 
"Grand  Bible  of  Unirer.-al  Hijurji'»» 
droualy  and  even  indispe ni ably  cod aKHdi* 
the  "Heroic"  portions  that  siind  il:'""" 
as  the  all-showing  Lighl  is  with  lit  i 
wherein  nothing  can  be  seen:  aiih 
(aloned  rooii  are  wilh  the  fair  bou^ii.i'i^ 
lowers  and  fruil;  Ulli"'*"- 
if  which,  make  ihc  Tm-  J^ 
aho  whether  ihou  bast  knavn  bh 
(jURcks,  on  far  higher  scale  than  ihiv 
Casile  <if  SuAngelo  never  could  |« 
and  bow,  as  Emperors,  ChancellcB.  (I»^ 
found  much  filter  machinerj'.)  difl'"'''* 
Iheir  Qoack-career;  aud  make  wliolt  ti"S** 
whole  continems,  into  one  l>u|(  UsP* 
Lodge,  and  sqoee/e  supplies,  of  W^fJf 
blood,  from  it,  at  discretion!  All's""' 
thou  even  now  knowesi  not  Privi»>l«™ 
innumerable  as  the  sea-sands,  toil ittfW'''* 
liosirically,  of  whom  Caghoilra  i'  "• 
ideal  lype-^ipccimeo  T  Such  is  the  rai^'-  ^ 
deraiand  il,  despise  it,  love  ii;  cli((r(iito|" 
on  ihy  way  through  ii,  viih  thy  tyf"  "P" 
toadatars ! 


i 
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xr.'s  warfare  has  closed ;  if  not 

I  invincibility,  and  faithful  cn- 
Miil.  The  Spirit  of  the  Time, 
:  enlist  him  as  its  soldier,  must 
k's.  figh;  against  him  as  its  ene- 
'  its  part,  and  h**  has  done  his. 
t.vst  nature^* — a  man  of  antique 

II  <iuesiic»nahlc  modern  garni- 
•ould  jjiit  wear!  Around  him 
c.ioiy,  vacant,  prurient;  heat 
nd  wliat  ihe>e  two  may  breed : 
tf  ilatttTv,  fnlloweil  by  madder 
idirtVreijCL-  and  neglect! — these 
aing  elements;  this  is  the  re- 
made out  among  them.  The 
»on  of  thutider,'*  with  its  deep 
(that  belun;,'ed  to  all  articulate- 
never  inaudible  amid  wildest 

at  belonged  to  this  inarticulate 
umbers  and  somnambulates, 
Hiik\  but  only  screech  and  pib- 

silent  so  soon.  Closed  are 
le  larjje  heart,  with  its  large 
Tetchedness  found  solacement, 
err  wandtrring  in  darkness  the 
)m»*,  has  paused.  The  strong 
Dpe:  beaten  on  from  without, 
in  within,  he  must  sink  over- 
nii:httall,  when  it  was  yet  but 
of  day.  Irvins^  was  foriy-lwo 
Miorith«»  old  :  Scotland  sent  him 
>aii  inan ;  our  mad  Dabylon 
w.'isn»d  him,  with  all  her  cn- 
tn'.k    hfr   twelve   years.      Hr 

lu'liors,  in  that  loved  birth- 
vilii  its  dfMlening  inanity  rages 
lienceforih  iimocui-u*:.  unhee<l- 

hfisi  seen  and  heard  the  man 
ttl)  with  wise  or  unwise  won- 

not   see   or  hear  him   ngain. 
hat  it  might,  is  tionc  .  dark  cur- 
it.  enclose  it  ever  deeper  iuin 
•le  Past. — Think  (if  thou  be  on*; 
and  worthy  to  do  it)  that  h*-.:- 

a  genuine  man  sent  into  th; 

phantasmagory  of  a  wor.': 
o  to  ruin  without  such;  tbf 
?.  under  thy  own  eyes,  jri  th  • 
i  enacted  the  old  Tragedy  Car*-: 
h-acl  now)  of  The  Mctttngrr%* 

of  >'/»«/;»>, — and  what  frltv.-t 
ayesi  have  to  that.     WK^-'ti*:- 
queslioii.  thou  thyself  nr.  nr" 
r  or  awake:  and  or.f-  ^.i\  "i:!.* 


s  appointed  aChrj-*..%-  *''i- 
\  tliH  wh'ile  f(.rr«?  *.' -t    Wt-     '.'. 
-■  \  *'.    l :  !::  a  lirn"  '  f  7    ii»  '.-r* 
:  loped  ism.,  (.'aih «.-.'_  i.»-x:.  ^w 


lanthropism,  and   the    Revolation  of  Three 
Days !     He  might  have  been  so  many  things ; 
not  a  speaker  only,  but  a  doer;  the  leader  of 
hosts  of  men.     For  his  head  (when  the  Fog- 
Babylon   had   not  yet  ob-^cured   it)   was  of 
strong  far-searching  insight ;  his  very  enthu- 
siasm was  sanguine,  not  atrabiliar;  he  wa.s  so 
loving,  full  of  hope,  so  simple-hearted,  and 
made  all  that  approached  him  his.    A  giant 
force  of  activity  was  in  the  man;  speculation 
was  accident,  not  nature.    Chivalry,  adven- 
turous field-life  of  the  old  Border  (and  a  far 
nobler  sort)  ran  in  his  blood.    There  was  in 
him   a  courage   dauntless,  not  pu;.fha£Jous ; 
hardly  fierce,  by  no  pfissibility  ferocioai :  a^k 
of   the    generous    war-h«>r*>e,    gentle    in    its 
strength,  yet  that  lauphs  at  ih«  ^faaciur  of  tbe 
spear. — But,  above  all.  be  MZAr.  ht  ZLirbt,  \*j 
be  a  reality  was  indi*.p*!rt*4.:-*  i',^  t-.ti-    jb  iiv 
simple  Scottish  circ>.  iv»  i^rjtt:   i'.rnj   vf 
manhood  attainaU"  '.>r  £'i.'.v-i   9t,\    -.uat:  vf 
Christian;    the    hijr^*"    C'.r.i.-sti    »*,»    'a^ 
Teacher  of  such.    In  i^ri  ■-•"  »«  •*   :     f'/f 
the   foray-spear^   »•:»   i      ';:.*C    .i'.--  •-4**x 
there;  Annan  Cas*..*  Vci  -.^-^--'II*  t  7m«  •.-».* 
and  Prophetic  Kl-. r  •.h'   >^-    ..'  '/     •    ■'■** 
Prophetic     Kh'.  r — tv 
Hume, — and    ''«■:     :.»* 
Diplomatic  \)'i'.rjt, 
grous  el<fm«f.:  u^:   . ,» 

Grow  fi'.vr**!*'.* 
vitality    of   }i  •        f  ■/ 

ScoltlMl     'J'.'.«-i'  .1  i-.'.' 

hav-  '/fi'v  :.»-»-'.    '-■•    \ 
disiorf''!^   -.Ml'    ■ 
spir:iija  .}  :•*-';  ■.,•    :.»• 
vi-mbi-'.    >'.:•.      *     .i  .  ■  . 

'."Iiei ;?•■•.•.    :li»    .  "— ■  *'    «' 

By  t  '.4iui     .:>j.-,     '-.»#'.•    *t 
hir.'j.    f  •'-*■    .'  t*     *     *■■• 

f '."I'J.f   'l.i.1  :.r»-       .-•-«•     w    i\    >■--*'., 
f:Mi.    :ii»     r  ..-     i.-.-r.-.»  /,. .. 

f.".*!if    ii.n-    »:U    :#».     .•.•',.•<•      '/■' 

lilt   *J^J>s',e^f*       ff  '    f  :        -r,  V'<* 
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part  in  deep  oneaDieiossDeM,  Iherr  vw  now 
iIm  impoMiUli^  to  live  atglecled ;  lo  wsJlt  ou 
the  quel  pethi,  vbere  elone  it  ia  well  <ritb  ns. 
Stapilarit;  mtut  henceforth  (Qeeeed  Siagn- 
laritv.  OfonleetCiTceeudraughtilhoD  poiian 
of  PopaUr  Applanse!  madoesi  ia  ia  thee, 
end  deRlh;  th;  end  ia  Bedlain  and  the  Grave. 
For  the  lait  serea  years,  Irviog,  forsaken  bf 
the  wotM,  atrove  either  to  recall  it,  or  to  tor- 
take  it;  ahnt  himself  up  in  a  leaser  world  of 
idea*  and  peraoD*,  and  lived  isolated  there. 
Neither  in  uiia  waa  there  health:  for  this  man 
■neh  iaolation  waa  not  fit;  such  ideas,  such 

One  light  aiill  Khone  on  him ;  alas,  Ihroa^ 
a  mediam  more  and  more  turbid:  the  light  from 
Heaven.  Bis  Bible  waa  there,  wherein  must 
lie  healing  for  all  sorrows.  To  the  Bible  lie 
more  and  more  ezclnsivelj  addressed  tumsdt 
If  it  i*  the  vriiten  Word  of  God,  shall  il  not 
he  the  aeted  Word  tool  Is  il  mere  aonnd, 
then;  blaek piiaier'B-i&k  on  while  rag-paperl 
A  haUsaa  oonld  have  pused  on  wiihoni  ati> 
svaring;  a  whole  man  must  anaver.  Hence 
Praplwcies  of  If  iUeDninma,  Oifta  of  Tonga  e*,^ 
iriMteat  Orthodox;  prima  heraelf  into  decenl 
wondeTiand  wave*  her  Annni  I  Irving  elave 
to  hia  Behef;  as  lo  bii  aoal's  aool ;  followed  it 
whiihereoever,  through  earth  or  air,  it  might 
lead  him !  toiling  as  never  man  toiled  to  aprcad 
it,  10  gain  the  world's  ear  for  it, — in  vain. 
Ever  wilder  waxed  the  eonfnaion  wtthoat  aitd 


within.  The  misgnided  iiiililiwliiiliii  W 
now  nothing  left  to  do  bnt  die.  Be  Aed  At 
death  of  the  ime  and  bra.ra.  ^[i  laa  wedi, 
they  aav.were;  "In  life  and  in  dABlh,Iaattc 

Lord'a. — Amen !  Amen  I 


came  in  contact  with:  I  call  hiAi,ai 

the  beet  man  I  have  ever  (afler-  trial  c 
fonnd  In  this  world,  or  now  bope  to  bd.  '  '  ■ 
"The  Gnt  time  I  aaw  Irring  wia  iiMi^ 
iwent;^  jean  ago,  in  hie  native  town,  Ahk 
He  waa  fresh  from  Edinbnri^,  wUt  CUk|t 
prizea,  high  character,  and  promiae :  he  M 
come  to  see  ogr  Seboolmaeln-,  who  tal  A* 
been  hi*.  We  heard  of  fnined  ProtaMi^rf 
high  nulters  claMieal,  niatlienwUcaL  awM  i 
Wonderland  of  Knowlcdgv :  BMhnr  bat  J^^ 
health,  bopcfalneas  witfaaat  end,  loofeii  m 
from  the  blooming  jmiag  nma.  The  IMIIW 
I  saw  him  waa  throe  tnontha  tfo,  fn  bata' 
FriebdliBeMatUlbeamadinhiacre^teBiv  i 
flmn  amid  iuiqnietire;'bi*flwa  wh' — " 

Wasted,  tmaonBdi   homif  u    wiib  < 

age:  he  was  tremUinf  orer  di«  bttafctfdi  , 
grave.  Adien,lboaflmPriei>d;  adta^vUi  i 
this  eonfaacd  Twilight  of  BiIsMMe  kMf  / 
Might  we  meet  wbera  TwOifhi  hat  taoMt  t 

Dty("     ■  -  ■  I 
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CHAPTER  I. 


.*'''''   of  Man  ;  forced 
wise,  (scircelj 


Taa  age   of  Romance  has    not  ceased  ;  it 
never  ceases;  il  does  not.  if  we  will  think  of 
it,  ao  moch  as  very  sensibly  decline.    "The 
passions  are  repressed  by  social  forms 
passions  no  longer  show  themselves  1" 
there  are  passions  still   grest  enough  to 
plenish    Bedlam,  for  il  never  wants  tenants; 
to  suspend  men  from  bed.posls,  from  improved- 
I'ropa  at  the  west  end  of  Newgate.     A  passion 
tlial  eipli'SLvely  shivers    asunder  the    Life  ii 
took  rise  in  onghl  to  be  regarded  as  consider- 
able :  more,  no  passion,  in  the  hrghesl  hey«iay 
of  Romance,  yet  did.  The  passions,  by  grace  of 
the  Supernal  and  also  of  the  Infernal  Powers, 
(for  both  have  a  hand  in  il.)  can  never  fail  us. 

And  then  as  to  "social  forms," be  it  granted 
of  the  mosi  buckram  quality,  and 
p  into  the  piiifullest,  sJraiilaccil, 
uommon-piace  Existence.— you  ask.  Whsre  is 
the  Romance  ?  In  the  Scotch  way  one  an- 
swers, Where  is  il  noti     That  very  speclacin  I 

of   an    Immorlal  Nature,  with   faculties    and  I  

destiny  eiteiiding  through  Eternity,  hampered  I  whi'i  dn  r^U'rat^"! 
and  bandaged  up,  by  nnrses,  pedagogues,  poa-i  THwwr.  TH»t. 


mre-masters,  and  the  tongues  of  inni^:--''  ^^ 
old  women,  (named  "  foiee  of  putc'  *Vv 
nion;")  by  prejudice,  custom,  want  o*='^'^- 
ledge,  want  of  money,  want  of  tiren£~^E*r^ 
say,  the  meager  Pattern-Figure  that,*  '' 
days,  meets  you  in  all  thoroughfares ;  :  ^  ^ 
created  Man."  all  bnt  abnegating  the  cbl  ^*  • 
'"        "  ■      auiomaiiked,  naX*   •    ' 

momenis   audf**-^^ 
from  amid   bis  wrappages  ano*'^. 
menls,)  a.y  Gentleman  or  Gigman ;'  :  Z- 

selling  bis  birihrighi  of  Eternity,  for  ih«*^  ^ 
daily  meals,  poor  at  best,  which  lime  f.  *^ 
— is  not  this  spectacle  itself  highly  ro«»*^  ^ 
tragical, — if  we  had  eyes  to  look  ai  ii ! '  ^^ 
hiRh-born  (highetl-born,  for  he  came  •  .  "j. 
Heaven)  lies  drowning  in  ihe  despW^ 
puddles;  the  priceless  gift  of  Life,  *'""*^« 
can  have  bot  otm,  for  be  wailed  n  whole  ^^J~ 
nit}'  to  be  born,  and  now  has  a  whole  Et^""^ 
H-aiting  lo  see  what  be  will  do  when  bu--^^"" 
l/rn  pricrless  eifl  we  see  strangled  slowl^'*' 
of  bim  by  inuumernble  packihreadsiandcA^    i 


pecuMil    uT^iitelXl'^ 


I 


CABLTLE-a  M!9CELI..«JEOrS  WRtTINGS. 


too  vBS  pan  of  it.  From  iu  -  boiom  me  and  j 
YSKishol,  ID  pcrpetaal  chan^.  the  lordliest 
Beal-PluDiasmagorr-  (vhich  wa<  Being :)  aod  I 
erer  ancv  imt  and  vanishcdi  and  ever  thai' 
Idrdkicst  many-coloiired  sc«nc  was  fall,  aonthFr  | 
j«(  the  same.  Oak-tms  fell,  joung  acorns 
aprang:  Men  loo,  new-sent  from  ihe  Unknown, 
he  am',  of  tiiii«:>(  size,  who  waied  into  statu  re, 
Into  slren§lh  of  sinew,  pa^^ionate  fire  sod 
li|^t:  inuUierMen  the  ligbl  was  growing  dim. 
t£s  sinews  all  feeble;  X^tcy  son  k,  motion  Ins. 
into  ashes,  into  inriiibiliiy ;  returned  Laik  to 
the  Unknown,  berkoning  him  their  mule  fare- 
well. He  wanden  iiill  by  the  narting-f poi ; 
esntint  hear  than  ;  Ihey  are  far.  how  fait— It 
was  a  sight  for  anRel's.  and  archao^ls ;  for, 
indeed,  God  himtelf  had  made  ii  wholly.  One 
maajr-glaneing  asbestos-thread  in  the  WeV  of 
Uoi versa l-Hii to rr.  spirit- woven,  il  rattled 
there,  as  with  the  howl  of  mi;tbly  winds, 
IbTOQgh  ihll  'wild  niarin;  Loom  of  Time." 
GenerstioD  after  generation,  (hnndredsoflhem, 
or  ihotisands  of  them,  from  the  unknown  Be- 
ginning,) so  loud,  so  itonnfiil  bttsy,  mshed 
torrent-wise,  thundering  down,  down  ;  and  fell 
all  sileol  (only  some  feeble  re-echo,  which 
frenr  ever  feebler,  struggling  up,)  and  Obli- 
Tiou  swallowed  them  al'.  Thousands  more,  tn 
the  unknown  Ending,  will  fallow:  and  tAou 
here  (of  this  present  one)  hangesi  as  a  drop, 
still  sungitl,  on  ihe  giddy  edgv,  one  moment, 
while  the  Darkness  has  not  yet  engufphpd 
thee.  O  Brother!  is  (Ant  what  ihou  callesi 
prosaic  lofsmall  inlered  !  Of  small  interest,  and 
lbr(bi'Awal[e,poartroi]bled  sleeper:  shake  of 


rs  deep  as  Hell :  this  is  God's  Creation ; 
Ihis  is  Man's  Life ! — Such  things  has  the  wri- 
ter of  these  lines  witnessed,  in  this  poor  Nine- 
teenth Century  of  ours ;  and  what  are  all  sncb 
to  the  things  he  yet  hopes  to  witness!  Hopes, 
with  truest  assurance.  "  I  bave  painted  so 
mach,"  said  the  good  Jean  Paul,  in  his  old 
days.  "  and  I  have  never  seen  Ihe  Ocean  ;  Ibe 
Gcena  of  Eternity  I  shall  not  fail  lo  see  I" 

Such  bciBE  Ihe  intrinsic  qaalily  of  IhisTime, 
and  of  all  Time  wfanisoever,  migbt  cot  the 
Poet  who  chanced  to  walk  through  it  find  ob- 
jects enough  to  paint  1  What  object  soever 
be  fixed  r>n,  were  it  th*  meanest  of  Ihe  mean. 
let  him  but  paint  it  in  its  actual  tmih.  as  it 
swims  there,  in  anch  environment ;  world-old, 
yel  new,  and  never  ending;  an  indesrrnctible 
portion  of  the  miraculous  All, — bis  picture  of 
it  were  a  Poem.  How  much  more  if  the  ob- 
jecl  fi«ed  on  were  nol  mean,  hut  one  already 
wonderful;  Ihe  (mysiic)  "actual  iruih"  of 
which,  if  it  lay  nol  on  the  surface,  yel  shone 
Ihrongh  the  sarface,  and  invited  even  Prosa- 
ists to  search  for  it  I 

The  present  wrier,  who  unhappily  belongs 
to  thai  class,  has,  neverlhelcsa,  a  firmer  and  j 
firmer  persuasion  of  two  things :  first,  as  was 
seen,  thai  Romance  eiisls ;  secondly,  that  now, 
and  formerly,  and  ever  Inore  it  eiisis,  strictly 
sfeaking,  in  Reality  alone.  The  thing  thai  i», ' 
what  can  be  id  wonderful;  what,  especially  to  ' 
us  that  art,  can  have  sneh  significance  ?  Study 
Renlit>-,  heiseverandanon  saying  to  himselfi 
search  out  deepet  andi«^  Umiiw  endless 


mjrsiery:  £««  il.  k»ow  tt: 

wnuldsi   leara  fr<itB   il.  and  aniiii  mc 

weep   over   il,  ok  iangh   •>:  rt  it.  or  Irv 

despise  ii  or  in  anjF   u-    . 

tbou  has!  [he  finnrsl  er  ' 

rogtypfaic  page  is  oae   i 

Finally,  and  in  it  a-.;  .,   _     

leach  us:  "In  whalstwvc;  ih'i'S  lln(»tn 
self  felt  interest,  in  that  or  ia  oothiB^ilMi 
inspire  others  wiUi  iniete^t  V — In  pimi*' 
dienee  tn  all  which,  and  lo  many  (4hiir|iB 
pies,  shall  the  following  small  RonaKtrt 
Diamond  Ntekhtr  begin  m  come  lOptte;  i 
small  Romance,  let  the  reader  agaienlMfc 
assare  himself,  which  is  no  brainwebrflH 
or  of  any  olhrr  foolish  man's:  but  a  MA 
of  that  mysiit:  "  spirit- woven  WPb,'6Mtl 
"  Loom  of  Time."  spohen  of  abuvc  MS 
actual  Transaccioc  that  happened  in  flull' 
of  ours.  WbereVitb  our  whole  bttuMMB 
already  arged.  is  to  paint  it  Inily. 

For  the  reiit,  an  earnest  inspectiMi,  M 
endeavour  has  not  been  wantiDB.  OBOVI 
nor  {singular  B'.  it  mav  seem)  the  sttMM 
gard  to  chronology,  geography,  (or  mil 
this  case,  topography.^  documentary  evUl 
and  what  else  true  historical  meattii  « 
yield.  Were  there  but  on  the  reader's  ftfl 
kindred  openness,  a  kindred  spirit  oTo^ 
ronr!  Beshone  slronglj,  on  boA  iita, 
such  united  twofold  Philosophy,  this  | 
opaqne  Intrigae  of  the  JKitirKmi'  yM» 
came  quite  iranslocenl  between  nit  Ml 
gnred,  liAed  up  into  the  serene  of 
History;  and  mieht  bang  there  like 
Diamond  Constellation,  risible  wilt«A  •!» 
scope, — so  long  as  ii  con  Id. 


CHAPTER  K. 


Herr, 


'   he   i 


called  I 


Boehmer,  to  all  appearance  wanted 
last  infirmity  of  noble  and  ignoble  t 
love  of  fame:  he  was  destined  also* I* 
famnns  more  than  enough-  His  ontloota  !■ 
the  world  were  rather  of  a  smtling  i 
he  has  long  since  exchaiif;ed  hii 
speech,  as  far  as  possible,  for  a  t 
his  rnsiic  Saion  fniherland  for  a  fnlish«d«W 
of  Paris,  and  thriven  there,     ITnited  ii  fW 

■hip  with  worthy   Monsieiir   Bli " 

!id  practical  man.  skilled   m  the 
(if  all  precious  stones,  in  ihe  manag 
workmen,  in  the  judgment  of  their  wfffch 
already  sees  himself   among   the  bi^M  4 
his  guild :  nay,  rather  the  very  htgheMr-d 
he  has  secured  (by  purc'hase   and  hard  aV 
paid)  the  tille  of  King's  Jeweller:  andea* 
ter  the  Conn  itself,  leaving  all  other  J««di 
and  even   innumerable   Gentlemen,  Oiga 
and  small  nobility,  la  languish  m  the  n 
"    ■       With  the   cnslliesi   orT^anirnii   lo 
,or  borne  after  him  i 
he  happy  Bnehmi-i 
rooms  and  sacred  mtlUi  i1- 
manic  Srtanw;  and  the   h: 
whole  world  grow  brigbiei  .   i>j  ti;,t,  jM.r 
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)  the  Unapproachable  reveals   herself 

jslerious  nifslig^  ;  taking  and  giving  cui 

•  -  Do  Dul.  on  all  gala-daf  s  and  gaJa-niphls, 

E  worki   praise   him  1      On   ihe   Korgeau 

^ni  of  SUle,  an   Coun-dresNu   and   LotA: 

L  on  Ihe  diailem  of  Royally ;  belier  slil . 

-wan-nect  of  Beauif,  and  her  queenly 

t  from  plume-bcanng:  aigreiir  loshoe- 

Ue  o^  fairy-slipper, — ihai  blinding  play  of 

— [  IS  Boehraer's  doing :  he  i-  JbuniJ/ur- 

rr  iff  fa  Rtini. 

laJi]  the  man  but  have  been  runteni  with 

Be  could  not:  Icarus-like,  he  must  mount 

R  high  i   hare  his  wax-wings  melted,  and 

end   prostrate, — amid    a   cloud  of  vam 

Bills,    One  day,  a  fatal  day  (of  some 

,  probably,   among   the   Sivmlin  of   last 

jpnry.}"  it  slmck  Boehmer:   Why  should 

ml,  vho,  as  Most  Chrixlian  King's  Jeweller, 

Vproperly  first  Jeweller  fif  Ihe  Uni»erae, — 

^  a.  Jewel  which  the   Uoiverxe  has  not 

ched !     Nothing  can  prevent  ihee,  Boeh- 

|r.  if  thou  have  the  skill  to  do  it.    Skill  or  do 

er»   he.  I  hai-e   Ihe   arabiiion  :  my 

}|  the  beautirotlesl,  shall  be  the  dear- 

Thus  was  the  Diamond  Necklace  deler- 

worthy  Bassangp  give  a  willing  or  a 

iDI  consent!     In  any  case  he  consenl.i; 

[  eo-operales.     Plans   are   sketched,  cod- 

tations  held.  9IUCC0  models  made;  by  mo- 

f  or  credit  the  cosilieai  diamonds  come  in ; 

ID  fag  craftsmen  cut  ihem,  set  them;  proud 

cs  the  work  go  prosperously  on. 

Behold  him  on  a  mornitig  afier 

0  has  stepped  down  To  the  inner- 

t   workthop.  before  sallj'ing  out;  standi 

s  with  his  laced  three-cornered  hat,  cane 

T  arm ;  drawing  on  his  gloves :  with  nod, 

""sa!-gunural  word,  he  gives  judicious 

Ltion,  jndicioDs   abnegation,  censure, 

I   approval.    A   «ltll  joy  is  dawning  over 

t  bland,  blond  face  nt'  his;  he  can  Ihink 

•lie  ID  many  a  sncrcd  boudoir  he  vlsiis  the 

Bpproachable)   that    an    Kpm  masmnn,   of 

beh  Ihe  world  wotlclh  not,  is  progressing. 

llrNgth  tiomes  a  momltig  when  care  has 

^Inaled.   and  joy   cannot  only   dawn  but 

ke:-ths  Necklace,  that  shall  be  famous  and 

'I  it,  in  conformity  with  common 

:  but  properly  il  was  not  made;  only, 

loreor  lean  iprrii  of  method,  arranged 

■  O^onerated.     What  "spirit  of  melhod" 

[in  il.  might  be  mnde ;  nolhins  more.    But 

HI  Ihe  various  Histories  of  ihnse  various 

Enonda,  from  Ihe  first  making  of  ihem ;  or 

■  (omitting  all  the  rest)  from  Ihe  first  dig- 

t  of  iheinin  Ihc  far  Indian  minG.>.1     How 

i  lajr.  for  nocoimied  ages  and  scans  (under 

t  uproar  and  splashing  of  such  Deucalion 

^gei,  and  Hmion  Explosioni,  with  steam 

uh,   and   Werner  Sub  mars  ton  ,1)   silently 

Bdded  in  Ihe   rock ;  nevertheless   (when 

.  r  hour  tame)  emerged  from  it,  and  first 

JMld  the  glorious  Sun  smile  on  them,  and 


with  their  many-eoloured  glances  smiled  back 
on  him.  How  they  served  neji  (lei  na  say) 
as  eyes  of  Heathen  Idol!',  and  reurived '«Hl^ 
ship.  How  they  had  then,  by  fortune  cf  war 
or  ihefl.  been  knocked  oal;  and  eichasgeil 
among  camp-suitlers  for  a  little  ipirltuona 
liquor,  and  bought  by  Jews,  and  wiirn  as  sig- 
nets on  Ihe  fingers  of  lawny  or  white  Majes- 
ties ;  and  again  been  lost,  with  Ihe  lingert 
loo,  and  perhaps  life,  (as  by  Charles  the  Rash, 
among  llie  mud-dilches  of  Nancy,)  in  old-for- 
goiien  glorious  victories:  and  so,  through  in- 
numerable varieties  of  fortane,— had  come  at 
last  to  the  catling-wheel  of  Boehmer;  to  be 
united  in  strange  fellowship,  with  comrades 
also  blown  together  from  all  ends  of  Ihe  Earth, 
each  with  a  History  of  its  own  1  Could  these 
aged  stones  (the  youngest  of  them  3ii  TIidu- 
saod  years  of  age,  and  upwards)  but  have 
spoken, — ihtri  were  an  Experience  for  Philo- 
sophy 10  teach  by.  Bat  now,  as  was  said,  by 
lillle  caps  of  gold  (which  gold  also  has  a  his- 
tory,) and  dainliest  rings  of  the  same,  they 
are  all,  being  so  lo  speak,  enlisted  under  Boeh- 
mer's  flag, — made  10  take  rank  and  file,  in 
new  order;  no  Jewel  -ashing  his  neighbour 
whence  he  came ;  and  parade  ihere  for  a  sea- 
son. For  a  season  only;  and  then — to  dis- 
perse, and  enlist  anew  ad  iii/lnilum.  In  such 
inexplicable  wise  are  Jewels,  and  Men  also, 
and  indeed  all  earthly  things,  jumbled  together 
and  asunder,  and  shovelled  and  wafted  10  and 
fro,  in  our  inexplicable  chaos  of  a  World. 
This  was  what  Boehmer  called  malting  his 
Necklace. 

80,  in  fact,  do  other  nen  speak,  and  with 
even  less  reason.  How  many  men,  for  exam- 
ple, hast  thou  heard  talk  of  making  money: 
of  mating  say  a  million  and  a  half  of  money  1 
Of  which  tuillion  and  a  half,  how  much,  if 
o  look  into  it,  had  they  madt  f  The 
'Slue  of  their  Industry:  not  a  six- 
pence more.  Their  making,  then,  was  but, 
like  Boehmer's.  a  clutching  and  heaping  to- 
gether ; — by-and-by  lo  be  followed  also  by  a 
dispersion.  Made  1  Thou  too  vain  indivi- 
dual !  weie  these  lowered  ashlar  edifices ; 
>e  fair  bounteous  leas,  with  Iheir 
bosky  umbrages  and  yellow  harvests;  and  the 
sunshine  th.it  lights  Ihem  from  above,  and  Ihe 
graniie  rocks  and  fire-reservoirs  that  support 
Ihem  from  below,  made  by  thit  i  I  think,  by 
another.  The  very  fhilhiig  that  thoo  hast 
WHS  dug  (by  man's  force)  in  Carinthis  snil 
Panc^iiay;  smelted  suificienlly ;  and  stamped, 
:ould  seem,  not  wiihoul  the  advice  of  our 
Defender  of  the  Faith,  his  Majesty  George 
ihe  Fuurlh.  Thou  ha»l  il,  and  boldest  it;  but 
whr-iher,  or  in  what  sense,  thou  host  murfr  any 
farthinji  of  il,  thyself  canst  not  say.  If  Ihe 
courteous  reader  ask.  What  things  then,  are 
made  by  man  1  I  will  answer  him.  Very  few 
indeed.  A  Hemism,  a  Wiwiom  (a  god-giveo 
Volition  thai  has  realized  itself)  is  made  now 
and  then :  for  example,  some  five  or  six  Books 
Ihe  Creation]  have  been  made.  8lrange 
thai  there  arc  not  mor' ;  for  sniely  every  en- 
couragement is  held  oul.  Could  I.  or  thon, 
happy  reader,  but  make  one,  Ihe  world  woald 
■  ;p  It  (unsinlen)  for  F-iarteen  whole 
id  take  what  we  could  t,«  Cat  ^ 
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Bat  in  a  word,  Monsievr  Boehmer  has  made 
his  Necklace,  what  he  calls  made  it :  happy 
man  is  he.  From  a  Drawing  as  large  as 
reality,  kindly  furnished  by"Taunay,  Print- 
seller,  of  the  Hue  d*Enfer;*  and  again,  in  late 
years,  by  the  Ablio  Georgel,  in  the  Second 
Volume  of  his  MemoireHf  curious  readers  can 
still  fancy  to  themselves  what  a  princely  Orna- 
ment it  was.  A  row  of  seventeen  glorious 
diamonds,  as  large  almost  as  filberts,  encircle, 
not  too  tightly,  the  neck,  a  first  time.  Looser, 
gracefully  fastened  thrice  to  these,  a  three- 
wreathed  fcbtoon,  and  pendants  enough  (simple 
pear-bhaped,  multiple  btar-shaped,  or  cluster- 
ing amorphous)  encircle  it,  en  wreath  it,  a 
second  time.  Loosest  of  all,  softly  flowing 
round  from  behind,  in  priceless  catenary,  rush 
down  two  broad  threefold  rows ;  seem  to  knot 
themselves  (round  a  very  Queen  of  Diamonds,) 
on  the  bosom ;  then 
as  if  there  were 


mazes ;  with  every  movement  a  flash  of  mr- 
rainbow  colours,  bright  almost  as  the  meve- 
mcnts  of  the  fair  young  soul  it  emUems!  A 
glorious  ornament;  fit  only  for  the  Soltiucf 
the  World.  Indeed,  only  attainable  by  s«d; 
for  it  is  valued  at  1,800,000  livres;  ajn 
round  numbers,  and  sterling  money,  beli 
eighty  and  ninety  thousand  poands. 


CHAPTER  in. 


THE    XKCKLACE    CASTlfOT    BI    MLB. 


Miscalculating  Boehmer!  The Soltaai of 
the  Earth  shall  never  wear  that  Neeklaceof 
thine ;  no  neck,  either  royal  or  vassal,  skaE 
ever  be  the  lovelier  for  iL  In  the  presenl  ib* 
tressed  state  of  our  finances,  (with  the  Afflsv 
,  ,    can  War  raging  round   us,)  where  tbinkctf 

en  rush  on,  agam  separated, .  .^ou  are  eighty  thousand  pounds  to  be  niM 
length  m  plenty;  the  very  for  such  a  thing  1  In  this  hungry  world. ifeit 
Ussels  of  them  were  a  fortune  for  some  men.  ^^1,  these  five  hundred  and  old  DiaBKwb, 
And  now,  lastly,  two  other  meipressible  three-     ^  „„,     f^^  ^^^^  ^^  intmsiaSr 

fold  rows,  also  with  their  tassels,  unite  ihem-   ^^^^^  ,^3^  j^  „^  j^an  a  string  of  as  mmjdi 
selves  (when  the  ^eckIace  is  on  at  rest)  and   i^^^^  potatoes,  on  which  a  finishing  Sus» 
into  a  doubly  ineipressible  ir^rfold  row ;  stream   ^^^^^  ^^y^^  gu  ^js  beUy.     Little  kno^esi  lla 
down   (together  or  asiinder)  over  the  hmd-   lauehinc  JouaiUier-Biioutier.irre.tintirin* 
neck, — we  may  fancy,  like  lambent  Zodiacal 
or  Aurora-Borealis  fire. 


All  these  on  a  neck  of  snow  slight-tinged 
with  rose-bloom,  and  within  it  royal  Life: 
amidst  the  blaze  of  lustres ;  in  sylphish  move- 
ments, espiegleries,  coquetteries,  and  minuet- 


laughing  Jouaillier-Bijoutier,  great  in  tkjpak 

of  place,  in  thy  pride  of  gavoir^Jjun,  «4tf  ^ 

world  has  in  store  for  thee.    Thoo  Imm^ 

there ;  by-and-by  thou  wilt  laugh  on  tkewmit 

side  of  thy  face  mainly. 


While  the  Necklace  lay  in  stucco  t^M  |'(2. 
the  stones  of  it  were  still  "  circalaiiog  ii  Ctf*  wtu^ 
merce,"  Du  Barry's  was  the  neck  iiras  «*  ■' 
for.     I rn happily,  as  all  dogs  (male and  (attk) 


w«rr  prininn  niiu  niniiica  uy  me  various  pariu?:!     v^^'  "u-^>    "<»»   x^cuiii  vk^uj  mic  ?ii3iv"»*--- 

fumed -Ni'cklare  Trial."     Thrse  Law-Paj»ers.     mere  half-pav.  without  prospeCLS al  Siillrfff' 

into  Two  VuluiiieH  quarto :  with  Portraits,  puch      *     „^„^       ,.  '  c  n    i  .«nF*  i«t- 

Print«iiop8vieide.j  ih.Mnat  th.-tim..;  lik^wi...    ^  generoiis  France  will  boy  no  inoff  »w 

ornaments  lor /»•/• ; — O  Heaven!  the GuJilou** 


•  Frontinpiecenf  the  **  Affaire  du  Collier,  Parii  1785;" 

where  flromGeorKKl's  Editor  ha?  copied  it.  This*' ^^'aire  ^ _^ 

du  CoUter,  Parisi,  1785,"  is  not,  pro|)erly  a  Ht>ok :  Inil  a     Uo,.**  \^,\x   ♦k^v''/1«,T  'v.lJ'^«7r^;o  —.na-  aiMlaar 

bound  Collection  of  such  Law  Paili-r.  (.v^«»,rrx  ,,.,«r. !  ^ave  bui  their  day,  her  day  is  gone,  aofliw 

Ac.)  an  were  primed  and  emitted  bv  the  various  partie:*  !  (so  busy  has  Death  been)  she  J?1IS  retirrtI.M 
In  thai  '        .  ^        .        ..^      .  -    .~.         -         -  I  -       -  ^      rt- 

bound  into 
ts  the 

with   patches  of  .V.S.,  roritainin^  iNoteH,  pHs<iiiiiiide- 

sonr",  ami  the  like,  of  the  mo*l  unnpeakalde  chanu  ler     axe  is  alroadv  forcin^'f  North  inSwf<il^l>D»i*' 
occaBionallv,— constitute    this  '' .'UTanc    du     Collnr ;"  ,.        ,  *i     i        i   °  '      j  «;»>•  Si^ 

which  the  Paris  i)i-:iiers  in  (Hd  Hooks  can  Mill  procure  I  carlia,  by  sledge-hammers  and  nre.  ™ 
there.  It  Is  one  of  the  larfrest  collectitnig  of  FalseliiH>dH  I  tiK>,  by  laxes  auil  tallies)  llial  Will  il*^^*^ 
that  exist  in  print  ;  and.  unfortunately,  still,  alter  all  '  i]t>(3){  jq  (wain  ! 
tlio  narratin^r  and  history  there  has  been  on  the  subjeii, 
formti  our  chief  mean"  of  L'«'tting  at  the  truth  of  that 
Tran-saciion.  The  First  Voluni(>  contains  muuo  Twenty- 
one  Mrmoirfii  pcur :  not,  of  citurse.  Ilinl'iriral  Htate- 
nientii  of  trmh;  but  Culprits*  and  I.awyert'  statenicni« 
of  what  they  vvi«-h«Ml  to  Im?  believed  ;  ea«  li  party  luinT 
accordini;  to  his  ability  to  lie.  To  n^acii  the  truth,  or 
even  any  honeHt  ciu'ss  at  the  truth,  the  inuuensiiies  *t( 
rubbish  nuist  be  •sit'ii'd,  contracted,  n-jt-cted  :  w  hat  era  in 
of  historical  evidence  may  lie  at  llu'  bottom  is  then  at- 
tainable. Thus.  ;is  ttiis  Tran-^ariion  of  thi;  Diamond 
Necklace  has  birii  c.iIIimI  th<' *' ^ars:•■^l  Lh-  of  \\w. 
Eighteenth  f '''nturx ."  so  it  conn-s  to  u^;  borne,  not  unfitly, 
on  a  whole  illimiiiibli*  dim  (.'hao!4  of  Lies  : 

Nay,  the  Second  Volume,  entitled  f>uif<  dr  r.^fairf  du 
Collirr.  i*  i»till  str.tML'«'r.  It  n-lates  totlie  Iiitrisme  and 
Trial  of  one  Betti*  d*Kiii-n\  ille.  who  repre^i-m-*  bini-ii'lf 
a«  a  poor  lad  that  bad  bi'i!n  kidnapiH'd,  blindt'oldrd,  in- 
troduced to  beautiful  Ladif>.  and  i-niraL'ed  to  L'<'t  hus- 
bands ftir  thi'in  ;  anhcitineoui  on  ilii<  fa.<lv,;iiii|  L'raduallv 
geltini:  (\*\\Xt'  bewitched  and  bcu-ildrri'd  ;  imo<|  indubi- 
tably, :;oinir  on  to  bewitch  and  bewilder  other  [K^opli-  on 
nil  haufls  <if  him :  Iht*  wlinb;  //■-  ronsufmuif  of  this 
"Ni^eklaie  Trial,"  and  tlw  noisi-  it  was  iii:iku:ir:  Vi-ry 
curiou«i.  The  Liwyt-rs  did  verilv  bM>y  thi'in^elvr^  wrii 
this  alf.iir  of  ni'iie'-* ;  there  are  Marerrow  Portraits 
ffiven.  that  -tood  in  the  i'iiiil>ihop>.  and  no  man  (mii 
kiif.vv  whether  tlie  Ore.'inalx  ever  ^o  iiiin  li  as  exi-t-'d. 
It  is  likp  tb*^  Dri'Min  of  a  l>ream.  The  hiinian  mind 
8tand<  siiipt-ni :  ejaiiiiates  the  wish  ib.ii  .»!i(  b  (>iil;di 
of  l'al-<hoi»il  would  close  itself.  -  before  rreiieral  De- 
lirium superviMie,  and  the  Speech  of  Man  b'roiiie  mere  ^  ..  .  ^ 
incrediide.  nieaniiiple«s  jargon,  like  that  of  cIioul'Ih  and     the  Qucen  and  Kin^  of  the  Two  SiCilif^ 

daws.     Fv»;n  from  Hette.  however,  by  assiduous  sill  11:1,'.  !  .   .    -. 

oue  |^lher:j  a  particle  of  iriith  here  and  there.  *  See  JUi^nrfu  de  Comfcny  ii.  1—^ 


la  - 


J. 


But,  indci'd,  what  of  Du  Bam;!  AW* 
worm ;  hatched  by  royal  heal,  on  foul  conpJ* 
into  a  llaniiiing  butterfly;  lU'W  disWi|«^ 
and.  aiErain  a  worm !  Are  therf  not  t* 
Daujjhiers  and  Kinds'  Conson^:  isllOtD^'^ 
lion  the  tit^t  wish  of  a  female  bfart-<J*[ 
aUo  (if  ihe  heart  is  empty)  the  b>l:  T*"'* 
nvsj:ue>e  Ainba;>sad«)r  is  here,  auvl  hi\''^\ 
Poiiihal  is  no  longer  Mini>:er:  ilicrc!>»^ 
fanla  in  Poriiiiral,  purposing  by  Heaven >?-' 


is:  l«>  wed.— Sinjruiar !   the  Pi.ru?af>f^*' 
H^^ado^,   thou^'h    without    A-ar  t'l  ^^^^' 
prai.'se:>,  litit  will  not  purchase.  ^  . 

Or   whv  not  our  own   ]^.lve'.ic^l  Mir-^^ 


m 
b 


t<>ii)etto,  otice  DauphincNS  only; 


iiH'h  a  C^ii(?cii:  what  neck  in  thevhoif^J 
wnuKi  it  lu«<eeni  betier  ?     Ii  is  hi  eny'-^'f-;' 
— AlflN.  13o«.'htner!  Kins:  Louis  ha>i:'*y'". 
iliamoni.ls;  but,  he  loo,  i^  wiihoiii  kvc'T'-^j; 
nionev:  his  hisrh  Queen  her>eiransw"fr>'VV^ 
like.  "  VVe  have  more  necil  of  JScvov-iyv^- 
than  (tf  Nerklaofs.'*     J.<iutin!t'r  v:  i.-.':---'"'' 
wiihciut  a  qualini>h  feelin:;.  we  appiy  f''^'" 
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in,  O  Boehmer!  In  crowned  heads  there  is 
hope  for  thee.  Not  a  crowned  head  of  them 
n  spare  the  eighty  thousand  pounds.  The 
e  of  Chivalry  is  gone,  and  that  of  Bank- 
ptcy  is  come.  A  dull,  deep,  pressing  move- 
eot  rocks  all  thrones :  Bankruptcy  is  beating 
wn  the  gate,  and  no  Chancellor  can  longer 
rricade  her  out.  She  will  enter;  and  the 
oreless  fire-lava  of  Dbmochact  is  at  her 
ck !  Well  may  Kings,  a  second  time,  *'  sit 
11  with  awful  eye,"  and  think  of  far  other 
Ags  than  Necklaces. 

Thus  for  poor  Boehmer  are  the  moumfoUest 
jrs  and  nights  appointed;  and  this  high- 
omising  year  (1780,  as  we  laboriously  gviess 
d  gather)  stands  blacker  than  all  others  in 
I  calendar.  In  vain  shall  he,  on  his  sleep- 
»  pillow,  more  and  more  desperately  revolve 
I  problem ;  it  is  a  problem  of  the  insoluble 
[t»  a  true  **  irreducible  case  of  Cardan  :**  the 
amond  Necklace  will  not  sell. 


CHAPTER  IV. 
▲mivrriBt :  ths  two  fizbd-idbas. 

Nevertheless,  a  man's  little  Work  lies  not 
»lated,  stranded;  a  whole  busy  World  (a 
iole  native-element  of  mysterious,  never- 
(ling  Force)  environs  it;  will  catch  it  up; 
ti  carry  it  forward,  or  else  backward: 
^ys,  infallibly,  either  as  living  growth,  or 
rorst  as  well-rotted  manure,  the  Thing  Done 
'  come  to  use.  OAen,  accordingly,  for  a 
I  that  had  finished  any  little  work,  this 
?  the  most  interesting  question :  In  such  a 
idless  whirl  of  a  world,  what  hook  will  it 
a.jid  what  hooks,  that  shall  catch  up  this 
'^■rork  of  mine ;  and  whirl  it  also, — through 
a  dance?  A  question,  we  need  not  say, 
Fi  9  in  the  simplest  of  cases,  would  bring  the 
^  Royal  Society  to  a  nonplus. — Good  Corsi- 
L*«titia!  while  thou  nursest  thy  little  Na- 
^r%,  and  he  answers  thy  mother-smile  with 

•  deep  eyes  of  his,  a  world-famous  French 
1  ution,  with  Federations  of  the  Champ  dt 

m  and  September  Massacres,  and  Bakers* 
owners  m  quruct  is  getting  ready:  many  a 
c:>ii  and  Desmoulins;  prim-visaged,  Tar- 
^ooking  Robespierre,  (as  yet  all  school- 
%^  and  Marat  weeping  (and  cursing)  bit- 
"^eum,  as  he  pounds  horse-drugs, — are 
^«-ing  the  fittest  arena  for  him ! 
*>  \is,  loo,  while  poor  Boehmer  is  busy  with 

*  Diamonds  of  his,  picking  them  "out  of 
-'vierce,"  and  his  craftsmen  are  grinding 
*^^liing  them ;  a  certain  ecclesiastical  Co- 
■^OT  and  Grand  Almoner,  and  prosjpecfive 
"^nriendator  and  Cardinal,  is  in  Austria, 
^ing  and  giving  suppers;  for  whom  main- 
'^  is  that  Boehmer  and  his  craftsmen  so 
P^oy  themselves.  Strange  enough,  once 
*«!  The  foolish  Jeweller  at  Paris,  making 
^^ish  trinkets;  the  foolish  Ambassador  at 
^na,  making  blunders  and  debaucheries : 
^se  Two,  all  uncommunicating,  wide  asun- 
fas  the  Poles,  are  hourly  forging  for  each 
ber  the  wonderifullest  hook-and-eye ;  that  will 
U)k  them  together,  one  day, — into  artificial 
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Siamese-Twins,  for  die  istonisbmeDt  of  man* 

kind. 

Prince  Louis  de  Rohan  is  one  of  those  select 
mortals  bom  to  honours,  as  the  sparks  fly 
upwards;  and,  alas,  also  (as  all  men  are)  to 
troubles  no  less.  Of  his  genesis  and  descant 
much  might  be  said»  by  the  curious  in  soch 
matters;  yet,  perhaps,  if  we  weigh  it  well, in- 
trinsically little.  He  can,  by  diligence  and 
faith,  be  traced  back  some  band-breadth  or  two, 
(some  century  or  two ;)  but  after  that,  merges 
in  the  mere  ** blood-royal  of  Brittany;"  long,. 
long  on  this  side  of  the  Northern  Immigrations, 
he  is  not  so  much  as  to  be  sought  for ;— end 
leaves  the  whole  space  onwards  from  that»  into* 
the  bosom  of  Eternity,  a  blank,  marked  only 
by  one  point,  the  Fall  of  Man  f  However,  and 
what  alone  concerns  us,  his  kindred,  in  these 
quite  recent  times,  have  been  much  about  the 
Most  Christian  Majesty ;  ooQld  there  pick  up 
what  was  going.  In  particular,  they  have  had 
a  turn  of  some  continuance  for  Cardinalship 
and  Commendatorship.  Safest  trades  these,  of 
the  calm,  do-nothing  sort :  in  the  do-something 
line,  in  Generalship,  or  such  like,  (witness  poor 
Cousin  Soabise,  at  Rossbach,*)  they  might 
fare  not  so  well.  In  any  case,  the  actaal 
Prince  Louis,  Coadjutor  at  Strasbarg,  while 
his  uncle,  the  Cardinal-Archbishop,  has  not 
yet  deceased,  and  leA  him  his  dignities,  but 
only  fallen  sick,  already  takes  his  place  on 
one  grandest  occasion :  he,  thrice-happy  Co- 
adjutor, receives  the  fair,  young,  trembling 
Dauphin  ess,  Marie-Antoinette,  on  her  first  en- 
trance into  France;  and  can  there,  as  Cere- 
monial Fugleman,  with  fit  bearing  and  sem- 
blance, (being  a  tall  man,of  six-and-thirty,)do 
the  needful.  Of  his  other  performances  up  to 
this  date,  a  refined  History  had  rather  say 
nothing. 

In  fact,  if  the  tolerating  mind  will  meditate 
it  with  any  sympathy,  what  could  poor  Ro- 
han perform]  Performing  needs  light,  needs 
strength,  and  a  firm  clear  footing ;  all  of  which 
had  been  denied  him.  Nourished,  from  birth, 
with  the  choicest  physical  spoon-meat,  indeed ; 
yet,  also,  with  no  better  spiritual  Doctrine  and 
Evangel  of  Life  than  a  French  Court  of  Louis 
the  Weil-beloved  could  yield;  gifted,  more- 
over, (and  this,  too,  was  but  a  new  perplexity 
for  him,)  with  shrewdness  enough  to  see 
through  much,  with  vigour  enough  to  despise 
much ;  unhappily,  not  with  vigour  enough  to 
spurn  it  from  him,  and  be  for  ever  enfran- 
chised of  it, — he  awakes,  at  man's  stature, 
with  man's  wild  desires,  in  a  World  of  the 
merest  incoherent  Lies  and  Delirium ;  himself 
a  nameless  Mass  of  delirious  Incoherence^ — 
covered  over,  at  most,  (and  held  in  a  little,)  by 

*  Here  ia  the  Eplsraro  th«y  made  agnlniit  him  on  oc- 
casion of  Rnsflhach,— in  that  **  IVupotimn  tempered  by 
Epigrams,'*  which  France  wai  then  said  to  be  :— 

"  Soubive  dit,  la  lanterne  &  la  main, 

J*  ni  beau  clierrher,  oik  diahle  est  mon  armde  Y 

Elle  etait  I&  pnurtant  liier  matin  : 

Me  I'n-t-on  prise,  on  i*auraia-Je  egar^el — 

Que  voi«-je,  A  ciel !  que  mon  Ame  ent  ravie ! 

Prodige  heureux !  la  voilA,  la  voilfc!— 

Ah,  ventrebleu !  qu'  est-ce  done  que  cela  1 

Je  me  trompaia,  c'est  I'armee  ennemie  :** 


2Q 
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-eoBTVpAAil  PoUtesse,  apd  a  Cloalr  of  pros- 
peetirr  Cardtnil's  Plash.  Are  not  Intrignes, 
ni^t  Rohan  say,  the  industry  of  this  our 
Universe ;  nay,  is  not  the  Universe  itself^  at 
bottom,  properly  an  Intrigue?  'A  Most  Chris- 
tian Majesty,  in  the  Pare-^nu>cerfi :  he,  thon 
seest,  is  the  god  of  this  lower  world ;  oor  war- 
banner  (in  the  fight  of  Life)  and  celestial  Em- 
UmUMuka  is  a  Strumpet's  .Petticoat:  these  are 
thy  gods,  O  France! — What,  in  such  singular 
circumstances,  could  poor  Rohan's  creed  and 
world-theory  be,  that  he  should  "perform" 
thereby  t  Atheism?  Alas,  no ;  not  even  Athe- 
ism :  only  Machiavelism ;  and  the  indestruct- 
ible ikith  that  **  ginger  is  hot  in  the  mouth.** 
<2et  ever  new  and  better  gii^cr,  therefore ;  chew 
it  ever  the  more  diligently :  'tii  all  thou  hast 
10  look  to,  and  that  only  for  a  day. 

Oinger  enough,  poor  Louis  de  Rohan :  too 
-much  of  ginger!    Whatsoever  of  it,  for  the 
ilve  senses,  money,  or  money's  worth,  or  hack* 
stain  diplomacy,  can  buy ;  nay,  for  the  sixth 
sensey  too,  the  far  spicier  ginger :  Antecedence 
of  thy  fellow-creatures^ — merited,  at  least,  by 
infinitely  finer  honsinff  than  theirs.    Coadjutor 
^Strasbui^,  Archbi»op  of  Strasbuig,  Grand 
Almoner  of  France,  Commander  of  the  Order 
of  the  Holv  Ghost,  Cardinal,  Commendator  of 
"St  Wast  d'Arras  (one  of  the  fattest  benefices 
liere  below) :  all  these  shall  be  housings  for 
Monaeigneur:  to  all  these  shall  his  Jesuit 
If  nrtiag-mother,  (our  vulpine  Abb6  GeoigeM 
Ihrougfa  fair  court-weather  and  through  foul, 
triumphantly  bear  him^— and  wrap  him  with 
them,  fat,  somnolent,  Nurseling  as  he  is. — By 
the  way,  a  most  assiduous,  ever- wakeful  Abbe 
is  this  Georgel;   and  wholly  MonseigncurN. 
He  has  scouts  dim-flying,  far  out,  in  the  great 
deep   of    the   world's   business;   has  spider- 
threads  that  over-net  the  whole  world ;  himself 
sits  in  the  centre  ready  to  run.    In  vain  shall 
King  and  Queen  combine  against  Monseigneur 
'*!  was  at  M.  de  Maurepas'  pillow  before  six," 
— ^persuasively  wagging  my  sleek  coif,  and  the 
sleek  reynard-head  under  it;  I  managed  it  all 
for  him.    Here,  too,  on  occasion  of  Reynard 
Georgel,  we  could  not  but  reflect  what  a  sin- 
gular species  of  creature  your  Jesuit  must 
have   been.     Outwardly,  you   would  say,  a 
man;  the  smooth   semblance  of  a  man:  in- 
wardly, to  the  centre,  filled  with  stone  !     Yet 
in  all  breathing  things,  even  in  stone  Jesuits, 
are  inscrutable  sympathies:  how  else  does  a 
Reynard  Abb^  so  loyally  give  himself,  soul 
and  body,  to  a  somnolent  Monseigneur; — how 
else  does  the  poor  Tit,  to  the  neglect  of  its 
own  eggs  and  interests,  nurse  up  a  huge  lum- 
bering Cuckoo;  and  think  its  pains  all  paid, 
if  the  soot-brown  Stupidity  will  merely  g^row 
bigger  and  bigger! — Enough,  by  Jesuitic  or 
other  means,  Prince  Louis  de  Rohan  shall  be 
passively  kneaded  and  baked  into  Commcnda- 
tor  of  St  Wast  and  much  else;  and  truly  surh 
a  Commendator  as  hardly,  since  King  Thierri 
(first  of  the  Faitidatu)  founded  that  Establish- 
ment, has  played  his  part  there. 

Such,  however,  haveTNature  and  Art  com- 
bined together  to  make  Prince  Louis.  A  figure 
thrice-clothed  with  honours;  with  plush,  and 
civic,  and  ecclesiastic  garniture  of  all  kinds  ; 
but  in  itself  little  other  than  an  amorphous 


congeries  of  contradictioiWv  iMnoIwi  d 
violence,  foul  paavioDs,  and  fiml  liNa  II . 
by  his  plush  cloaks  and  wrappipiMi^ 
above  hinted,  that  such  a  figure  tfkb  I 
(what  we  call,  "coheres,**)  in  nji 
were  it  not  for  these,  he  would  How  Mkift 
lessly  on  all  sides.  Coneeire  kia  Ul^ 
with  a  kind  of  radical  vigour  tndfiic^fM 
can  see  clearlj^  at  times,  and  spetk  f 
yet  left  in  this  wa^  to  stagnate  udi 
and  lie  overlaid  with  such  floods  of  fit  #j 
terial, — ^have  we  not  a  true  imige  ofAei 
fbllest  Mud-volcano/ guigling  i6d 
simmering,  amid  con tinnal  stesaya 
ness,  (except,  as  was  hinted,  is 
with  occasional  terrifiqo-absM 
sibns ! 

This,  garnish  it  and  fringe  it  senml 
somely,  i%,  alas,  the  intrinsic  dniMli 
Prince  Louis.    A  shamefU  sptttide: 
however,  as  the  world  has  beheU  i 
as  it  were  to  be  wished  (bat  is  aot  }«l| 
hoped)  the  world  mig^t  behold  no 
are  not  all  possible  delirious  ia 
outward  and  inward,  sammed  up,  fer 
Rohan,  in  this  one  ineredibleit 
that  hi.  Prince  Louis  de  RohsB,  ii 
Priest,  Cardinal  of  the  Churehl  A 
merely  libidinous  mortal,  lying  tbcR 
helpless,  ifts-solute,  (as  we  well  sayj 
to  see  Church  Cardinal  (that  is, 
Hmgt,  or  main  Comer,  of  the  hi 
in  this  World)  an  Inhabitant  of  Sitiiii 
split  with  laughing^ — if  he  did  lot 
swoon  with  pity  ana  horror ! 

Prince  Louis,  as  ceremonial  fo^kmill 
Strasburg,  might  have  hoped  to  make  aM 
way  with  the  fair  young  Dauphioesi;  W 
seems  not  to  have  made  any.  Periapt j] 
those  great  days,  so  trying  for  a  fiHeen  yen 
Bride  and  Dauphiness,  the  fair  AotoiiietsM 
too  preoccupied :  perhaps,  in  the  rerr  ■» 
and  looks  of  Prospective-Csrdiaal  W* 
Louis,  her  fair  young  soul  read,  all  ai* 
sciously,  an  incoherent  Roue-ism,  (boUosw 
Mud-volcano-ism,)  from  which  she  kf* 
stinct  rather  recoiled. 

However,  as  above  hinted,  he  isnovj* 
in  these  years,  on  Embassy  to  Vieoaa-  w 
"four-and-lweniy 
of  Abbe  Georgel 

in  scarlet  breeches, . 

parade  as  drowns  even  his  fat  revenue iifj 
rennial  debt.    Above   all  things,  his  ^ 
Familiar  is  with  him.    For  so  crerywj 
they  must  manage:  Eminence  K<^^^^ 
cloak,  Jesuit  Georgel  the  man  cr  autoaiP 
within  it    Rohan,  indeed,  sees  PolaDdHJ 
titioning ;  or  rather  Georgel,  with  his  "^H* 
Austrian"  traitor,  "on  5ie  ramparts,  ^ 
for  him:  but  what  can  he  dol    ^*    ^5 
his     four-and-twenty    scarlet    P'^^fvJS! 
*'  smuggle"  to  quite  unconscionable  ^JjJJJj 
rides  through  a  Catholic  procession,  Wj: 
live-Cardinal  as  he  is,  because  it  is  wJJ 
and  keeps  him  from  an  appointmeal-^^ 
gallants;   gives   suppers.  SardanapaliJjJ 
the  finest  ever  seen  in  Vienna,    ^bb*®* 
gel  (as  we  fancy  it  was)  writes  a  Desp^! 
his  name    "every  fortnight;* 


THE  DIAMOND  IVECKLACE. 

"  Maria  Theresa  stands,  in- ;  ness  has  become  a  Quee 
landlterchierin  one  hand,  weep- 1  is  home  from  Viewiai 
W  or  Poland;  but  wilh  the  sword  gratulale.  He  bears  a 
tnd.  read;  to  oul  Poland  in  sfc-  {  Theresa :  hopes  Ihe  Qat 


fi  her  share."*  Untimely  joki 
'la  Frioce  Loais  the  root  or  nn- 
igrinat  For  Mitiisler  D'Alguil- 
EkiDsi  his  dutf)  communicates 
UDg  Louis ;  Louis  to  Du  Barry, 
"amf/fr,  and  laughs  over  ii;  the 
taeourr-joiiei  ihc  filially-pious 
nn  it,  and  remembers  it.  Ac- 
norer,  thai  Rohan  spske  cen- 
»  Danphiness   lo  her  Mother; 

is  but  hearsay  and  false;  Ihi 
rbercaa  disliked  him,  anil  evei 

■nd  vigorously   laboured  for 

J  sleep  and  somnambulism,  n 
qosfffhe  full  wine-cuji  of  Ihi 
tt  (his  molher,}  and  ngain  slee| 
toJaie,    does    the    Prospective 
tJommendator  pass  his  days. 
F  Thia  is  not  a  world  that 
\i  Ihat  il  ii  safe  to  sleep 
a.  lalbaflood-roanngLi 
fn  above  nine  hundred  millions 
L  Ibr  one  ilem,  restlessly 
hany  (breads  fly  humming  from 
■pindles'i"  and  swin  iavisible 
mhg,  to  the  Ends  of  The  World. 
ngh !     At  this  hour,  a  miser- 
in  Paris  (whom  thou  wotiesi 
niag,  of  diamonds  and  gold,  a 
lai  will  go  nigh  lo  strangle  the 

■onis  Ihe  wetl-beloved  has  left 
'  Pare-avr-etrft ;  and,  amid  the 
Kd  hootings  of  the  world,  taken 
[JDg  at  St.  Denis.  Feeling  thai 
t,  (for  ihe  small-pox  has  the 
ra  Du  Barry  is  off,)  he,  as  the 
I,  records,  "made  Ihe  amtmli 
I,"  C'hese  are  his  Reverence's 
■d  a  Irue  repentance  of  three 

Land  so,  continues  Ihe  Abb£, 
r  Lord."  Asleep  in  the  Lord, 
*t  irsuchamassofLaiiness 
deep  in  Ibe  Lord,  aha,  fanciesr 
Ml  falls  asleep— elsewhere  1 
n  did  fall  asleep.;  that  Ihick- 
inkeioribe  Night,  DQder  what 
J  Iiol,  A<  narer  through  endless 
nsull  the 


.  EmlneuM  Rohan 
3  condole  and  con- 
leiter  from  Maria 
_  n  will  not  foi^el  old 
mial  Fuglemen,  and  friends  of  Ihe 
Dauphiness.  Heaven  and  Earth !  Th^Dauphi- 
ness  Queen  will  not  see  him:  orders  the  Lei- 
ler  10  be  ml  her.  The  King  himself  signifies 
briefly  thai  he  "will  be  asked  for  when 
wanted !" 

Alas  1  at  Coun,  our  motion  is  the  delicaiesi, 
tiBsuresT.  We  go  spinning,  as  It  were,  on 
teetotums,  by  Ihe  edge  of  bottomless  deeps. 
Rest  is  fall;  so  is  one  false  whirl.  A  momeni 
ago,  Eminence  Rohan  seemed  walitinf  with 
the  btiX :  but,  behold,  his  leeiatom  bns  earritd 
hint  Diw,  thera  is  an  inversion  of  ihe  centre 
tlf  gravity;  and  to  now,  heels  uppermost,  ve- 
locity increasing  as  Ihe  lime,  space  as  the 
square  of  ihe  time, — he  rushes. 

On  a  man  of  poor  Rohan's  somnolence  and 
violence,  Ihe  sympathizing  mind  can  estimate 
what  the  effect  was.  Consiemaiion,  stupe- 
faciion,  the  loial  jumble  of  blood,  brains,  and 
nervous  spirils;  in  ear  and  heart,  only  univer- 
sal hnbbttb,  and  louder  and  louder  singing  of 
the  agitated  air.  A  (all  comparable  lo  ihat 
of  Sawn !  Men  have,  indeed,  been  driven  from 
Court;  and  borne  it,  according  to  ability.  A 
Choiseut,  in  these  very  years,  rolired  TarthiAn- 

imile  or  scowl  i  and  drew  half  ihe 

Couri-hosl  along  with  him.  Our  Wolsey. 
though  once  an  Ego  il  Rex  Mfiu,  Could  joamey. 

inselry ;  and  there,  lelling  beads,  look  forward 
o  a  slill  longer  jouroey.  The  melodious,  loo 
infl-siruDg,  Racine,  when  his  King  lumed  his 
back  on  him,  emitted  one  meek  wail,  and  sub- 
ively^ied.  But  ibe  case  of  Coadjutor  d« 
Rohan  differed  from  all  ihese.  N"  loyally  was 
him  thai  he  should  die;  no  self-help.  Ihat 
should  live;  no  faith  ihat  he  *houlil  tell 
beads.  His  is  a  mud-volcanic  choracler;  in- 
coherent, road,  from  Ihe  very  foondwioo  of  li. 
1,  that  his  Cnuriiership  (for  how eoald 
hleness  enter  there))  was  properly  i^ 
loss  of  his  (r- 


■  any  IK 


■Rfore  reigns,  (and  under  the 
kske* locks;}  his  fair  Dauphi- 


MM  lb*  "lotfi-flt"  ftttitaa: 
»MehUB.siull»lillilin.    Thin 


specalalion :  Ihe  to 


s  (rnnip 


redeemed  despair.  _  

this  worid, — or  in  the  next.  And  then  ||^^ 
asperating  H'hy  '  ihe  Ha<r  raau  U.'  For  lh«t 
.hanic,  or  Georgclie.  iiprigbllinekt  of  (fc^ 
landkerchief  in  one  band,  and  iword  Ik  «h^ 
ler,"  (if  indeed,  ibai could  bare  causodM  *1L\ 
has  quite  escaped  faim.  Is  ihe  name  of  Ftmt 
Bacon's  Head,  irhai  war  it  *  Imasinaiio*,  ^ij^^ 
Desperation  lo  ilnie  her.  maj  fly  lo  aH  p^^^ 
of  Space ; — and  reura  with  wrarinl 
no  tidings.  Behold  mi 
first  grand  cenaini*  fiw 
and  last  and  oBJ^  Ki 
I  his  Hm  I    AtaL  U 


MS 


CAHLTLE'S  MISCELLAXE0U8  WHmNGS. 


rcftd, — IrtH  not  uodcrsiaiid.  Strange  Volamcs! 
UOTV-Hhe  (he  screeching  of  disliacled  nicbt- 
liirdi.  (sBddenly  di&iurbed  by  ihe  lorch  otPcy 
lice-FoHrkrs.)  tlun  tbe  articulaie  uiierance 
ol  a.  tauona]  unfeathered  biped.  CbeerfuUy 
admittiug  Ihei^e  slatemenls  lo  be  all  lies;  tee 
■ik.  Uow  any  morlal  coold,  or  should, »  lie ! 

The  Psycho bg'i SIS,  hoireTer.  comoiil  ooe 
tore  mUlake  ;  ihat  of  searching,  in  every  cha- 
racter named  human,  Tor  something  like  a 
conscience.  Being  mere  conteiopialive  re- 
clames, for  most  pan,  and  feeling  that  Morality 
is  Ihe  Heart  at  Lilt,  they  judge  that  with  all  ihe 
world  it  is  so.  Nererlbeless,  as  practical  men 
are  avare.  Life  can  go  on  in  excellent  rigour, 
wilhoul  crotchet  of  thai  kind.  What  is  the 
essence  of  Life  !  Volition!  Go  deeper  down, 
you  find  a  much  more  universal  root  and  cba- 
racleristic:  Digeslion.  While  Digest i 
Lifecaanol,  in  philosophical  lan,;uBge,be  said 
to  b«  eitiucl:  and  Digestion  trill  give  rise  lo 
Volilions  enough,  al  any  rate,  lo  Desires  (and 
aliempls)  which  may  pass  for  such.  He  who 
looks  neither  before  nor  afler.any  further  Ihan 
ihi:  Larder,  and  Stateroom,  (which  is  properly 
Ihe  finest  companiDent  of  the  Larder,)  will 
need  no  Worlii-iheory,  [Creed,  as  ii  is  called,) 
or  Scheme  of  Duties:  lightly  lea  nng  Ihe  world 
10  wag  as  it  likes  wilh  any  theory  or  none,  his 
^'rand  object  is  a  thcorj'  (and  practice)  of  ways 
and  means.  Not  goodness  or  badness  is 
type  of  him;  only  shiftiness  or  shilllessni 

And  now,  disburdened  of  Ibis  obstrncli 
let  the  Psychologists  consider  it  under  a  bolder 
view.  Consider  the  brisk  Jeanne  deSaini-Rci  ' 
de  Saint-Shiliy  as  a  Spark  of  vehement  Li 
(nol  developed  inio  Will  of  any  kind,  yet  fully 
into  Desires  a(  all  kinds)  cast  into  such  a  Life- 
element  as  we  have  seen.  Vanity  and  Hunger; 
a  Princess  of  the  Blood,  yet  whose  falber  had 
sold  bi9  inexpressibles;  uncenain  wheilier 
fosterdaiigbler  of  a  fond  Countess,  with  hope; 
sky-high,  or  supernumerary  Soubrelle,  with 
not  enough  of  Maniuamaking :  in  a  word.  Gig- 
manOi/ dugigi^tii :  one  of  the  saddest,  pitiable, 
unpitied  predicamenls  of  man  !  She  is  of  that 
light  nnredecling  class,  of  that  light  unrefiect- 
ing  sex:  Earium  temprr  el  nnilabile.  And  then 
ber  Fine-Ladyism.  though  a  purseless  one 
capricious,  coqueitish,  and  wilh  all  Ihe  finei 
seohibiliiiGs  of  the  heart;  now  in  the  rackets 
now  in  the  sullens ;  vivid  in  contradictory 
resolves  ;  laughing,  weeping  without  reason, — 
though  these  acu  are  said  lo  be  signs  of  reason. 
Consider,  too.  how  she  has  had  to  work  her  way, 
all  along,  by  flattery  and  cajolery;  wheedling, 
Eaves-dropping,  and  Dambypambying:  how 
she  needs  wages,  and  knows  no  oibcr  prudue- 
live  trades.  Thought  can  hardly  be  said  I 
exist  in  her:  only  Perception  and  Devici 
With  an  understanding  lyni-eyed  for  the  sui 
face  of  things,  but  which  pierces  beyond  th 
surface  of  nothing ;  every  individual  thing  (fo 
she  has  never  seized  the  heart  of  it)  turns  up 
a  new  face  to  her  every  new  day,  and  s 
ihing  changed,  a  different  thing.  Thi 
or  rather  vehemently  bobs  and  hove 
vehement  mind,  in  the  middle  of  a  boundless 
many-dBDcing  whirlpool  of  pill-shreds,  papet 
clippings, and  windfalls, — to  which  ihe  revolv- 
iag  chaos  of  my  Uncle-Toby's  Bnoke-Jnck 


was  solidity  and  regolarily. 
Ihjr  sins  must  have  met  with  ^ 
tionals;  ftsciDiting,  with  dieir  Ut 
their  qoi^  snappish  laacie!;£i 
Ihe  higher  circles,  in  Fashion,  «* 

bey  hum  and  buzz  lhtr«M  . 

Dgs ; — searching,  neverlbciw,  •< 
vonderfullesi  skill,  for  honey:  ' ' 

WonderfullesI  skill  for  hi 
iray,  mark  that,  as  regards  ihii 
tiini-Shiny.    Her  instinct-offeiuu  R| 
gious  ;  her  appetite  fierce-    Id  nj  ll 
speculation  of  Ihe  pnvate  kind,  the,  O^ 
as  you  call   her,   will  be  wonb  ■  ' 
thinkers.    And  io  of  such  u 
nntamablesi,    Mademoisrite   IttMth 
buzzing  down,  in  the  Bar-si 

ispect  the  honey-jars  of  PolitcnEJll 
and  iroell  whether  there  be  any  li~ 

Alas,  at  PonleCie,  we  can,  wtili 
behold   straw-roofs  w 
farmers   coutieouslf   offer  c< 
other  country  messes;  b«t  tu 
with  his  Landed  Propergr.  fi 
cheap)  he  declares  banl  man 
honey-jars  are  all  close,  t) 
certain  Monsieur  de  Lamone,!'       _^ 
on  farlough  frum  Lontvillc,^ 
pap  ai  aiienlions;  become"  (t*^ 
licular  in  bis  attentions, — for  we  hll 
ith  ■  certain  piquancy."  Ihe  Ii 
ippish  tongue,  tbe  liveliest  bitlniUk  M| 
{no!  yet  hardened  into  rat-liood^  •* ' 
pounds  a-year.  and  prospects.    iCdtti 
indeed,  is  as  yet  only  a  private  H* 
then  a  private  sentinel  in  the  Om 
did  not  bis  father  die  flghling  "S  A*  kl 
his  company,"  at  Minden  !    W 
of  our  own  Conittess-ship  dub  bi 
by  len-band  coll  ate  ralism.  get  tun  a 
— Finished  before  the  furlough  isdOL  . 
untamablesi  of  flies  has  again  biin<d< 
wedlock   with  M.  de  .Lamottet  ifW 
honey,  yet  to  escape  spiders;  and  a 
garrison   at  Lunuville,  amid  eoqueiriM 
hysterics,  in  Gigmaniiy  i'     '       '     ' 
late  enough. 

At  the  end  of  four  long  fears,  (too  lM| 
de  Lamotte.  or  call  him  now  Ctnmt  ie  Vx 
sees  good  to  lay  down  bis  lighljog-geu. 
happily  still  only  the  musket,)  and  b 
what  is  by  certain  moderns  called  " 
lian:"  not  a  Civil-Law  Doctor;  merd. 
zen,  one  who  does  not  live  by  beiat 
Alas  1  cold  eclipse  has  all  atutig  hangs 


ting-ll*»M 

I  whriMifii 

dub  bim  mQ 


Lamotie household.  Coiial«si 
it  is  true,  writes  in  the  most  feelidit 
but  then  Ihe  Royal  Finances  mre  so  d 
Without  personal  pressing  solicltaika 
spot,  no  Couri-Solicitor,  we 
raeagresucan  hope  to  better  it,  A't  Ll 
the  sun  indeed  shines;  and  there  iai 
Life;  but  only  an  nn-Parisian,  half  d 
Life ;  the  very  tradesmen  grow  clanM 
no  cunningly  devised  fable,  ready  mot 
will  appease  them.  CnnnnandaBi 
d'Autichamp*  agrees  with   Mailame 


il'AiuirMmf^  ■ 
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s  that  a  journey  to  Paris  were  the  pn>- 
j^vhither,  also,  he  himself  is  just  going, 
ioas  Commandaot  Marquis!  His  plan 
:^  through :  he  dares  to  presume  to  make 

0  a  Scion-of-Royalty ;  or  to  hint  that  he  j 
dare  to  presume  to  do  it.    Whereupon, 

lant  Count  de  Lamotte,as  we  said,  throws  | 
is  commission,  and  down  his  fire-arms  ; 
>m  further  delay.    The  King  loses  a  tall 
tie  sentinel;  the  world  has  a  new  black- 

and  Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Lamotte 

places  in  the  Diligence  for  Strasburg. 
304    Fostermoiher    Boulainvilliers,  how- 
sis  no  longer  at  Strasburg:  she  is  forward 
«  Archiepiscopal  palace  in  Saverne ;  on  a 

there,  to  his  Eminence  Cardinal  Com< 
dator  Grand-Almoner  Archbishop  Prince 
ia  de  Rohan !  Thus,  then,  has  Destiny  at 
SMTonght  it  about.  Thus,  after  long  wander- 
a  on  paths  so  far  separate,  has  the  time 
^%,m  this  late  year  1783,)  when,  of  all  the 

liandred  millions  of  the  Earth's  denizens, 

1  pre-appointed  two  beheld  each  other ! 
le  foolish  Cardinal,  since  no  sublunary 
Ba»  not  even  bribing  of  the  Trianon  Con- 
ge, will  serve,  has  taken  to  the  superlunary : 

here,  with  his  fixed-idea ;  and  volcanic 
nroaity,  darkening,  under  Cagliostro's  ma- 
meDt,  into  thicker  and  thicker  opaque, — 
B  Black-Art  itaelf.  To  the  glance  of  hun- 
lenius  Cardinal  and  Cagliostro  could  not 
lave  meaning.  A  flush  of  astonishment, 
h  over  boundless  wealth  (for  the  moun- 
of  debt  lie  invisible)  in  (he  hands  of 
dless  Stupidity ;  some  vague  looming  of 
inite  hope:  aJl  this  one  can  well  fancy. 
aJas,  what,  to  a  high  plush  Cardinal,  is  a 
insolvent  Scion-of-Royalty^ — though  with 
e  of  some  piquancy  1  The  good  Foster- 
ar's  visit,  in  any  case,  can  last  but  three 
;  then,  amid  old  nambypambyings,  with 
flosions  of  the  nobler  sensibilities,  and 
of  pity  (at  least  for  oneself,)  Countess 
amotte,  and  husband,  must  ok  with  her 
ri9«  and  new  possibilities  at  Court.    Only 

the  sky  again  darkens,  can  this  vague 
log  from  Baverne  look  oat,  by  fits,  as  a 
ing  weather-sign. 


CHAPTER  VI. 
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•^erer,  the  sky,  according  to  custom,  is 
mng  in  darkening  again.  The  King's 
e«Bf  we  repeat,  are  in  so  distracted  a 
B  No  D'Ormesson,  no  Joly  de  Fleury, 
p  ci  milking  the  already  dry,  will  increase 
Bcandalons  Thirty  Pounds  of  a  8cion-of- 
Itjr  by  a  single  doiu  Calonne  himself, 
1ms  a  willing  ear  and  encouraging  word 
l]I  mortals  whatsoever,  only  with  difli- 
»  and  by  aid  of  Madame  of  France,* 
K  it  still  to  some  still  miserable  Sixty-five. 
at  of  ally  the  good  Fostermoiher  Boulain- 
nt,  in  few  months,  suddenly  dies:  the 
tiled  widower,  sitting  there,  with  his 
I   l^pjidkerchie^  to  receive  condolences. 


with  closed  shatters,  mortuary  tapestries,  and 
sepulchral  cressets  burning,  (which,  hemverr 
the  instant  the  condolences  are  gone,  be  blows 
out,  to  save  oil,)  has  the  audacity  again«  amid 
crocodile  tears,  to — drop  hints  !•  Nay,  more, 
he  (wretched  man  in  all  senses)  abridges  the 
Lamotte  table ;  will  besiege  virtue  both  in  the 
positive  and  negative  way.  The  Lamottes, 
wintery  as  the  world  looks,  cannot  begone  too 
soon. 

As  to  Lamotte  the  husband,  he,  for  shelter 
against  much,  decisively  dives  down  to  the 
"  subterranean  shades  of  Rascaldom ;"  gam- 
bles, swindles ;  can  hope  to  live,  miscellane^ 
ously,  if  not  by  the  Grace  of  God,  yet  by  the 
Oversight  of  the  Devil, — for  a  time.  Lamotte 
the  wife  also  makes  her  packages :  and  wav- 
ing^  the  unseductive  Count  Boulainvilliers 
Save-all  a  disdainful  farewell,  removes  to  the 
BeUt  Image  in  Versailles ;  there,  within  wind 
of  Court,  in  attic  apartments,  on >  poor  water- 
gruel  board,  resolves  to  await  what  can  betide* 
So  much,  in  few  months  of  this  fateful  year 
1783,  has  come  and  gone. 

Poor  Jeanne  de  Saint-Remi  de  Lamotte 
Valois,  Ei-Mantuamaker,  8cion-of-Royalty  I 
What  eye,  looking  into  those  bare  attic  apart^ 
ments,  and  water-gruel  platters  of  the  Jitlle 
Image,  but  must,  in  spite  of  itself,  grow  dim  with 
almost  a  kind  of  tear  for  thee !  There  thou 
art,  with  thy  quick  lively  glances,  face  of  a 
certain  piquancy,  thy  gossamer  untamable 
character,  snappish  sallies,  glib  all-managing 
tongue ;  thy  whole  incarnated,  garmented,  and 
so  sharply  appetent  **  spark  of  Life ;"  cast 
down  alive  into  this  World,  without  vote  of 
thine,  (for  the  Elective  Franchises  have  not 
yet  got  that  length ;)  and  wouldst  so  fain  live 
there.  Paying  scot-and-lot;  providing,  or  fresh- 
scouring,  silk  coun-dresses ;  ^  always  keep- 
ing a  gig!*'  Thou  must  hawk  and  shark  to 
and  fro,  from  anteroom  to  anteroom ;  become 
a  Vind  of  terror  to  all  men  in  place,  and  wo- 
men that  influence  such ;  dance  not  light  Ionic 
measures,  but  attendance  merely ;  have  weep- 
ings, thanksgiving  effusions,  aulic,  almost 
forensic,  eloquence :  perhaps  eke  out  thy  thin 
livelihood  by  some  coquetries,  in  the  small 
way; — and  so,  most  poverty-stricken,  cold- 
blighted,  yet  with  young  keen  blood  struggling 
against  it.  spin  forward  thy  unequal  feeble 
thread,  which  the  Clotho-scissors  will  soon 
clip! 

Surely,  now,  if  ever,  were  that  vagae  loom- 
ing from  Saverne  welcome,  as  a  weather-sign. 
How  doubly  welcome  is  his  plash  Eminence'^ 
personal  arrival ; — for  with  the  earliest  spring 
he  has  come  in  person,  as  he  periodically 
does ;  vaporific,  driven  by  his  fixed-idea. 

Genius,  of  the  mechanical  practical  kind, 
what  is  it  but  a  bringing  together  of  two- 
Forces  that  fit  each  other,  that  will  give  birth 
to  a  third?  Ever,  from  Tubalcain's  time,. 
Iron  lay  ready  hammered ;  Water,  also,  was 
boiling  and  bursting :  nevertheless,  for  want 
of  a  genias,  there  was  as  yet  no  Steam-engine. 
In  his  Eminence  Prince  Louis,  in  that  huge 
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restlen,  Jaeoberent  Being  of  his,  depend  on 
it,  bniTC  Coontess,  there  are  Forces  deep, 
manifbld ;  nar,  a  fixed-idea  concentrates  the 
whole  hoge  Incoherence  as  it  were  into  one 
Force :  cannot  the  eye  of  genins  discover  its 
fiUowf 

iCommaoing  much  with  the  Conrt-va2cfat7&, 
our  hrave  Coontess  has  more  than  once  heard 
talk  of  Boehmer,  of  bis  Necklace,  and  threat- 
ened death  by  water ;  in  the  conr&e  of  gossip- 
ing and  tattling,  this  topic  fVom  time  to  time 
emerges;  is  commented  upon  with  empty 
laughter, — as  if  there  lay  no  fbrther  meaning 
in  iL  To  the  common  eye  there  is  indeed 
none :  bat  to  the  eye  of  genius  1  In  some 
moment  of  inspiration,  the  question  risdb  on 
oar  braye  Lamocte :  were  not  (Itif,  o(  all  ex- 
tapt  Forces,  the  cognate  one  that  would  anile 
imh  Eminence  Rohan's  1  Great  momeflt 
light-beaming,  fire-flashing;  like  birth  of  Mifi* 
enra ;  like  w\  moments  of  Creation !  Fancy 
bow  pnlae  and  breath  flutter,  almost  siopi  in 
the  greamess :  the  great  not  Divine  Idea,  the 
mat  Diabolic  Idea  is  too  big  for  her^ — 
Thought  (how  often  must  we  repeat  it  t)  rules 
the  world ;  Fire  and,  in  a  less  degree,  Frost ; 
Earth  and  8ea,  (for  what  is  your  swiftest  ehip, 
or  steamship  but  a  TAoi^ftt — imbodied  in 
wood  1} ;  Rewrmed  Parliaments,'  rise  and  ruin 
of  Nations^— sale  of  IHamohds:  all  things 
obey  Thought  Gotantess  de  Saint  Remi  de 
Lamotie,  ^  power  of  thought  is  now  made 
woman*  with  force  of  genius  she  represses, 
eroahes  deep  down,  her  UndiTine  Idea;  bends 
all  her  fi^ul^  to  realise  it.  Prepare  thyself^ 
Reader  for  a  series  of  the  most  surprising 
Dramatic  Representations  ever  exhibited  on 
any  stage. 

We  hear  tell  of  Dramatists,  and  scenic  illu- 
sion how" nataral/' how  illusive  it  was:  if 
the  spectator,  for  some  half-moment,  can  half- 
deceive  himself  into  the  belief  that  it  was 
real,  he  departs  doubly  content.  With  all 
which,  and  much  more  of  the  like,  I  have  no 
quarrel.  But  what  must  be  thought  of  the 
Female  Dramatist  who,  for  eighteen  long 
months,  can  exhibit  the  beautifollest  Fata- 
morgana  to  a  plush  Cardinal,  wide  awake, 
with  fifty  years  on  his  head;  and  so  lap  him 
in  her  scenic  illusion  that  he  never  doubts  but 
it  is  all  firm  earth,  and  the  pasteboard  Cou- 
lisse-trees are  producing  Hesperides  apples ! 
Could  Madame  de  Lamoite,  then  have  written 
a  Handti?  I  conjecture,  not.  More  goes  to 
the  writing  of  a  Hturdtt  than  completest  **  imi- 
tation" of  all  characters  and  things  in  this 
Earth ;  there  goes,  before  and  beyond  all,  the 
rarest  undtntawHng  of  these,  insight  into  their 
hidden  essences  and  harmonies.  Erasmus's 
Ape,  as  is  known  in  Literary  History,  sat  by 
while  its  Master  was  shaving,  and  "  imitated" 
every  point  of  the  process ;  but  its  own  fool- 
ish beard  grew  never  the  smoother. 

As  in  looking  at  a  finished  Drama,  it  were 
nowise  meet  that  the  spectator  first  of  all  got 
behind  the  scenes,  and  saw  the  burnt-corks, 
brayed-resin,  thunder-barrels,  and  withered 
hunger-bitten  men  and  women,  of  which  such 
heroic  work  was  made:  so  here  with  the 
reader.    A  peep  into  the  side-scenes  shall  be 


granted  him,  from  time  to  lime,  li^fliii 
whole,  repress,  O  reader,  that  too  imirik 
scientific  euriosity  of  thine;  let  if  aiM^i 
feeling  first  have  play ;  and  wilaeei  tte t 
Prospero's-grotto  poor  Eminence  MaiiiU 
into,  to  be  pleased  he  knows  not  wfaj. 

Surrey  first  what  we  might  eaO  Ike  il|^ 
lights,  orchestra,  general  stroctareofAeto 
tre,  mood  and  condidon  of  the  aodieaeb  lb 
theatre  is  the  World,  with  its  lestleis  Mm 
and  madness ;  near  at  hand  tm^wfi 
Domes  of  Versailles,  myecery  arooad  A^ 
and  as  background  the  memoiy  oft  dMHV- 
yeare.  By  the  side  of  the  River  8d 
haggard,  wasted,  a  Jooatllier-Bijotfiff  # 
Reiae,  with  necklace  in  bis  poebet 
dienee  is  a  drunk  Christopher  filv  ia  Ikr 
humour.  A  fixed-idea,  driving  «■' 
over  steep  places»  like  that  of  die 
8wine»ha8  produeed  a  decepcibiUtf,aitfi 
peration,  that  will  clnleh  at  stntn. 
stand  one  other  word :  CagHostrs  ii 
ing  to  bim!  The  Quaek  of  Qtacbha 
for  years  had  him  in  leading. 
lUpredietlons  in  cipher;**  qnestiaui|i 
nieroglypbie  Screens,  polnmbs  ia  i 
Innocenee,  for  elixirs  of  life,  and 
stone ;  noTeiling,  in  AiligiBous^ 
the  (sham)  majeMy  of  natnie;  ht  iulM 
more  and  mora  firom  all  unponMrfi 
Was  it  not  enouf^  that  poor  Kohu  kil 
come  a  dissolute,  temnolenl^ioicilli 
vapory  Mud-volcaDo;  but  black 
magic  miust  be  laid  on  him ! 

U,  perhaps,  too,  our  Countess  de 
with  her  blandishments,— ^or  thooih  sot 
tiful,she  ''has  a  certain  piquancy,  tferivi^' 
Enough,  his  poor  Eminence  sits  in  die  M 
place,  in  the  fittest  mood :  a  newly-svahori 
Christopher  Sly;  and  with  his  *soiill»tf 
too,  beside  him.  Touch,  only,  the  ligtoii 
fire-tipt  rod ;  and  let  the  orchestra  sofl-vartif 
strike  up  their  fara-lara  fiddle-diddle-dee! 
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Such  a  sofl-warbling  fara-lara  was  it  tot* 
Eminence,  when  (in  early  January  of  the  juf 
1784)  our  Countess  first,  mpierioatlj,  l^ 
under  seal  of  sworn  secrecy,  histed  lo  h* 
that,  with  her  winning  tongue  and  grettt*  " 
as  Anecdotic  Historian,  she  had  worited  i 
sage  to  the  ear  of  Qneen*s  Majesty^ 
Gods!  Dost  thou  bring  with  thee  aus 
Heaven  ?  Is  thy  face  yet  radiant  with 
reflex  of  that  Brightness  beyond  bright !- 
with  fixed  idea  are  not  as  other  mea. 
listen  to  a  plain  varnished  tale,  snch  as 
Dramatist  can  fashion ;  to  ponder  the  v 
to  snufi*  them  up,  as  Ephraim  did  the  eas^  ^, 
and  grow  flatulent  and  drunk  with  theia:**'' 
else  could  poor  Eminence  do !  His  Hi 
somnolent,  so  swift-rocked  soul  feels  a  ** 

*  Cominra  Rohan's  Mimmru  P^mr^  <tfecN  ■*£ 
of  them,)  in  the  jf/«ir«  4b  CMitr,  with  Ltf** 
four.  They  go  on  in  the  way  of  eoatroreiij,  mW 
meat,  and  reeponae. 


THE  DIAMOND  NECKLACE. 


46S 


Dt  infased  into  it;  turbid  resinous  light, 
coruscating,  glares  over  the  <*  waste  of 
lagination.  Is  he  interested  in  the  mys- 
s  tidings  t  Hope  has  seized  them ;  there 
the  world  nothing  else  that   interests 

s  secret  friendship  of  Queens  is  not  a 
to  be  let  sleep :  ever  new  Palace  Inter- 
occur  ; — yet  in  deepest  privacy;  for  how 
d  her  Majesty  awaken  so  many  tongues 
incipalities  and  Nobilities,  male  and  fe- 
that  spitefully  watch  her?  Above  all, 
/er, "  on  the  2d  of  February,"  that  day 
le  Procession  of  blue  Ribands,"*  much 
poken  of;  somewhat,  too,  of  Monseigneur 
>han ! — Poor  Monseigneur,  hadst  thou 
^ng  ears,  thou'dst  hear  her. 

will  she  not,  perhaps,  in  some  future 
sss  Interview,  speak  a  good  word  for 
Thyself  shalt  speak  it,  happy  Emi- 
;  at  least,  write  it :  our  tutelary  Countess 
«  the  bearer! — On  the  21st  of  March 
off  that  long  exculpatory  imploratory 
:  it  is  the  first  Letter  that  went  off  from 
nal  to  Queen ;  to  be  followed,  in  time,  by 
'«  two  hundred  others;**  which  are  gra- 
y  answered  by  verbal  Messages,  nay,  at 
.   by  Royal  Autographs  on  gilt  paper,^ — 
ftole  delivered  by  our  tutelary  Countess.f 
itelary  Countess  comes  and  goes,  fetch- 
ed carrying ;  with  the  gravity  of  a  Roman 
r,  inspects  those  extraordinary  chicken- 
s,  and  draws  prognostics  from   them. 
:s  are  in  fair  train :  the  Dauphiness  took 
offence  at  Monseigneur,  but  the  Queen 
igh  forgotten  it.    No  inexorable  Queen ; 
!     80  good,  so  free,  ligh^hearted ;  only 
beset   with    malicious    Polignacs    and 
I ; — at  times,  also,  short  of  money. 

Tie  Antoinette,  as  the  reader  well  knows, 
een  much  blamed  for  want  of  Etiquette. 
.  DOW,  when  the  other  accusations  against 
lave  sunk  down  to  oblivion  and  the  Father 
lies,  this  of  wanting  Etiquette  survives 
—in  the  Castle  of  Ham,  at  this  hour,t  M. 
'olignac  and  Company  may  be  wringing 

hands,  not  without  an  oblique  glance  at 
for  bringing  them  thither.  She  indeed 
irded  Etiquette ;  once,  when  her  carriage 
e  down,  she  even  entered  a-  hackney- 
h.  She  would  walk,  too,  at  Trianon,  in 
!  straw-hat,  and,  perhaps,  muslin  gown ! 
zt,  the  Knot  of  Etiquette  being  loosed,  the 
Qe  of  Society  broke  up;  and  those  aston- 
ig  •'Horrors  of  the  rrench  Revolution" 
nrened.  On  what  Damocles*  hairs  must 
judgment-sword  hang  over  this  distracted 
h !  Thus,  however,  it  was  that  Tenterden 
pie  brought  an  influx  of  the  Atlantic  on 
nd  so  Godwin  Sands.    Thus,  too,  might 

that  because  Father  Noah  took  the  liber- 
t,  say,  rinsing  out  his  wine-vat,  his  Ark 
floated  off,  and  a  World  drowned^ — Beau- 
Highborn  that  wert  so  foully  hurled  low ! 
if  thy  Being  came  to  thee  out  of  old  Haps- 


amotte'a  MhMvreg  Jutt^fUttf*,  (London,  1788.) 
it  Oeorfgl :  see  Larootte'a  Memtiru ;  In  her  Ap- 
c  of  "  Dncumenta*'  to  that  voluine,  ceruln  of  theie 
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burgh  Dynasties,  came  it  not  also  (like  mj 
own)  out  of  Heaven!    Sunt  lachrymfr  remm,  ai 
mentem  mortalia  tangunt.    Oh,  is  there  a  man's 
heart  that  thinks,  without  pity,  of  those  long 
months  and  years  of  slow-wasting  ignominy; 
— of  thy  Birth,  soft-cradled  in  Imperial  SchOn- 
brunn,  the  winds  of  heaven  not  to  visit  thy 
face  too  roughly,  thy  foot  to  light  on  soAness, 
thy  eye  on  splendour;  and  then  of  |lhy  Death, 
or  hundred  Deaths^  to  which  ihe  Guillotine 
and  FouquierTinville's  judgment-bar  was  but 
the  merciful  end  1     Look  there,  O  man  born  of 
woman !    The  bloom  of  that  fair  face  is  wast- 
ed, the  hair  is  gray  with  care ;  the  brightness 
of  those  eyes  is  quenched,  their  lids    hang 
drooping,  the  face  is  stony,  pale,  as  of  one 
living  in  death.    Mean  weeds  (which  her  own 
hand  has  mended)*  attire  the  Queen  of  th« 
World.    The  death-hurdle,  where  thou  sittest, 
pale,  motionless,  which  only  curses  environ, 
must  stop :  a  people,  drunk  with  vengeance, 
will  drink  it  again  in  full  draught :  far  as  the 
eye  reaches,  a  multitudinous  sea  of  maniac 
heads;  the  air  deaf  with  their  triumph-yell! 
The  Living-dead  must  shudder  with  yet  one 
other  pang :  her  startled  blood  yet  again  suf- 
fuses with  the  hue  of  agony  that  pale  face, 
which  she  hides  with  her  hands.    There  is, 
then,  no  heart  to  say,  God  pity  thee !    O  think 
not  of  these ;  think  of  Him  whom  thou  wor- 
shippest,  the  Crucified«-*who,  also,  treading 
the  wine-press  ahm,  fronted  sorrow  still  deep- 
er; and  triumphed  over  it,  and  made  it  Holy; 
and  built  of  it  a  "  Sanctuary  of  Sorrow,"  for 
thee  and  all  the  wretched !    Thy  path  of  thorns 
18  nigh  ended.    One  long  last  look  at  the  Tui- 
leries,  where  thy  step  was  once  so  light, — 
where  thy  children  shall  not  dwell.     The  head 
is  on  the  block ;  the  axe  rushes-^Dumb  lies 
the  World;  that  wild-yelling  World,  and  all 
its  madness,  is  behind  thee. 

Beautiful  Highborn  that  wert  so  foully  hurled 
low !  Rest  yet  in  thy  innocent  gracefully  heed- 
less seclusion,  (unintruded  on  by  me,)  while 
rude  hands  have  not  yet  desecrated  it.  Be  the 
curtains,  that  shroud  in  (if  for  the  last  time  on 
this  Earth)  a  Royal  Life,  still  sacred  to  me. 
Thy  fault,  in  the  French  Revolution,  was  that 
thou  wert  the  Symbol  of  the  Sin  and  Misery 
of  a  thousand  years;  that  with  Saint-Bartholo- 
mews, and  Jacqueries,  with  Gabelles,  and 
Dragonades,  and  Parcs-aux-cerfs,  (he  heart  of 
mankind  was  filled  full, — and  foamed  over, 
into  all-involving  madness.  To  no  Napoleon, 
to  no  Cromwell  wert  thou  wedded:  such  sit 
not  in  the  highest  rank,  of  themselves ;  are 
raised  on  high  by  the  shaking  and  confound- 
ing of  all  the  ranks.  As  poor  peasants,  how 
happy,  worthy  had  ye  two  been  !  But  by  evil 
destiny  ye  were  made  a  King  and  Queen  of; 
and  so  both  once  more — are  become  an  aston- 
ishment and  a  by-word  to  all  times. 


CHAPTER  VHL 

THB   TWO   FIXSn-IDBiiS    WILL   URITK. 

'<  Countess  de  Lamotte,  then,  bad  penetrated 
into  the  confidence  of  the  Queen  t    Those  gill- 

•  Weber :  Mtmoirt*  —wurmtU  Mtie-AmttimMMt  (Loa- 
doB,  1809,)  torn,  iii.,  note*,  106. 


CAHLYLE'S  MISCELLANEOUS  WRITINGS. 


paper  Autographs  were  actually  written  by  the 
Queen  1**  Reader,  forget  not  to  repress  that  too 
insatiable,  scientific  curiosity  nf  thine!  What 
I  know  is  that  a  certain  Vilctie-iie-Rt'itaux,  with 
military  whiskers,  denizen  orRnscaldnm,  com- 
rade there  of  Monsieur  le  Cointe,  is  skilful  in 
imitating  hands.  Certain  ii  is,  also,  that  Ma- 
deline la  Comtcsse  has  poneirateil  in  ihoTnnnon 
— Doorkeeper's.  Nay,  as  Campau  hf'rsclf  must 
adroit,  she  has  met,  "at  a  Man-:nidu'ife's  in 
Versailles,"  with  w«»rihy  tiuern'>-viil'*i  Les- 
claux, — or  Desclr)s,  lor  ilifre  is  no  unif.»rinity 
in  it.  With  ihesc,  or  ihe  like  of  ilu'^o.  she  in 
the  back-parl(ir  of  the  Paine*'  irvclf,  (if  late 
enough,)  may  pick  a  ineiry-thou^^ht,  sip  the 
foam  from  a  glass  of  Chanifiasne.  No  further 
seek  her  htmours  to  di>rIo.s»»,  for  the  present: 
or  anatomically  dissect,  a.i  wo  said,  ihose  ex- 
traordinary dncken-liowei^,  from  which  thc^ 
and  she  alone,  can  read  D<rcn'e;s  of  Fate,  and 
also  realize  iliem. 

Hkeptic,  sorst  thou  his  Eminence  waiting 
there,  in  the  moonlight ;  hovering  to  and  fro  on 
the  back  terrace,  till  she  come  out — from  the 
ioeflabic  Interview?*  He  is  close  mutned; 
walks  restlessly  observant;  shy  also,  and  court- 
ing the  shade.  She  conies:  up  closer  with  tbv 
capote,  O  Eminence,  down  with  thy  broad- 
brim ;  for  she  has  an  escort !  'T  is  but  the 
good  Monsieur  Qaeen's-valet  Lesclanz:  and 
now  he  is  sent  back  again,  as  no  longer  need* 
ful.  Mark  him,  Monscigneur,  nevertheless ; 
thou  wilt  see  him  yet  another  time.  Monscig- 
neur marks  little :  his  heart  is  in  the  ineffable 
Interview,  in  the  gilt-paper  Autograph,  alone. 
^<Jaeen*s-valet  Lesclaux  1  Meihinks,  he  has 
much  the  stature  of  Villette,  denizen  of  Ras- 
caldom !  Impossible ! 

How  our  Countess  managed  with  Cagliostro  ? 
Cagliostro,  gone  from  Strasburg,  is  as  yet  far 
distant,  winging  his  way  through  dim  Space; 
will  not  be  here  for  months  :  only  his  •*  predic- 
tions in  cipher*'  are  here.  Here  or  there,  how- 
ever, Cagliostro,  to  our  Countess,  can  be  use- 
ful. At  a  glance,  the  eye  of  genius  has  de- 
scried hjm  to  be  a  bottomless  slough  of  falsity, 
vanity,  gulosiiy,  and  thick-eyed  stupidity:  of 
foulest  material,  but  of  fattest; — fit  compost 
for  the  I'lant  she  is  rearing.  Him  who  has 
deceived  all  Europe  she  can  undertake  to 
deceive.  His  Columbs,  demonic  Masonries, 
Egyptian  Elixirs,  what  is  all  this  to  the  light- 
gigghn?  exclusively  practical  Lamotlc?  It 
runs  otffrom  her,  as  all  speculation,  good,  bad, 
and  indifferent,  has  always  done,  "like  water 
from  one  in  wax-cloth  dress."  With  the  lips 
meanwhile  she  can  honour  it;  Oil  of  Flattery 
(the  best  patent  antifriction  known)  subdues 
all  irregularities  whatsoever. 

On  Cagliostro,  again,  on  his  side,  a  certain 
uneasy  feeling  might,  for  moments  intrude 
itself:  the  raven  loves  not  ravens.  But  what 
can  he  do  7  Nay,  she  is  partly  playing  hix 
game  :  can  he  not  spill  her  full  cup  yet,  at  the 
right  season,  and  pack  her  out  of  doors  1 
Ofienest,  in  their  joyous  orgies,  this  light 
fascinating    Countess, — who    perhaps   has   a 


•  See  Chorga. 


design  en  his  heart,  seems  to  him  bot  a 
other  of  those  light  Papilionet,  who  hare  fli 
tered  round  him  in  all  climates;  whomvii 
grim  muzzle  he  has  snapt  by  the  thousand. 

Thus,  what  with  light  fascinating  Conotn! 
what  with  Quack  of  Quacks,  poor  Emiacoc 
de  Rohan  lies  safe ;  his  miid-volcaoo  placifl 
simmering  in  thick  Egyptian  haze:  withdrai: 
from  all  the  world.  Moving  fit;nJres,asofiaa 
ho  sees ;  takes  not  the  trouble  to  \cok  il 
Court-cousins  rally  him  ;  are  answered  uji 
lenre ;  or,  if  it  go  too  far,  in  mud-explosioi 
lerrifico-absurd.  Court-c<jusins  and  aJJaui- 
kind  are  unreal  shadow.^  merely;  QaeeD^fr- 
vour  the  only  substance. 

Nevertheless,  the  World,  on  its  side,  loa 
has  an  existence ;  lies  not  idle  in  these  dip 
It  has  got  its  Versailles  Treaty  sigard^bif  i 
months  ago ;  and  the  Plenipotentiaries aiibov  J 
again,  for  votes  of  thanks.  Paris,  LoodoB,flif  I 
other  great  Cities,  and  smaU,  are  vortajp  f ; 
intriguing;  dying,  being  bom.  There.iiit  1; 
Rue  Taranne,  for  instance,  the  ooee  Mf  f ; 
Denis  Diderot  has  fallen  silent  eooDgii.  Ba^  1^ 
also,  in  Bolt  Court,  old  Samuel  Johnsn,!^  1'^ 
an  over- wearied  Giant,  mast  lie  dovB,B<  K^ 
slumber  without  dream ; — the  rattliop  of  (^  f  I- 
riages  and  wains,  and  all  the  world's ^wil^,^. 
business  rolling  by,  as  ever,  from  oltMfl^.^ 
Sieur  Boehmer,  however,  has  not  yctdrmrfla ; 
himself  in  the  Seine;  only  walks  lD!a>i|c:r 
wasted,  purposing  to  do  it.  |p-f. 

News  (by  the  merest  accident  in  the  nrit  K  j 
reach  Sieur  Boehmer,  of  .Madame's  orr&vtf  ||v 
with  her  Majesty  !     Men  will  do  much  bei» 
they  drown.     Sieur  Boehmer's  Necklace  is* 
Madame's  table,  his  ijuttural  nasal  rhw^nfi 

I       J 

her  ear:  he  will  abate  many  a  ppani  «* 
f)ennyof  the  first  just  price;  he  will  give  J-*^ 
fully  a  Thousand  Louis-ilVir,  as  f.!dtiv,\:^ 
generous  Scion-of-Royalty  that  shall  r^rjo^i: 
her  majesty.  The  man's  importunities  ?3' 
quite  annoyini:  to  our  Cou Mies'; i.rho.isW 
glib  way.  satirically  prattles  hou'  she  basbrt 
bored, — to  Monseigiieur,  among  others. 

Dozing  on  down  cushions,  lar  invar^J^ 
soft  ministering  Hebcs,  and  luxurious  w 
ances  ;  with  ranked  Heyducs.  and  a  f«t'*J 
innuinerahic,  that  shut  out  the  pruije-vorldP 
its  discord:  thus  lies  Mo n seigneur, in enf^ 
ed  dream.  Can  he,  even  in  sleep,  tbfip?? *■ 
tutelary  Countess,  and  her  senice!  Bt* 
deiicatest  presents  he  alleviates  her  di^'J<sJ 
most  undeserved.  Nay,  once  or  !^iff»  P 
Autographs,  from  a  Queen, — with  vhotDk*^ 
evidently  rising  to  unknown  heishi>in»^ 
— have  done  Monseigneur  the  honour  to  B* 
him  her  Majesty's  Grand  Almoner.  vb?»* 
case  was  pressing.  Monseigneur.  we s'?-* 
had  the  honour  to  disburse  ch.iritable  cas^* 
her  Majesty's  behalf,  to  this  orthco*ber^ 
tressed  deserving  object :  say  only  to  '^'*''*2 
of  a  few  thousand  pounds,  advanced  iro«P 
own  funds; — her  majesty  btin?  ai  ^^_^. 
mcnt  so  poor,  and  charity  a  thing iha:*;^ 
wait.  Always  M;idame,'giH"Ki  tooli*'i. £vJ-1 
creature,  takes  charge  (»f  delivi-rin^-  (r.".  ^ 
ney. — Madame  can  descend  from  U-;:  i---'-"^''' 
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t  Imagt\  and  feel  the  smiles  of  Nature 
rtune,  a  little;  so  bounteous  has  the 
i  Majesty  been.* 

(onseigneur  the  power  of  money  over 
female  hearts  had  never  been  incredi- 
^sents  have,  many  times,  worked  won- 
3ut  then,  O  Heavens,  ichat  present! 
y  were  the  Cloud-Compeller  himself,  aJl 
into  new  Louis-d'or,  worthy  to  alight 
a  lap.  Loans,  charitable  disbursements, 
r,  as  we  see,  are  premissible ;  these,  by 
f  payment,  may  become  presents.  In 
ex  of  his  Eminence's  day-dreams,  lum- 
nultiform  slowly  round,  this  of  impor- 
Boehmer  and  his  Necklace,  from  time 
,  turns  up.  Is  the  Queen's  Majesty 
t  desirous  of  it;  but  again,  at  the 
L,  loo  poor?  Our  tutelary  Countess 
i  vaguely,  mysteriously  ;-rKJonfesses,  at 
der  oath  of  secrecy,  her.  own  private 
)n  that  the  Queen  wants  this  same 
:e,  of  aU  things ;  but  dare  not,  for  a 
lusband,  buy  it  She,  the  Countess  de 
i,  will  look  farther  into  the  matter ;  and, 
t  serviceable  to  his  Eminence  can  be 
?d,  in  a  good  way  suggest  it,  in  the 
quarter. 

:  warily.  Countess  deLamotte ;  for  now, 
ickening  breath,  thou  approachest  the 


tial  Zodiac  to  thee,  a  shepherd  of  Latinos. 
Alas,  a  white-bearded,  pursy  shepherd,  fat  and 
scant  of  breath !  Who  can  account  for  the 
taste  of  females  ?  But  thou,  burnish  up  thy 
whole  faculties  of  gallantry,  thy  fiAy  years' 
experience  of  the  sex ;  this  night,  or  never !— - 
In  such  unutterable  meditations,  does  Mon- 
seigneur  restlessly  spend  the  day;  and  long 
for  darkness,  yet  dread  it. 

Darkness  has  at  length  come.  The  perpen- 
dicular rows  of  Heyducs,  in  that  Palais  or  Ho- 
tel de  Strasbourg,  are  all  cast  prostrate  in 
sleep;  the  very  Concierge  resupine,  with  open 
mouth,  audibly  drinks  in  nepenthe ;  when  Mon- 
seigneur,  "in  blue  greatcoat,  with  slouched 
hat,"  issues  softly,  with  his  henchman,  (Planta 
of  the  Orisons,)  to  the  Park  of  Versailles. 
Planta  must  loiter  invisible  in  the  distance; 
81oucbed-hat  will  wait  here,  among  the  leafy 
thickets  ;  till  our  tutelary  Countess,  **  in  black 
domino,"  announce  the  moment,  which  surely 
must  be  near. 

The  night  is  of  the  darkest  for  the  season  ;^ 
no  Moon;  warm, slumbering  July,  in  motion- 
less clouds,  drops  fatness  over  the  Earth.  The 
very  stars  from  the  Zenith  see  not  Mon- 
seigneur;  see  only  his  cloud-covering,  fringed 
with  twilight  in  the  far  North.  Midnight,  tell- 
ing itself  forth  from  these  shadowy  Palace 


;  of  moments  I  Principalities  and  Pow-   Domes  1    All  the  steeples  of  Versailles,  the 


rUment,  Grand  Ckafnbie,  and  Toumelle, 
I  their  whips  and  gibbet-wheels ;  the 
ack  of  Doom  hangs  over  thee,  if  thou 
'or ward,  with  nerve  of  iron,  on  shoes 

like  a  Treasure-digger,  "in   silence; 

neither  to  the  right  nor  left,"  where 
bysses  deep  as  the  Pool,  and  all  Pande- 
1  hovers  eager  to  rend  thee  into  rags  ! 


CHAPTER  IX. 


PAEK    OF   VS1I8AILLB8. 


ill  the  reader  incline  rather  taking  the 
ad  sunnv  side  of  the  matter  to  enter 
imottic-Circean  theatirical  establish- 
'  Monseigneur  de  Rohan  ;  and  see  there 
nder  the  best  of  Dramaturgists)  Melo- 

with  sweeping  pall,  flits  past  him; 
le  enchanted  Diamond  finiit  is  gradual- 
ling,  to  fall  by  a  shake  1 
Z8th  of  July  (of  this  same  momentous 
las  come;  and  with  it  the  most  raptu- 
imult  into  the  heart  of  Monseigneur. 
e  expectancy  stirs  up  his  whole  soul, 
e  much  that  lies  therein,  from  its  low- 
idations :  borne  on  wild  seas  to  Armi- 
ids,  yet  (as  is  fit)  through  Horror  dim- 
ig  round,  he  tumultuously  rocks.  To 
ateau,  to  the  Park!  This  night  the 
will  meet  thee,  the  Queen  herself:  so 
our  tutelary  Countess  brought  it.  What 
inisterial   impediments,  Polignac    in- 

avail  against  the  favour,  nay  (Heaven 
nh  !)  perhaps  the  tenderness  of  a  Queen? 
nishes  from  amid  their  meshwork  of 
te  and  Cabal ;  descends  from  her  celes- 

'gel.    Rohaa'i  Four  Memnm  P9ur :  Lamotte't 


villages  around,  with  metal  tongue,  and  huge 
Paris  itself  dullndroning,  answer  drowsily  Yes ! 
Bleep  rules  this  Hemisphere  of  the  World.^ 
From  Arctic  to  Antarctic,  the  Life  of  our 
Earth  lies  all,  in  long  swaths,  or  rows,  (like 
those  rows  of  Heyducs  and  snoring  Con- 
cierge,) successively  mown  down,  from  verti- 
cal to  horizontal,  by  Sleep  !  Rather  curious 
to  consider. 

The  flowers  are  all  asleep  in  Little  Trianon, 
the  roses  folded  in  for  the  night ;  but  the  Rose 
of  Roses  still  wakes.  O  wondrous  Earth  !  O 
doubly  wondrous  Park  of  Versailles  with  Lit- 
tle and  Great  Trianon,-— and  a  scarce-breath- 
ing Monseigneur!  Ye  Hydraulics  of  Lenotre» 
that  also  slumber,  with  stop-cocks,  in  yoov 
deep  leaden  chambers,  babble  not  of  Atm,  when* 
ye  arise.  Ye  odorous  balm-shrubs,  huge  spec- 
tral Cedars,  thou  sacred  Boscage  of  Horn- 
beam, ye  dim  Pavilions  of  the  Peerless,  whis- 
per not !  Moon,  lie  silent,  hidden  in  thy  va- 
cant cave;  no  star  look  down:  let  neither 
Heaven  nor  Hell  peep  through  the  blanket  of 
the  Night,  to  cry.  Hold,  Hold!— The  Black 
Domino  1  Ha !  Yes  ! — With  stouter  step  than 
might  have  been  expected,  Monseigneur  is  un- 
der way ;  the  Black  Domino  had  only  to  whis- 
per, low  and  eager  :*' In  the  Hornbeam  Arbour !" 
And  now.  Cardinal,  O  now ! — ^Yes,  there  ho- 
vers the  white  Celestial;  *'in  white  robe  of 
linon  mouchetd,**  finer  than  moonshine;  a  Juno 
by  her  bearing:  there  in  that  bosket!  Mon- 
seigneur, down  on  thy  knees ;  never  can  red 
breeches  be  better  wasted.  O  he  would  kiss 
the  royal  shoe-tie,  or  its  shadow,  (were  there 
one  :)  not  words ;  only  broken  gaspings,  mup- 
muring  prostrations,  eloquently  speak  his- 
meaning.  But,  ah,  behold !  Our  tutelary  Black 
Domino,  in  haste,  with  vehement  whisper: 
"  On  vient  7"  The  while  Juno  drops  a  fairest 
Rose,  with  these  ever-memorable  words,  **  F(m» 


CARLTLE^  MISCELL-CTBOTS 


M«K  tt  JW  crto  *f«l  dirt  (yoD  Imai 


r  sbalUui'.d'Olin   be^^n   to  ftod  I 
r.  ihr  Black  , "  doi  at  bomc,"  ~ 
burrying  bit  with  cag«r  vbiipcr  ot  i  Gae  Charoooe    coDBtrj-b 

"  yiu,nli,  (away,  avajr  !"J  for  ibe  maud   of  |  more,  villi  Villetn,  >    ' 
fwUicpt   (doubilcu  (torn  Madame,  and  Ma- 1  gii«u*,uid  b«r,  lo  »ec  Bra.iu 
jd»)i'  d'Artoia,  unwelconie   sislers   thai   ibey  I  dt  Figam,*  taaaing  fta  busdnJ  ii 
Mtl)  )•  approaching  TasL    Monseignenr  piclcs  I  

vp  hii  Ruse;  mns  m  foe  tbe  Kiog'i  plaie;  al-  [ 

moil  ovcrtumi  pour  Planta,  whose  laagh  as- 1 

aoraR  him  thai  all  is  safe.*  I 

O  liion  de  Rohan.  happiFsi  morial  uf  Ms  | 

world.  HI ncc  ih(!  firsi  Ixiun  of  draihles;  mi-- 

nory, — wbu,  neverthelGss.  in   ihni  cloud-em- 

%rw:«,   btgat    iiransi^   Cenlaurn!      Tliou   ari 

fniat  Minister  of  Franre  wiihoul  peradrm- 

tat*:  IS  iiul  Ibis  ihe  Rose  of  Royally,  worihy 

lo  become  olisr  of  roses,  and  yield  perfume 

tor  ever  1     How  ihou,  of  all  people,  *ilt  con- 
trive to  BJvem  France  in  ihese  very  peculiar 

|linrt<.— But  Ihol  is  liiile  to  the  mailer.    There, 

doultlaNS,   is  ihy  Rose,  (which,  meihinks.  ii 

were  well  lo  have  a  Box  or  Caskel  made  for :) 

Qiy,  was  there  not  in  ihe  dulcet  of  ihy  Juno's 

"  MiM  Hiv«:"  a  kind  of  irrpidalioa,  a  quaTer,— 
'  ««  of  still  deeper  iDeaningis  1 


hall  [Euess  what  ihr  other  ii 
indeed,  know  righily  whal  I: 
For  example,  canooi  Mesiiiei 
and  Villeite,  of  Rasca-ldom,  like  t 
Earyalus,  take  a  midnight  walk  ottt 
I,  with  "  footsteps  of  ModaiDe  uii 
d'Artoifi,"  (since  all  footsteps  ««  rt  _ 
.)  wiihom  oflenoc  to  any  one*  Attg 
Similitude  can  believe  thai  a  (JoetDV' 
(for  frolic's  sake)  is  looking  at  b«  ftn 

Ery,  adumbrations  of  yet  higher  and  highest  ihe  thickets  ;t  a  terrestrial  Cardinal  en. 
Llliance»,t  hover  HlupendDUs  in  the  back-  with  devotion  a  celestial  Qiie«a'>  ll^ 
Licen's  SImililude'x  slipper,^ — and  MM 
Black  Domino  the  wiser.  All  Iben 
follow  each  his  precalcalalcd  oonne;^n 
inward  mechanism  is  known  ud'H 
hook  themsdvea  on  this.  Ta  T*u| 
a  clear  belief  vonehs^afed;  to  MaaiB 
(founded  oD  stupidity;)  lo  tti«  sredJH 
Dramalurgist.  silling  at  the  heart  oflfl 
mystery,  (founded  Pn  Ciimpleleat  jj 
Great  creative  Dramaturgist!  How.lifl 
ler,  ■■  by  union  of  Ihe  Possible  with  ikd 
sarily-eiisiing,  she  brlogs  out  tbe"-^! 
ihousaud  Pounds !  Don  Arandi,  In 
triple-sealed  missives  and  hoodwinMfl 
laries.  bragged  )a!ilv  ibai  he  cot  AH 
Jesuits  in  one  day;  bat  here.  withoi^J 
lerial  salary,  or  King's  fsvour,  or  an/V 
Xond  her  own  black  domino,  tabour*  sl 
than  he.  How  she  advances. fiealihitn 
fasily,  with  Argos  *rye  and  ever  r^anv 
"  with  nerve  of  iron,  ud  shoes  of  MB 
worthy  to  have  intrigDed  for  JcrniriMJ 
Pope's  Tiara  } — lo  bare  been  Pope  JtM 
seIC  in  ihtne  old  days;  and  as  AraM 
Arachnes,  satin  the  renlre  ofthM  <l^t| 
tpider-weh,  ihat,  reaching  fmm  OotW 
pnleo.  aad  from  Heaven  to  Hell,  mtif 
Ibe  iboof^ts  tmi  HHils  of  meal-— Of  W 
■)  C*J  I  spider-web  Mrajr  tallers.  ■■  favDonUi  i 
.— ntomingr.  even  yel  brcoBc  visible. 

JiSrES.2IrBi?S5r™i5:^.i':S^       TbeDe-H«*HtedT>i.ra1     

1^  flaj  rwira-i.   n«««n«^lig^  ;fc"'^»;  ■  ■*'^^   DrnsoiM^k  of  ihrcesa>d.tweniT.  ull,  U 
tmi  ^»i>»  -t—^.    tap^    ^"T*-     ^—nfh'      be««ifBl;:    tnm   Bajasi   j 


Reader,  there  is  hitherto  no  item  of  this 
iniraole  tlial  is  not  historically  proved  and 
tnu. — In  distracted  black-magical  phantasma- 
lory,  adumbrations  of  yet  higher  and  highest 
"^  '"  )»,t  hiiver  Hlupendous  in  the  back- 
^gronnd:  whrreof  your  George  Is  andCampans, 
Mid  oiher  official  characters,  ran  take  no  no- 
tice t  Thero.in  distracted  black- magical  phan- 
laamagory,  let  these  hover.  The  iruih  of  ihem 
&r  us  is  that  Ihpy  do  so  hover.  The  truth  of 
Jthcm  in  Itself  is  known  only  to  three  persons : 
Dnme  (self-styled  Conniess)  de  Lamoiie;  ihe 
Devil  1  nnd  Philippe  Egalii^. — who  furnished 
money  and  facts  for  the  Lamotte  Mtmoiru,  and. 
before  Kuillollnement.  hegai  the  present  King 
cf  the  French. 

Enough,  that  Ixion  de  Rohan,  lapsed  almost 
inio  deliquium.  hy  such  sober  certainty  of 
Yftking  bliss,  is  (be  bippiesi  of  all  men ;  and 
his  tutelary  Oouniess  ibe  drareat  of  all  women, 
aave  one  only.  On  ibe  >6ih  lof  August,  (»o 
^■ITtinit  Hill  are  those  villainous  Uratring-room 
etbits.)  he  ^les  weepins.  but  submi'sire,  (by 
>«rtkr  of  a  gill  Aiilograpn.)  home  to  Siveme ; 
Hill  ftmher  dignities  can  be  matured  for  bim. 
Becarrlci  his  Rose,  now  eoasiderabty  faded,  in 
B  Oaskel  of  At  pnc* ;  m*T.  if  h«  *»  please,  per- 
ptnaie  il  ai  aahfnm.  Be  names  a  favoariie 
««lk  in  his  A  rebiepucopal  pleas  ure-froands, 
Fimintif  *  I"  *"  i  there  let  him  eoon  diges- 
IMM.  aad  lojrally  aonBanbataie  nil  called  bt. 

I  wMhw  il  U  a  lUHacidrBee  in  chniDolc^, 
(hat  ftw  day*  afWr  ibis  date,  ihe  Drnoiselle 
<«  •TWt.  Bit  *•  la«  ■Hjwh.  Baroi  " 


"The  Queen  T"  Good  reader,  <J 
t  a  Partridge  Ihe  Schoolnusier,  a 
igncnrde  Rohan,  to  mistake  then 
reality! — "But  who  this 
las  1"     Reader,  lei  us  remark  n 
abours  of  our  Dramaiurgic  Couniea 
;rcasing. 
Nei 
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of  Jone,  1784,*'  says  the  De-  {  custom  as  will  come.    In  dae  time,  she  shall 


in  her  (judicial)  Antobio- 
>ied  a  small  apartment  in  the 
J  artier  8t.  Eustache.  I  was 
Garden  of  the  Palais-Royal ; 
ny  usual  promenade.**  For, 
odVtruth  is,  I  was  a  Parisian 
lie,  with  moderate  custom ; 
J  where  his  market  lies.  "  I 
i  three  or  four  hours  of  the 
with  some  women  of  my  ac- 
a  liiile  child  of  four  years  old, 
d  of,  whom  his  parents  will- 
me.  I  even  went  thither  alone, 
vhen  other  company  failed. 
)«,  in  the  month  of  July  fol- 
thc  Palais-Royal :  my  whole 
e  moment,  was  the  child  I 
1  young  man,  walking  alone, 
limes  before  me.  He  was  a 
'  seen.  He  looks  at  me;  he 
me.  I  observe  even  that  al- 
es near,  he  slackens  bis  pace, 
me  more  at  leisure.  A  chair 
wo  or  three  feet  from  mine. 
f  there. 

;tani,  the  sight  of  the  young 
his  approaches,  his  repeated 
de  no  impression  on  me.  But 
as  sitting  so  close  by,  I  could 
ig  him.  His  eyes  ceased  not 
all  my  person.  His  air  be- 
2:rave.  An  unquiet  curiosity 
to  him.  He  seems  to  measure 
ize  by  turns  all  parts  of  my 
-He  finds  me  (but  whispers 
it)  tolerably  like,  both  in  per- 
;  for  even  the  Abb6  Georgel 
/'•  rourtisauf, 

^  name  this  young  man :  he 
de  Lamoite,  styling  himself 
loite."  Who  doubts  it?  He 
^eble  charms;"  expresses  a 
is  addresses  to  me."  I,  being 
know  not  what  to  sav;  think 
•an while  to  retire.  Vain  pre- 
e  him  all  on  a  sudden  appear 


again,  but  with  breath  of  Terror,  be  blown 
upon ;  and  blown  out  of  France  to  Brussels. 


CHAPTER  XL 


TRB   HBCKLACS    IS    SOLD. 


Autumn,  with  its  gray  moaning  winds,  and 
coating  of  red  strown  leaves,  invites  Courtiers 
to  enjoy  the  charms  of  Nature ;  and  all  busi- 
ness of  moment  stands  still.  Countess  de 
Lamotte,  while  everything  is  so  stagnant,  and 
even  Boehroer  (though  with  sure  hope)  has 
locked  up  his  Necklace  for  the  season,  can 
drive,  with  her  Count  and  his  Euryalus,  Vil* 
lette,  down  to  native  Bar-sur-Aube ;  and  there 
(in  virtue  of  a  Queen's  bounty^  show  the  en- 
vious a  8cion-of-royalty  re-grafted ;  and  make 
them  yellower  looking  on  it  A  well-varnisb- 
ed  chariot,  with  the  Arms  of  Valois  diify  • 
painted  in  bend-sinister;  a  house  gallantly 
furnished,  bodies  gallantly  attired, — secure 
them  the  favourablest  reception  from  all  man- 
ner of  men.  The  very  Due  de  Penthi^vrc-* 
(Egalit^'s  father-in-law)  welcomes  our  La- 
motte, with  that  urbanity  characteristic  of  hia 
high  station,  and  the  old  school.  Worth,  in- 
deed, makes  the  man,  or  woman;  but  leather 
(of  gig-straps)  and  prunella  (of  gig-lining) 
first  makes  it  go. 

The  great  creative  Dramaturgist  has  thaa- 
let  down  her  drop-scene;  and  only,  with  a^ 
Letter  or  two  to  Saverne,  or  even  a  visit  thither^. 
(for  it  is  but  a  day's  drive  from  Bar,)  keeps 
up  a  due  modicum  of  intermediate  instru- 
mental music.  She  needs  some  pause,  in  good 
sooth,  to  collect  herself  a  little ;  for  the  last  act 
and  grand  Catastrophe  is  at  hand.  Two  fixed- 
ideas,  (Cardinal's  and  Jeweller's,)  a  negative 
and  a  positive,  have  felt  each  other ;  stimn- 
lated  now  by  new  hope,  are  rapidly  revolving 
round  each  other,  and  approximating;  like 
two  flames,  are  stretching  out  long  fire-tongues 
to  join  and  be  one. 

Boehmer,  on  his  side,  is  ready  with  the 
readiest;  as,  indeed,  he  has  been  these  four 
long  years.  «The  Countess,  it  is  true,  will 
have  neither  part  nor  lot  in  that  foolish  Cadeau 
of  his,  or  in  the  whole  foolish  Necklace  busi- 
ness :  this  she  has  in  plain  words  (and  even 
not  without  asperity,  due  to  a  bore  of  such 
magnitude)  given  him  to  know.  From  her, 
nevertheless,  by  cunning  inference,  and  the 
merest  accident  in  the  world,  the  sly  Jouail- 
lier-Bijoutier  has  gleaned  thus  much,  that 
Monseigneur  de  Rohan  is  the  man^ — Enough ! 
Enough  !  Madame  shall  be  no  more  troubled. 
Rest  there,  in  hope,  thou  Necklace  of  the 
Devil;  but,  O  Monseigneur,  be  thy  return 
speedy ! 

Alas,  the  man  lives  not  that  would  be 
speedier  than  Monseigneur,  if  he  durst  But 
as  yet  no  gilt  Autograph  invites  him,  permits 
him ;  the  few  gilt  Autographs  are  all  negatory, 
procrastinating.  Cabals  of  Court;  for  ever 
cabals!  Nay,  if  it  be  not  for  some  Necklace^ 
r  i.nmotte.  oiiva't*  rent  name  wan  i  or  Other  such  crotchet  or  necessity,  who  knows 
I  (Olimva,  anagram  of  VALoi«)wa.j^^  ^^  j^ay  ^p^^  jjc  recalled,  (so  fickle  is 

ot!e  a  ong  with  the  title  of  SarpiiM*,  ,  .     /^    .     .  ^         ..  j    i  a    — .-   — .* 

'  du  Coiiitr.)  Iwomankmd;)  but  forgotten,  and  left  to  xot 

2R 


;h  visit"  (for  he  was  always 
e  talks  of  introducing  a  great 
whose  means  I  may  even  do 
•me  little  secret-service, — the 
1  will  be  unspeakable.  In  the 
linp:,  silks  mysteriously  rustle; 
ve  Dramaturgist,  Dame,  styled 
inioiie;  and  so — the  too  intru- 
(•ader,  has  now,  for  his  punish- 
e  wrong  side  of  that  loveliest 
finds  nothing  but  grease-pots, 
.'xpiring  wicks ! 

lie  Gay  d'Oliva  may  once  more 
1  ihe  Palais-Royal,  with  snch 

lletto.and  Betle's  Advocate,  Intended 
for  f;ay  d'Oliva.  '*Thc  other  i«  of 
yi.'j>.  chestnut  hair,  white  complexion : 
voic<»  ill  a(;refable  ;  she  i«poakii  per- 
•iih  no  I(?(i8  facility  than  vivacity;" 
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teR,  Kke  his  Rosf,  into  fM-jmrnf  Our  tn- 
vnrj  Coaniess  loo,  it  shrrr  in  Ihis  waiter 
■  )  we  ever  mw  bet.  NeverthtflesB,  bj  in. 
le  skilful  cross-qneslioning.  hs  has  eltorled 
sonievbai;  sees  parlljr  how  ii  siands.  The 
Queen's  H&jesiy  will  have  her  Nechlace,  (fnr 
when,  in  such  case,  hail  noi  woman  her 
way?);  BDtl  cao  even  pay  for  il — by  in 
meals;  bul  then  [he  stiney  has  band  I  Once 
for  all,  she  will  not  be  seen  lu  ihe  busiae^. 
Now,  therefore,  were  ii,  or  were  it  nol,  per- 
missible K>  morlal  lo  iranisacl  il  secretly  in  her 
smd!  That  is  ihe  question.  If  lo  mortal, 
then  lo  Mon seigneur.  OorCnuniei!  has  even 
Tcntnred  la  him  afiitoff  at  .Monseigneur  (kind 
fhunM!is!)  in  Ihe  proper  quarter ;  but  his  dis- 
creiioD  is  doubted, — in  regard  lo  money  mat- 
ters.— QiscreboD  !  And  1  on  the  Promtnodr  dt 
la  iioHf— Biplode  not.  O  Eminence!  Trust 
«ill  spring  of  inal :  thy  hour  is  coming- 

Tbe  Lainvtles,  meanwhile,  have  lefl  their 
farewell  cani  with  all  Ihe  respectable  elates 
of  Bar-sur-Aube;  our  Dratnaturgist  siands 
■  again  behind  ihe  scenes  at  Hans.  How  is  it, 
O  Monseigneur,  Ihal  she  is  still  so  shy  with 
Ihee,  in  this  matter  of  Ihe  Necklace  ;  that  she 
leaves  the  love-lorn  Lalmian  shepherd  to 
droop,  here  in  lone  Saverne.  like  wcepiug-ath, 
in  naked  winter,  on  hm  Promenade  of  the 
Rose,  with  vague  commonplace  responses 
that  "bis  hoar  is  ooming?" — By  Heaven  and 
Earth!  at  lasi,  in  iaie  January,  ii  is  came.  Be- 
hold it,  this  new  gill  Autograph:  "To  Paris, 
on  a  small  business  of  delieacf,  which  our 
Countess  will  explain," — which  I  already 
know!  To  Paris!  Horses;  Postillions;  Beef- 
*aiers! — And  so  his  resuscitated  Eminence, 
all  wrapt  in  furs,  in  the  pleasaniest  frcsl, 
(Abb4  George!  says,  un  btau  froii  di  Jamncr,) 
over  clear-jingling  highways,  rolls  rapidly, — 
borne  on  the  bosom  of  Dreams. 

O  Dame  de  Lamolle.  has  the  enchanted 
Diamond  fruit  ripened,  then  !  Hast  thou  gittn 
it  the  little  shake,  big  with  unutterable  fate  t— 
n  can  the  Dame  justly  retort:  Who  saw  me 
in  iiT— The  reader,  therefore,  has  still  Three 
scenic  Eihibiiions  to  look  al.  In'  our  great 
Dramaturgist ;  then  the  Fourih  and  last, — by 
another  Author. 

To  ns,  reflecling  how  oflenesi  the  true 
moving  force  in  hncaan  things  works  hidden 
underground,  il  seems  small  marvel  that  this 
month  of  January.  (1785,)  wherein  oor  Conn- 
less  so  lilUe  courts  the  eye  of  the  vulgar  his- 
torian, should,  nevertheless,  have  been  the 
bttsieslof  allforher;  especially  the  latter  half 

Wisely  eschewing  mailers  of  busiBesB, 
(which  she  could  never  in  her  life  under- 
stand,) our  Countess  wit]  personally  lake  no 
charge  of  that  bar^in-malting;  leaves  it  all 
lo  her  Majesty  and  the  gill  Autographs.  Assi- 
duous Boehmer,  nevertheless,  is  in  frequenl 
close  conference  with  Monseigneur:  the  Paris 
Falais-de-Slrasbonrg.  shut  in  the  rest  of  men, 
sees  the  Jouaillier-Bijoulier,  with  eager  official 
BSpeci.  come  and  go.  The  grand  difliculty  is 
— must  we  say  it! — her  Majesty's  wilful  whim- 
aicaiity,  tuacquaintaoce  with  Business.    She 


positively  vill  not  write  a  gill  AnU(n|i 
tmlhcriting  his  Enninence  lo  makethftvpta; 
bni  writes  rather,  in  a  peiung  naniut.ilatK 
thing  is  of  DO  consequence,  and  caa  W^m 
up!  Thns  mufi  the  poor  CoantBaAAa 
and  fro,  Jik«  a  weaver'ii  slmiile,  bciwfnM 
and  Versailles ;  wear  her  horses  i^  wm 
to  pieces ;  nay.  someiime-s  in  th«  haotakm. 
wait  many  hours  wiibm  call  ot  Vie  him, 
considering  what  <an  be  done,  (wiihx 
Villetie  to  benr  her  cotDpany.) — lill  lte<j 

Al  length,  afler  riirious-driving  aodi 
cnces  enough,  on  Hie  S9ih  of  Janaaij. 
die  course  is  hit  on.  Cautions  Boehudil 
wriie  out  (on  fioesi  paper)  his  terms 
are  really  rather  fair;  Siiieen  hnad/i 
sand  livres;  to  be  paid  in  fire  eqnt 
meats ;  the  firs!  this  day  su  monl 
other  four  from  Ihree  mootlis  to  three 
this  is  what  Court-Jewellers.  Boebms  at 
Bassange.  on  the  one  part,  and  Prince  CuW 
Commendator  Louis  de  Rohan,  on  ibe  4lr 
part, will  stand  to ;  witness  their  hands.  WW 
wriuen  sheetof  finest  paper  our  poor CouM 
must  again  lake  charge  of.  again  daskolait 
to  Versailles ;  and  ihererrom,  after  n  """ 
unspeakable,  (shared  in  oolv  by  the  & 
Villelle,of  Rascaldom.)  return  with  ll.bc 
this  most  precious  marginal  note,—". 
Marii  Jjiloalelli  dt  Franci,"  in  the  AlBl.-,- 
hand!  Happy  Cardinal !  ihis  (Am  sbakkiT 
in  ifae  innermost  of  all  ihy  reposMW 
Boehmer.  meanwhile,  secret  as  Dealh,M 
letl  no  man  that  he  has  sold  hi  '"  " 
if  much  pressed  for  an  aelual 
same,  confess  that  it  is  &old  lo  _, 
Sultana  of  the  Grand  Turk  fM' 
being.' 

Thus,  then,  do  the  smoking  L „. 

at  length  gel  rubbed  dowu,  and  Ted  Ibcli 
ot  oa\%  after  midnight;  the  Lnmotie  C 
can  also  gradually  sink  into  ueedTol  sL. 
perhaps  not  unbroken  by  drrams.  (h  tt 
monow  the  bargain  shall  be  conclnded;  ■« 
day  the  Necklace  be  delivered,  oa  If 

Will  ihe  reader,  therefore,  be  pleateJ  ( 
glance  at  the  following  two  Life-Ticnn 
Keal-Phantasmagories,  or  whatever  m  nf 
call  Ihem:  they  are  Ihe  two  first  of  IhoMnn 
scenic  real-poetic  ExfaibitioDs.  brongbt  itff 
by  our  Dramaturgist;  short   Exhibilinu.  W 


..is  the  first  day  of  februarr;  ibainaadlv 
of  Deliverv.  The  Sieur  Boehmer  is  in  * 
Court  of  the  Palais  de  Strasbourg;  hi*  Im* 
mysterious-official,  bul  (ihnu^ti  much  («uo- 
-led)  radiant  with  enihusiasm.  The  9^ 
as  missed  him;  though  lean,  he  will  61 
gam,  and  live  through  new  eDter|iriM*. 
Singular,  were  we  not  u^ed  to  it:  the  tMBt. 
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ler,  as  il  pastes  opwarda  and  inwards, 

"ill  bilberls  of  Hcydnci  in  perpfndicu- 

s :    Ihe   historical   eye   bcbulds   him, 

lov,  Willi   plenlcous  fmiles,   in   ihe 

Bilooa  of  Audience-      Will   ic  pleane 

•nr,  Ihen.  to  do   Ihc  ir-plumtlra  at 

the  honaor  of  laokine  at  it!    A 

.rt,  which  Ihe  Univerte  cannot  par- 

be  paned  wilh  (Necessilv  compels 

ellers)  at  that  ruinou&ly 'low  sum. 

Courl~]ewellers,  shall  have  mach 

weather  il;   but  their  work,  at  lensl, 

a  fit  Wearer,  and  go  down  to  jusier 

Monseigneur  will  merely  have  the 

Dsion   ID  sign  Ihts  Receipt  of  Deti- 

I  Ihe  rest,  her  Highness  the  Sulisna 

Sublime  Porie  has  setiled  ii.— Here  ihe 

'Her.  with  his  joyous,  though  now 

iciated    fare,  ventures   on   a   faint  i 

milei  to  which,  in  Ihe  lofty  diSHi- 1 

of  Monseigneur's,  some  twinkle  of 

could   not  bm  reii>ond.— This  is 

^nrst  of  those  Threr  real-poetic  Eiliibi- 

bTought  aboat  by  our  Dramalurgist, — 

"  I*  said,  long  afterwards,  thai  Mooseig- 
iDuld  have  known,  thai  Boehmer  shontd 
nowD,  her  Kighneiit  the  Sultana'.s  mar- 
Dle  (ihal  of  "  R\iikl~Marit  ^-luiHilic  nf 
')  to  be  a  forgery  and  moctery :  ihe  n/ 
was  fatal  to  it.  Easy  talking,  easy 
ig!  Bui  how  are  iwo  enchamed  men 
';  Iwo  men  with  a  fixed-idca  each,  a 
'  and  a  positive,  rushing  together  lo 
ta  each  other  in  raptare!— Enough, 
neur  has  the  np-pJiu-u/fra  of  Necklace;, 
(d  bjr  man's  valour  and  woman's  wit ; 
a  off  with  II,  in  myslenous  speed,  lo 
», — triumpbanl  as  a  Jason  with  his 
«  Fleece. 

M  Second  grand  scenic  Eihibiiion  by  our 
■arargic  Ooualess  ocean;  in  her  own 
unenl  at  Versailles,  so  early  ns  the  follow- 
nighl.  It  is  a  commodious  apartment. 
'  with  alcove :  and  the  alcove  has  a  glass  door.* 
MoDseiitneur  eniers, — with  a  follower  bearing 
a  mysirriiiu.^  Casket;  carefnlly  depositing  il. 
and  then  respectfully  withdrawing.  It  is  the 
Necklace  itself  in  all  its  glory!  Onr  talelary 
-CoDDless,  and  Monseigneur,  and  we,  can  ali 
Iniaore  admire  the  queenly  'TaliBman ;  con- 
gT»iu1ate  ourselvei  thai  ihe  painful  conquest 
of  il  is  achieved. 

But,  hist!  A  knock,  tnild,  but  decisivi',  as, 
from  one  knocking  with  authority !  Mon- 
•cigneuT  and  we  retire  lo  our  alcove;  there, 
from  behind  our  gla.<is  screen,  observe  what 
^sses.  Who  comes  1  The  door  dung  open  : 
A  par  la  Rant  I  Behold  him,  Mooseigoeur: 
be  enters  with  grave,  respeciful,  yet  official 
«ir;  wonhy  Monsieur  Cjueen'a-ralel  Lesclaui, 
the  same  who  escorted  our  tutelary  Conntess, 
thai  moonlight  night,  from  Ihe  back  apartments 
«f  Versailles.  Said  we  not,  thou  wouldst  see 
~ — Methinks.  again,  spile  of  his 
B*»-nniform,  he  has  much  the  features  of 
e  i>f  Rascaldom ! — Rascaldom  or  Valet- 
ii  (for  to  the   blind  all   colours   are   the 
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xamt.)  he  baa,  wilh  hi^  grave,  respeciful,  jret 
official  air,  received  Ike  Ca!i.kel,  and  its  piKe- 
less  contenU;  with  flt  injunclu'ii,  wilh  m  eo- 
gagemenls;  and  retires  bowing  low. 

Thus,  softly,  silently,  like  a  very  Dream,  flila' 
away  our  solid  necklace, — through  Ihe  Horn 
Gale  of  Dreams  I 


CHAPTER  XTIL 


Now,  too,  in  these  same  days  (as  be  ou 
aAerwards  prove  by  affidavit  of  Landlorda) 
arrives  Count  Cagliostro  himself,  from  Lyons  t 
No  longer  by  predictions  in  cipher ;  but  by  his 
living  voice,  (often  in  wrapt  communion  with 
the  unseen  world, "  with  Caraffe  and  four  can* 
dies;'']  by  bii  greasy  prophetic  bulldog  face, 
(said  to  be  the  "  most  perfect  quack-face  of  the 
eighteenlh  century,")  can  we  assure  ourselves 
that  all  is  well ;  that  all  will  turn  "  to  the  gloi; 
of  Monseigneur,  to  Ihe  good  of  Fiance,  and 
of  mankind,"*  and  Egyptian  masonry.  "  To-. 
kay  flows  like  water;"  ourcharmingCoanieai, 
wilh  her  piquancy  of  face,  is  sprighilier  than 
ever;  enlivens  with  the  brightest  sallies,  wilh 
ihe  adroilesi  Billenes  to  all,  ihoce  suppers  of 
Ihe  gods.  0  Night;,  O  Suppers — loo  good  to 
last !  Nav,  now  aUo  occurs  another  and  Third 
scenic  EihibiUDD,  fitted  by  its  radiance  to 
dispel  from  Monsiegneur's  soul  Ihe  last  trace 


Whytl 


.  even  yei,  opeuly 
receive  me  at  Court !  Palienee,  Monseigneur ! 
Thou  liiile  knowest  those  too  iniricaie  cabals; 
and  how  she  still  but  works  at  them  silently, 
with  royal  suppressed  fury,  like  a  royal  lioness 
only  dilintring  herself  from  the  hunter's  toils. 
Meanwhile,  is  not  thy  work  done )  Tbe  Neck- 
lace, she  rejoices  over  it;  beholds  (many  lintea 
in  secret)  her  Jnno-neck  mirrored  back  the 
lovelier  for  it, — aa  our  tutelar  Countess  can 
testify.  Come  to-morrow  lo  the  (EU  ,U  Bauf; 
there  sec  with  eyes,  in  high  noon, as  already  in 
deep  midnighl  thou  hast  seen,  whether  in  Arr 
royal  heart  there  were  delay. 

Let  us  stand,  then,  with  Monseigneur,  in 
that  (EU  di  Ban/,  in  the  Versailles  Palace  Gal- 
ery;  fur  nil  well-dressed  persons  are  admitted: 
there  the  Loveliest,  m  pomp  of  royally,  will 
walk  to  mass.  The  world  is  all  in  pelisses 
and  winter  furs;  cheerful,  clear. — with  noses 
tending  in  blue.  .\  lively  many-Toioed  Hdin 
plays  fitful,  hither  and  thither;  of  sledge  par- 
ties and  Court  parlies:  frosty  stale  of  Ihe 
weather ;  stability  of  M.  de  Calonne ;  Majesty's 
looks  yesterday; — soch  Hum  as  always,  in 
these  sacred  Court-spaces  since  Louis  leOrud 
made  and  consecrated  Uiem,  has,  wilh  more 
or  less  impeinosiiy,  agitaled  our  common  At- 
mosphere. 

Ah,  through   that  long  high   Gallery  what 
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back:  Loarolf,  where  an  ihoa  !  Y<  Mari- 
ekimx  ■t'  Fraivr?  Ye  DnmenliDnable-women 
of  put  gieneralions !  Here  also  <vax  il  IhM 
rolled  and  rushed  ibe  "sound,  absoluiely  like 
ihander."'  of  Caunier  hosiai  in  thai  dark 
hoor  when  ihe  si^al  light  in  Louis  the  FJr- 
teenth's  chamber- window  was  blown  odI  ;  and 
his  ghastly  inreclious  Corpse  lay  alone,  for- 
saken  on  its  tumbled  death-lair.  "  in  the  hands 
of  sotae  poor  woitien  :"  and  the  Courtier-hosts 
rashed  from  the  Df^ep-fallm  lo  hail  the  New- 
risen!  Tbese  too  rusbed,  and  passed;  and 
Ibeir  "  sound,  absolutely  like  thander,"  became 
tilence.  Figares!  Men  1  They  are  fail  fleet- 
ing Bhadow!;:  fast  chasing  each  other:  il  is 
nol  a  Palace,  but  a  Carafansera.— MoQseijj- 
netir,  (with  thy  too  much  Tokay  overnight!) 
cease  puzzling:  here  thw  art,  this  blessed 
"February  day : — the  Peerless,  will  she 
lif^lljr  that  high  head  of  hers,  and  gl 
■aide  into  the  (EitJt  Bauf,  in  passing !  Please 
Heaven,  she  will  To  our  tutelary  Countess, 
at  least,  she  jiromised  it  ;\  though,  alas,  si: 
fickle  is  womankind  I— 

Hark!  Clangof  opening  doors!  She  issoes 
like  ihe  Moon  in  silver  brigbtnest,  down  ih( 
Eastern  st«epn.  La  Rtiat  ntnt  I  What  a  figure 
I  (with  the  aid  of  gla-ises)  discern  hir.  C 
Fairest, Peerless!  Let  the  horn  of  minor  dii 
coursing  hush  itself  wholly;  and  only  ont 
■uocessire  rolling  peal  of  i-iir  la  Reim  (like 
Ihe  moveable  radiance  of  a  train  of  firc-works) 
irradiate  her  path— Ye  Iminorlals  !  She  does, 
she  beelfons,  turns  her  head  this  way  ! — ■*  Does 
she  nott"  says  Countess  de  Lamolle. — Ver- 
tailles,  the  CEd  di  Bmf,  and  all  men  and  Ih 
are  drowned  in  a  sea  of  Light;  Monseis 
and  that  high  beckoning  Head  are  alone,  with 
each  other,  m  Ihe  Universe. 

O  Eminence,  what  a  beatific  vision  I  Enj 
it,  blest  as  the  gods;  ruminate  and  re-enjoy 
il,  with  full  soul:  it  IS  Ihe  last  provided  for 
Ihee.  Too  ioon  (in  the  course  of  these  six 
months)  shall  thy  beatific  vision,  like  Mirza's 
vision,  gradually  mell  avay;  and  only  oxen 
and  sheep  be  Rrazing  in  its  place ; — and  thou, 
as  a  doomed  Nebuchadnezzar,  be  grazing  with 

"  Does  she  nol  \"  said  Ihe  Countess  de  La- 
motle.  That  it  is  a  habit  of  hers;  that  hardly 
a  day  passes  vtlhiml  her  doing  il:  this  Ihe 
Countess  de  Lamoite  did  not  say. 


Men  seigneur  I 
and  Vileiie  oT 

World,  (in  pri 

Pbilippe  Egal. 

Let  her.hov 

ad  her  own  p: 

Dramaturgy  it 
others :  this  hi 
tursy,  include 
Scenes,  in  pie 
especially  tbal 
of  above  bi  b 
itself. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


Bere.then.Ihe  specially  Dramaturgic  labonrs 
of  Oonnless  de  Lamotie  may  be  said  lo  lermi- 
nsK.  The  real  of  her  life  is  Hislnonic  merely, 
or  Hislnonic  and  Critical;  as,  indeed,  what 
had  all  the  former  part  of  it  been  bai  a  Hypo- 
trina.  a  more  or  less  correct  Playing  of  Parts !  I 
O  "  Mrs.  Pacing-bolh-ways,  (as  old  Bunysn 
said,)  whaia  lalent^liadai  thoa!  No  Proieus 
e»er  look  so  many  shapes,  no  Chameleon  iol 
often  changed  color.    One  ihing  thou  wen  loj 


■^ 


goes  on,  evsn^ 
St  ranee  enoiif 
her  Ma^c-lan 
bosom  of  Nig 
sol  id-seem  log 
Material  Worli 
one,)  and  will 
solidest  mass 


it  meets  with,  i 
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d  «hal  msf  penain  ihrreto,  1i 
Thit   "Righl—Maru   Jniaiwa 
;  sad  the  30lh  of  July,  ~ 
-iTDiD^  T     She    shall   b?    irouf;Al  lo 
•■rood  Bmin«iic«  I  Order  hordes  and  beef- 
■  fiirSareniG;  there,  ceasjog  ali  wriiien 
re  her  into  capilu- 
s  ihe  brif-ht  May  monihi  his  Emi- 
m  again  somoambulates  the  Pmnunadi  lir 
wiih  grim  dry  eyes;  and, 
e,  lerriticall/  slampin^. 

is  that  [  see  lonuated  on  cosl- 
e  and  horae-gear;   betliug  al  New- 
ices  ;  though  he  can  spelilc  no  Eng- 
d,  sad  only  some  Chevalier  O'Niel. 
'  '  I   Macdermoi    (rrom    Bar-^ur 
)  talerprels  his  French  into  the  dialect 
t  Sister  Itlandl     Few  days   ago  I  ob- 
d  hi m  walking   in   Fleeusireet.  ihuuE:hl- 
y  through    Templr-Bar ; — in   deep   treaty 

1  . 1^^  Jeffreys,  with  Jeweller  Orey,t 

e  of  Diamonds:  such  a  lot  as  one 

Ot.    A  Mil  handsome   man;  with 

r  whiskers;  with  a  look  o(  troubled 

I  rascaliam ;  yua   ihink  it  is  the 

f-slyled   Coanl)  de  Lamolle;   nay, 

a  himself  confesses  it !    The  Diamonds 

■  presenl  to  bis  Countess,— from  the  still 

lifal  Queen. 

ktle,  loo,  has  he  completed  his  sales  at 
•enlam  1     Uitn  1  shall  by  and  by  behotd  ; 
It  Newmarket,  but  drinking  wine 
I  spirits  in  the  Taverns  of  Geneva. 
D  wealth  endures  noli  Rascaldom  has 
rongboi.  Counters deLamotte.rorvhala 
Norcurnioranl  scoundrels  hast  Ihou  laboured; 
■n  thou  tull  labouring  ! 

Btill  labouring,  we  may  say:  for  as  the  fatal 
■Sth  ofJuly  approaches,  what  is  1o  be  looked 
fl»r  but  universal  Earthquake ;  Mud-explosion 
Owl  will  blot  oni  Ihe  face  of  Nature]  Me- 
dNIiks,  stood  I  in  thy  pattens.  Dame  de  La- 
IVone,  I  would  cut  and  run.—"  Run !"  exclaims 
■he,  with  a  toss  of  indignant  aBlonishmeni ; 
**Mliunniaicrd  Innocence  run  ?"  For  it  is  sin- 
gnUr  how  in  some  minds  (that  are  mere  bnl- 
•ftnleis  "chaotic  whirlpools  of  gilt  shreds") 
(here  is  no  deliberate  Lying  whatever;  and 
BBthing  IS  either  believed  or  disbelieved,  but 
0al]r  (with  some  transient  suitable  Histrionic 
eaiotion}  spoken  and  heard. 

Had  Dame  de  Lamotte  a  certain  greatness 
of  character,  then  ;  at  least,  a  strength  oftran- 
■cendant  audaciiy,  amounting  to  the  bastard- 
bcroicT  Great,indahilablygreal,  iaherDrama- 
targic  and  Histrionic  talent:  but  as  fur  ihe 
i«s1,  one  must  answer,  with  retuctance,  No. 
Vn.  Faeing-both-wavs  is  a  "  Spark  of  vehe- 
m«D4  Life,"  bul  the  rurthesi  in  the  world  from 
a  bnve  woman :  she  did  not,  in  any  case, 
vhow  Ibe  bravery  of  a  woman;  did,  in  many 

Aae.  Her  ^rand  (lualiiy  is  rather  to  be  reckoned 
nrgalive:  the  "aula  ma  bleu  ess"  as  of  a  dy; 
tfaa  "  wax-cloth  dres>"  from  which  so  much 


1bb«u*i  Nunilve,  In  X^oiru  JafiiiKfVi )    RoIhb 


ran  down  like  water.  Small  sparrmvs,  >■  T 
learn,  have  been  trained  to  fire  cannon  ;  but 
would  make  poor  Artillery  Officers  in  a  Water- 
loo. Thuu  dost  nol  call  that  Cork  a  strong 
swimmer!  which,  nevertheless,  shoots,  with- 
out hart,  the  Palls  of  Niagara;  deBes  tha 
thunderbolt  itself  la  sink  ii,  fur  more  Ihan  a 
moment,  Wiihoulialelleei.imagiaalion, power 
of  attention,  or  any  spiritual  faculty,  how  brava 
were  one, — with  fit  motive  for  it,  such  aa 
hunger  '.  How  much  might  one  dare,  by  the 
simplest  of  methods,  by  nol  thinking  of  it,  nol 
knowing  it ! — Besides,  is  not  Usglioslro,  foolish 
blustering  Quack,  still  here  1  No  scapegoat 
had  ever  broader  back,  The  Cardinal,  loo, 
has  he  not  money !  Queen's  Majesty,  evtn  in 
effigy,  shall  nut  be  insulted;  (he  Soubisea,  De 
Marsans,  and  high  and  ptiissanl  Cousins,  must 
huddle  the  matter  op  :  Calumniated  Innocence, 
in  the  most  universal  of  Earthquakes,  will 
find  mrnr  crevice  to  whisk  through,  as  she  has 
so  oOen  done. 

Bui  all  this  while  how  Tares  it  with  his  Emi- 
nence, left  somnambulating  ihe  Pronmaili  6t 
la  Ron;  and  at  limes  truculently  stamping T 
Alas,ill;  andeverworse.  The  starring  method, 
singular  as  it  may  seem,  brings  no  capitula- 
tion; brings  onl)',  afler  a  month's  waiting,  oar 
tutelary  Countess,  with  a  gilt  Autograph,  in- 
deed, and  "all  wrapt  m  silk  threads,  sealed 
where  they  cross, — but  which  we  read  with 

We  mast  back  again  to  Parts;  there  pen 
new  Eipostulations;  which  onr  unwearied 
Connles.s  wilt  take  charge  of,  but,  alas,  CAn 
get  no  answer  to.  However,  is  not  the  SOth 
of  July  coming!— Behold  (on  the  IPlh  of  that 
monlh,)  the  shortest,  moat  careless  of  Auto- 
graphs with  some  fiUcen  hundred  pounds  cT 
real  money  in  il,  to  pay  the — interest  of  the 
first  instalment ;  the  principal  (of  some  thirty 
thousand)  not  being  at  the  niument  perfecllji 
convenient!  Hungry  Bochmer  make)  large 
eyes  at  this  proposal ;  will  accept  the  money, 
but  only  as  part  of  payment;  the  man  is  posi- 
tive; a  Court  of  Justice,  if  no  other  means, 
shall  get  him  the  remainder.     What  now  is  to 

Farmer-general  Mons.  Sainl-Jamea,  Cag- 
liostro's  dlfciple,  and  wet  with  Tokay,  wdl 

cheerfully  advance  Ibe  sum  needed — for  bar 
Majesty's  sake ;  thinks,  however  (with  all  bia  1 

Tokay.)  it  were  good  to  ifiik  with  her  Majesty 
first — I  observe,  meanwhile,  the  disiraoled 
hungry  Boehmer  driven  hither  and  ibilhcr,  not 
by  his  liicd-idea;  alas,  no,  but  by  Ihe  far  more 
fnghiful  ghnt  thereof, — since  no  payment  ia 
forthcoming.  He  stands,  one  day.  ipeakiog 
with  a  Queen's  waiting- woman  (Madam  Cam- 
pan  heriietr.)  in  "  a  thunder-shower,  whicJi 
neither  of  theio  n.>iice,"'-so  ibundcrilmck  are 
thpy.j-     What  wea the r-symp lorn s  fur  bin  Erai- 

The  SOtb  of  July  has  come,  bul  no  money; 
the  aOlh  13  gone,  but  no  money.  O  Eminenbe. 
what  a  grim  farewell  of  July  is  this  of  ITU! 
The  last  July  went  out  with  airs  from  HeaTca, 


. 
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and  Trianon  Roses.  Theu  August  days,  are 
they  not  worse  than  ^o^\  days ;  worthy  to  be 
blotted  out  from  all  Almanaca>?  Boehmer 
and  Bassan?^  thou  can^t  still  see  ;  but  (•niy 
"return  from  th»Mn  swearine."*  Nay,  whni 
new  mis<»ry  is  this?  Our  tutelary  Histrionic 
C/ouniPss  enkTs,  (lisiracti<in  in  lier  eyes;-)-  slie 
has  just  been  at  Versailles;  the  Qiii'lm»*s  Ma- 
jesty, with  a  levity  of  caprice  which  we  dare 
not  trust  ourselves  to  characterize,  declares 

Slainly  that  ^he  will  deny  ever  having;  ^ot  the 
lecklace ;  ever  having  had,  with  his  Emi- 
nence any  transaction  whatsoever  ! — Mud- 
explosion  without  parallel  in  volcanic  annals. 
-—The  Palais  de  Strasbourg  appears  to  be  be- 
set with  spies ;  the  Lamottes  (fnr  the  Count, 
too,  is  here)  are  packing  up  for  Bur-sur-Aube. 
The  Sieur  Boehmer,  has  he  fallen  insane? 
Or  into  communication  with  Breteuil  ? — 

And  so  distractedly  and  disiractively,  to  the 
soond  of  all  Discords  in  Nature,  opens  that 
Fourth,  final  Scenic  Exhibition,  composed  by 
Destiny. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

iCINE   roURTH  :    BT    UXSTINT. 

It  is  Assumption-day,  the  15th  of  August. 
Don  thy  pontificalia,  Grand-Almoner;  crush 
down  these  hideous  temporalities  out  of  sight. 
In  any  case,  smooth  thy  countenance  into 
some  sort  of  loHy-dissolute  serene :  thou  hast 
ft  thing  they  call  worshipping  God  to  enact, 
thyself  the  first  actor. 

The  Grand-Almoner  has  done  it.  He  is  in 
Versailles  (Kd  de  Ikruf  Gallery ;  where  male 
and  female  Peerace,  and  all  Noble  France  in 
gala,  various  and  clorious  as  the  rainbow, 
waits  only  the  signal  to  begin  W(>r>hipping: 
on  the  serene  of  his  lofiy-dissoluie  counte- 
nance, there  ran  nothing  be  read.^  By  Hea- 
ven !  he  is  sent  for  to  the  Hoval  Apartm».*nil 

He  returns  with  the  ol<l  lofrv-tl  is  solute  look, 
inscrutably  serene;  has  his  turn  for  favour 
actually  come,  then?  Those  fifteen  long 
years  of  soul's  travail  are  to  be  rewarded  by 
a  birth? — Monsieur  le  Baron  de  Breteuil 
issues:  jireat  in  his  pride  of  place,  in  this  the 
'Crowninjj  moment  of  his  life.  With  one  radi- 
diani  sjlance,  Breteuil  summons  the  Officer  on 
Guard:  with  another,  fixes  M<inseij?neur :  *'Dc 
par  U  Roi^  Mousiinncur :  you  are  arrested  !  At 
yoi/r  risk,  OiTiccr!" — Curtains  as  of  pilch- 
black  whirlwind  envelope  Mouscigncnr;  whirl 
off  with  him, — to  outer  darkness.  Versailles 
Ciallery  explodes  aghast;  as  if  Gny  Fawkos's 
Plot  had  burst  under  iu  "The  Queen's  M«i- 
jesty  was  weeping."  whisper  some.  There 
will  be  no  Assumption  service ;  or  such  a 
one  as  was  never  celebrated  since  Assump- 
tion came  iu  fashion. 

Europe,  then,  shall  ring  with  it  from  side  to 
side! — But  why  rides  that  Heyduc  as  if  all 

♦  Lamottf..  ♦  Oeorctl. 

iThIa  U  Bettfi  J'Entevill«»'a  d«»»rription  of  liiin  ;  "  A 
handsome  man,  of  fifty  ;  wilh  tiigh  complrxioii ;  hair 
wtiite-i;ray,  and  the  front  of  tlie  liond  baM  :  of  hiph 
stature;  carrirjcf  nolilo  and  eaiv.thoueh  btirdened  wicli 
a  rrrtain  dt*Kroo  of  corpulency  ;  who,  1  never  doubted, 
waa  Monsieur  de  Rohan."     ^Fint  Mtmoirt  Pour.) 


the  Devils  drove  him?  ft  is  Mooseignnr'i 
Heyduc:  Monseigneur  spoke  three  wnnds  ii 
German  to  him,  at  the  door  of  his  Veraillei 
Hotel;  even  handed  him  a  slip  of  vritii^ 
which  (some  say,  with  borrowed  PeociU-ii 
his  red  square  cap  ")  he  had  managed  to  p^ 
pare  on  the  way  hither.*  To  Paris?  Totlx 
Palais-Cardinal  \  The  horse  dies  on  reacbiu 
the  stable ;  the  Heyduc  swoons  on  reachiat 
the  cabinet:  but  his  slip  of  writing  fell  fruo 
his  hand;  and  I  (says  the  Abb^  Gei>rgel)  *ii 
there.  The  red  Portfolio,  containing  all  ik* 
gilt  Autographs,  is  burnt  utterly,  wilh  mach 
else,  before  Breteuil  can  arrive  for  appo«itii» 
of  the  seals  ! — Whereby  Europe,  in  hugiof 
from  side  to  side,  must  worry  itself  with  goeif' 
ing:  and  at  this  hoar  (on  this  paper)  sees  the 
matter  in  such  an  interesting  clearK>b5care. 

Soon   Count  Cagliostro  and  his  Serapkie 
Countess  go  to  join   Monseigneur,  in  8bk 
Prison.    In  few  days,  follows  Dame  de  It 
motte  (from  Bar^sur-Aube) ;  Demof&elle  ^IX' 
va  by  and  by  (from  Brussels);  VilletteHle-lenB 
I  from   his  Swiss  retirement,  in  the  lareniif 
I  Geneva.    The  Bastille  opens  its  iroo 
to  them  all. 


CHAPTER  LAST. 

XIMiL    EST. 

Thus,  then,  the  Diamond  Necklace  bvif 
on  the  one  hand,  vanished  through  ibeAa 
Gate  of  Dreams,  and   so  (under  the  piittB 
of  Nisus  Lamotte  and  Euryalus  Viilew)!* 
its  sublunary  individuality  and  iK-in?:  a«t« 
the  other  hand,  all  that  trafficked  io  it  sioif 
now  safe  under  lock  and  key,  that  ju^uw MJ 
take  cojjnisance  of  them.— our  en2agfm«i!tt 
regard  t(»  the  matter  is  on  the  point  (ifterraiaH- 
ini:.  That  extraordinary  Proctf  ih  Cdlfi^^ 
lare  Trial,)  s})inning  itself  throueh.ViK^'*' 
ever-memorable  Months,  to  ihe  astonishB* 
of  the  hundred   and   eighty-seven  assefflbW 
Parliemcnticrfi,  and  of  all  Quidilancs.  JoDnif- 
isis.   Anecdotists,   Satirists,  in   boih  Heufr 
pheres,  is,  in  every  sense,  a  '*Celebraif<lTna, 
and  belongs  to  Publishers  of  such.  Hof.fcf 
innumerable  confrontations  and  eipis^wr 
questions,  through  entanglements,  donbli«* 
and  windings  that  fatigue  eye  and  ^"Iv** 
most  involute  of  Lies  is  finally  vind*"^*** 
the   scandalous-ridiculous  ciuder-hcart  cl  i 
let  others  relate. 

Meanwhile,  during  these  Nine  .'vewn«W* 
ble  Months,  till  they  terminaie  laie  ai  nipf 
precisely  with  the  May  of  1786,+  hovBtff 
"fugitive  leaves,*' quizzical,  nnajina*'^*- ^ 
at  least  mendacious,  were  flying  ahoai  * 
Newspaper>  ;  or  stitched  to^dher  as  njj 
phlets ;  and  what  heaps  of  oihers  «<" 
creeping  in  Manuscript,  we  shall  noisa^^ 
having,  indeed,  no  complete  Collecii"«^  ^ 
them,  and,  what  is  more  to  the  purpo^C'l*^ 


fr. 

l«f  - 


N. 


•  Qeorpel.  ^    ■. 

+  <)n    !he    31(it  of    May.    17S6.    Mtiiencf  •>*'}   |' 
i  iinunr.(Ml  :  about  ten  al  ni'lit,  ilie  C^r.lui*!  ^|^^   |. 
I  the  Baotilie  ;  large  mott8  hurrahins  round  hiio--^"* 
i  tfpleen  to  the  Court.     (See  Otorftl.) 
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1  such  Collection.  Nevertheless,  searcb- 
r  some  fit  Capital  of  the  composite 
to  adorn  adequately  the  now  finished 
ir  Pillar  of  our  Narrative,  what  can  suit 
er  than  the  following,  so  far  as  we  know, 
•dited, 

mal  DiseouTit,  by  Count  jSkssandro  CagHr 
,  ThaumcUurgisl,  Prophet,  and  ^rch-Quock ; 
tred  in  the  Bastille  :  Year  of  Lucifer,  5789 ; 
t  Hef^a  Mohammedan,  (from  Mecca,)  1201 ; 
le  Hegira  Caghottric,  (from  Palermo,)  24 ; 
le  Vu^ar  Era,  1785. 

!llow  Scoundrels, — An  unspeakable  In- 
,  span  from  the  soul  of  that  Circe-Me- 
by  our  voluntary  or  involuntary  help, 
ssembled  us  all,  if  not  under  one  roof- 
et  within  one  grim  iron-bound  ring-wall, 
n  appointed  number  of  months,  in  the 
oiling  flow  of  Time,  we,  being  gathered 
he  four  winds,  did  by  Destiny  work  to- 
'  in  body  corporate ;  and,  joint  labourers 
Vansaction  already  famed  over  the  Globe, 
unity  of  Name,  (like  the  Argonauts  of 
IS  Conqueron  of  the  Diamond  Necklace,  Ere 
t  is  done,  (for  ring-walls  hold  not  captive 
*e  Scoundrel  for  ever ;)  and  we  disperse 
,  over  wide  terrestrial  Space ;  some  of 
may  be,  over  the  very  marches  of  Space. 
Act  hangs  indissoluble  together;  floats 
rous  in  the  older  and  older  memory  of 
while  we,  little  band  of  Scoundrels,  who 
ach  other,  now  hover  so  far  asunder,  to 
ich  other  no  more,  if  not  once  more  only 
e  universal  Doomsday,  the  last  of  the 

• 

I  such   interesting  moments,   while  we 

within  the  verge  of  parting,  and  have 

=t  parted,  methinks  it  were  well  here,  in 

sequestered  Spaces,  to  institute  a  few 

al  reflections.    Me,  as  a  public  speaker, 

Spirit  of   Masonry,  of  Philosophy,  and 

nthropy,  and  even  of  Prophecy  (blowing 

-  rious  from  the  Land  of  Dreams)  impels 

it.    Give  ear,  O  Fellow  Scoundrels,  to 

the  Spirit  utters;    treasure    it  in  your 

B,  practise  it  in  your  lives. 

.  tting  here,  penned  up  in  this  which  (with 

Kit  metaphor)  I  call  the  Central  Cloaca 

Lture,  where  a  tyrannical  De  Launay  can 

w  the  bodily  eye  free  vision,  vou  with  the 

fej  eye  sep.  but  the  better.    I^his  Central 

at,  is  it  not  rather  a  Heart,  into  which, 

all  regions,  mysterious  conduits  intro- 

aind  forcibly  inject,  whatsoever  is  choicest 

«  Scoundrelism  of  the  Earth;  there  to 

**£orbed,  or  again  (by  the  other  auricle) 

'«!  into  new  circulation!    Let  the  eye  of 

ind  run  along  this  immeasurable  venous- 

^  system ;  and  astound  itself  with  the 

ificent  extent  of  Scoundreldom ;  the  deep, 

ly    say,   unfathomable,  significance    of 

Cfcdrelism. 

'«s,  brethren,  wide  as  the  Sun's  range  is 
Empire;  wider  than  old  Rome's  in  its 
lest  era.  I  have  in  my  time  been  far ;  in 
Ki  Muscovy,  in  hot  Calabria,  east,  west, 
'esoever  the  sky  overarches  civilized  man  : 
never  hitherto  saw  I  myself  an  alien ;  out 
coandreldom  I  never  was.    Is  it  not  even 


said,  from  of  old,  by  the  opposite  party:  *M 
men  are  liars  ? '  Do  they  not  (and  this  nowise 
'in  haste')  whimperingly  talk  of  ' one  j oat 
person,'  (as  they  call  him,)  and  of  the  remain- 
ing thousand  save  one  that  take  part  with  us  ? 
So  decided  is  our  majority." — (Applause.) 

"  Of  the  Scarlet  Woman, — ^yes,  Nfonseignenr, 
without  offence, — of  the  Scarlet  Woman  that 
sits  on  Se^en  Hills,  and  her  Black  Jesait  Mili- 
tia, out  foraging  from  Pole  to  Pole,  I  speak 
not ;  for  the  story  is  too  trite :  nay,  the  Militia 
itself,  as  I  see,  begins  to  be  disbanded,  and  in- 
valided, for  a  second  treachery ;  treachery  to 
herself!  Nor  yet  of  Governments ;  for  a  like 
reason.  Ambassadors,  said  an  English  pun- 
ster, lie  abroad  for  their  masters.  Their  mas- 
ters, we  answer,  lie,  at  home,  for  themselves. 
Not  of  all  this,  nor  of  Courtship,  (with  its  so 
universal  Lovers'  vows,)  nor  Courtiership,  nor 
Attorneyism,  nor  Public  Oratory,  and  Selling 
by  Auction,  do  I  speak :  I  simply  ask  the  gain- 
sayer,  Which  is  the  particular  trade,  profes- 
sion, mystery,  calling,  or  pursuit  of  the  Sons 
of  Adam  that  they  successfully  manage  in  the 
other  way!  He  cannot  answer! — No:  Phi- 
losophy itself,  both  practical  and  even  specu- 
lative, has,  at  length  (after  shameful  lest  grop- 
ing) stumbled  on  the  plain  conclusion  that 
Sham  is  indispensable  to  Reality,  as  Lying  to 
Living;  that  without  Ljring  the  whole  busi- 
ness of  the  world,  from  swaying  of  senates  to 
selling  of  tapes,  must  explode  into  anarchio 
discords,  and  so  a  speedy  conclusion  ensoe. 

**  But  the  grand  problem,  Fellow  Scoundrels, 
as  you  well  know,  is  the  marrying  of  Tmih 
and  Sham ;  so  that  they  become  one  flesh,  ma& 
and  wife,  and  generate  these  three:  Profit, 
Pudding,  and  Respectability  that  always  keeps 
her  Gig.  Wondrously,  indeed,  do  Truth  and 
Delusion  play  into  one  another :  Reality  rests 
on  Dream.  Truth  is  but  the  tkin  of  the  bot- 
tomless Untrue :  and  ever,  from  time  to  time, 
the  Untrue  theds  it;  is  clear  again;  and  the 
superannuated  True  itself  becomes  a  Fable. 
Thus  do  all  hostile  things  crumble  back  into 
our  Empire;  and  of  its  increase  there  is  no  end. 

**  O  brothers,  to  think  of  the  Speech  with- 
out meaning,  (which  is  mostly  ours,)  and  of 
the  Speech  with  contrary  meaning,  (which  is 
wholly  ours,)  manufactured  by  the  organs  of 
Mankind  in  one  solar  day !  Or  call  it  a  day 
of  Jubilee,  when  public  Dinners  are  given, 
and  Dinner-orations  are  delivered :  or  say,  a 
Neighbouring  Island  in  time  of  General  Elec- 
tion !  O  ye  immortal  gods !  The  mind  is  lost ; 
can  only  admire  great  Nature's  plenteousness 
with  a  kind  of  sacred  wonder. 

**  For,  tell  me.  What  is  the  chief  end  of  mail  1 
*  To  glorify  God,'  said  the  old  Christian  Sect, 
now  hafoily  extinct.  *  To  eat  and  find  eata- 
bles by  tM  readiest  method,'  answers  sound 
Philosophy,  discarding  whims.  If  the  readitr 
method  (than  this  of  persuasive-attraction)  is 
discovered^ — point  it  out. — Brethren,  I  said  the 
old  Christian  Sect  was  happily  extinct :  as,  in- 
deed, in  Rome  itself,  there  goes  the  wonderful- 
lest  traditionary  Prophecy,*  of  that  Nazareth 
Christ  coming  back,  and  being  crucified  a 
second  time  there ;  which  truly  I  see  not  in  the 

•  Goethe  meatkuu  It  {htJimniMeke  JUiM.) 


cABLTiiVB  iBBdUjuaooB  wwnmoB. 


llMlWv  Iw  acMdd  fail  to  tw.  Mi*«fiheleH, 
ttal  old  CkrUtUa  vUb.  of  u  utnal  liriog 
Md  raUiK  (M,  aod  mdw  Mcred  coTeoaDi 
fctodiM  tU  Bcn  in  Bin,  vilhmoeh  other  mys- 
lieinA  docs,  nndtr  na*  or  old  olMpe,  linger 


fetarcrfatl    Thef mo*! «rM be 

^Un,  whteh  ia  sot  liluio  prove  iafcetioat. 

"Bat  aa^Iiar  an  *e,  mr  rdlov  Seonndrelii 
vithoot  oar  Bvligioa,  oar  Worabifi ;  vbieh. 
likelha  oldeil,  and  all  t*ae  Wonbipi,  ii  one 
ct  Tear.  Tb«  Chliatiani  bare  their  Ciou, 
Aa  lll<Ttlf'  thair  Craaent:  bat  hiTe  not  we, 
too,  our— Oallowit  Yei.  ii^miif  terrible  !■ 
dw  OaUowi;  beatridea,  with  ib  patibnlarr 
b^  (ba  Fit  of  bottomteaa  Terrcc  No  Hani- 
nhnani  are  we  t  oar  Qod  ia  Oaa.  Great,  es- 
nanilim  great,  t  aay,  ia  the  Oallowa  {  of  old, 
•van  mm  iha  bafinuing^  in  thi>  world  i  know- 
ia|  Mitber  rariablenaai  nor  decadeaeei  lor 
narj  Ibr  arer,  orer  the  wreck  of  agea,  and  all 
aMe  and  aeeleaiaatkt  oonVnlaiMka,  meal-BM^ 
raralatiMia,  tba  Oallowa  viib  tnmi  sereMljr 
larribia  lowera  aML.  Valkiw  Seonadrela,  fear 
Aa  Oallowa,  aad  havo  ao  o«bar  ftu  1  Tlit  U 
iha  Law  and  iha  Prapbata.  Tear  araiT  ant^ 
Balm  of  tba  Gallova.  Aad 'vbat  ia  aMir 
bvOM,  vilh  the  Aat,  or  er(n  wiib  Iha  teiqpia,  (tf 
'tr,  bat  Bocaa  aneb  cnaaa- 
Ferea  of  Pnblie  Opinion 


vlthilafaMgblackantt,it  haselntobedt 

vtel  avmil  bim  all  terrciirial  ihiap  I  Thete 
Mta  tnnf,  with  horrid  Dameleii  dinniag  in 
kia  can ;  and  the  ill-starred  Scoundrel  peada- 
lataa  between  Heaven  and  Earth,  >  thing  re- 
jeetad  of  baik." — (Proround  sensation.) 

"Snch,  so  wide  in  ccmpais,  bit;li,  gallows- 
high  in  digoilf,  is  the  Scoundrel  Empire;  and 
for  depth,  it  is  deeper  than  the  Foundations  of 
the  world.  For  what  was  Creatioa  itself 
wholly  (according  to  Ihe  best  Philoiophen'} 
but  a  Dirulsion  by  ibe  Tihi-Smbit,  (or  Devil 
ao<alledi]  a forcerullnlerrnpliou,  or  brealttng 
ainnder,  of  the  old  Qaiexceace  of  Eternity ! 
It  was  Lucifer  that  fell,  and  made  this  lordly 
World  arise.  Deep!  It  is  bollomleia-deep ; 
the  very  Thought,  diving,  bobs  up  from  ii 
baffled.  In  not  this  that  they  call  vice  of  Ly- 
ing the  Jdam-Kadoion,  or  primeval  Hade-Ele- 
ment, old  as  Chaos  mother's- womb  of  Death 
and  Hell ;  whereon  iheir  thin  film  of  Virtue, 
Truth,  and  the  tibe,  poorly  wavers — Tor  a  day ! 
All  Virtue,  what  is  il,  even  by  their  own  show- 
ing, but  Vice  transformed, — that  is,  mHnufac- 
lured,  rendered  ariifician  'Man's  Vices  are 
the  roots  ftom  which  his  Virtues  grow  out  and 
see  the  light,'  says  one ;  '  Yesi.'  add  I.  '  and 
thanlflessly  steal  their  nourishment!'  Were 
it  not  for  the  nine  hundred  ninety  and  i: 
unacknowledged  (perhaps  mariyred  and 
lumnraled)  Scoundrels,  how  were  their  sii 
Just  Person  (with  a  murrain  on  him  '.)  so  much 
as  possible  1 — Oh,  it  is  high,  high :  these  thittgs 
are  too  great  for  raei  lalellecl.  Imagination, 
flags  her  lired  wings ;  the  soul  lost,  baffled" — 

— Here  Dame  de  Lamotte  tittered  audibly, 
and  iDUiieTed,  Co<]-<f-/nd(,  (which,  being  inter- 
piaicd  into  Ite  BcotoAi  Ua^iki  &^v^&«s  Bui- 


atarted  at  Iba  liBer  ajid  Bntlar :  Ua  apa  liM 

eaiwarda  with    diUie<    p«pili   Ua  bmA 

gned  vide;  hi*  rm  Iww  aaaaad  to  tkk 

loDg  Iviaied  ftiglaUa.  (hie  fbaUoa  <(aiU 

1  aa  IndinalioB  is  aau  to  make  hM^i 

.  remadarK^heaytorwhisBiairftoA 

With  tarribla,  workiBg  ftaiofM,  aad  ptHi^ 

litm  not  laeomnended in  mMf  BocA  mOmIHI 

tha  Arcb-Qoaek,  is  voiea  aapwaallx  diaa* 

ant  (like  Lioaa  wonTiiig  Balla  ct  ihita) 

"Sniffnoi,  Dame  da  Lamotte  , 

foni  Clrec-Henara:  tbf  d^  ofilt 

bandl  '  Heboid  ja  the  BaahedriBd 
with  their   Ibnners  (of  vtitten    F 

loa^natliog,  as  dteTwinno'H-  alibi ^_ 

doVD-plomsfe,  and  ake  aiandx  then  % 
and  meaal—Tilleite,  OUra,  A>  ■ajT' 

erataf    Tehave  no  pfqr  of  bei      

abeBoaaof  jovra.    Ia  Arli; 
tamable    bean   at    last    heav, 
Bbri«t>o(«>eaaat  oat;  wkm  ifa 
both  AoMan  with  inn  uarap;  i 
"'V,"  ihoB  Vtbrnt,  hath '  It  entend  4.  . 
Weapk  Oireede  I«molia ;  vail  (beta  hU 
be^  and  hjaterieallT  faiish  ihj  taeO^ 
amoAer  Artetf  in  thy  doo(<«iai       '"'^ 

faaat  feand  Aj  mate*;  tboa  a . 

'  -Weep,  daa^ler  of  ibc  ■ 
""■iiMxprmiUe*!  ""~ 
,  ,  ia  aboat  iKee;  be 
thee:  DO,  to  eat  befine  Aflinie. 
a  KiDg'a  Coon  do  with  Ihee.  ihoa  ■ 
thing,  vhile  Ihoo  ]ret  1iv«atl  Eteipt.'.l 
tonimosl  eanntries;  hide  thrn-,  irtiM^Br- 
thy  mark  of  Cain!— In  the  Babrk*(if%>  ''' 
land!  Ha !  is  that  mf  Londou '  SmUp-^. 
Iseariot  Egalit^!  Print,  yea  prim  >'*^lki'  - 
the  abominations  of  your  tvii  tifitii:li*|,,'; 
of  rattlesnakes  can  bedim  the  i'pti  nJi™!** 
only  for  a  time. — And  theiv!  .1).  ^^V? 
last !  TninWest  thou  from  ih.-  bm  I*' 
poverty-stricken,  O  thriftless  rlmctrer  »* 
high  and  puissant,  eicapinf  liiiliSS'  'r 
ceadest  thou  precipitate,  in  iIcti  '"'*''Tw  I' 
window  in  the  third  story:  li^''^**l:dl 
Bacchanals,  to  whota  ihy  ifinU  *-oi>P*i» 
grown  unbearable  I-  Yea,  lhraiig*»  ^^JT 
of  that  new  Babylon  ihon  (allfs*  ^„ 
one  long  scream  of  scream^  '^lat* 
hideous:  thou  liest  there, shs"""^^„nl 
egg,  '  nigh  to  the  Temple  o''  f 
motte,  has  thy  ^jr/iomna  en^  ■  ■ 
many  characlera  were  all  tc- 
thou  nctest  nnt,  bot  art  what  . 
mangled  squelch  of  gore,  ^^^nJttp^ 
abomination ;  which  men  hudd  I*  tilW**^ 
with  no  burial  stone.  Tbo»*  *  ^ 
rionr-  ■        ti,w*2 

— Here  the  prophet  tamed  a  ^.--.i  '' 
broadest  of  the  eighteenth  eenta.  ^^J. 


•TbtEntlUllTnnil 


III.  HI.)     Whan  Uw  "Tinipla  id 
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Is  with  such  a  greatness  of  dis- 
le  audience,  even  Lamotte  her- 
ically  imitated  him. — ^"ODame 
)ame  de  Lamotle !  Now,  when 
y  existence  lies  complete :  and 

over  these  two  score  and  three 
z  lent  thee,  to  do  evil  as  thou 
behold  thee  a  bright-eyed  little 
,  begging  and  gathering  sticks 
Boulogne ;  and  also  at  length  a 
cfaction,  here  on  London  pave- 
'  headdressings  and  hungerings, 
and  hysterical  gigglings  that 
, —  What  shall  I  say  was  the 
e  at  all  7— 

Retaux !  Have  the  catchpoles 
,  by  sham  of  battle,  in  thy  Ta- 
sacred  Republican  soil.*  It  is 
:  the  hired  Forger  of  Hand- 
:>u  wilt  confess  it  7  Depart,  un- 
rsed. — Ha !  The  dread  Symbol 

Swings  aloft,  on  the  Castle  of 
endiilous  Mass,  which  I  think  I 
le  body  of  Villette !  There  let 
r'eet  morsel  of  our  Juggernaut. 

not  thou,  disconsolate  Oliva; 

right  blue  eyes,  daughter  of  the 

Thee  shall  the  Sanhedrim 

Cloaca  of  Nature  emits  thee; 
unfortunate-females,  thou  shall 

husbands  not  without  capital; 
e.f    Know  this,  for  the  vision 


ointed  Majesty  whom  ye  pro- 
spirit  of  Egyptian  Masonry, 
thick  curtains  of  Space!  Lo 
re  red  with  their  first  tears  of 
;  not  with  their  last.  Tirewo- 
s  choosing,  from  the  Printshops 
the  reputed-best  among  the 
isses  of  Circe  ^e  Lamotte  :t  a 
nsider  if  the  basest  of  women 
ccident,  darkened  daylight  or 
r  the  highest.  The  Portrait 
er ! ' — (Sensation  in  the  audi- 

at  is  this  ?  Angels,  Uriel,  Ana- 
oiher  Five;  Pentagon  of  Re- 
^ower  that  destroyed  Original 
aven,  and  thou  Outer  Limbo, 
e  Hell !  Does  theEMPiRsoFlx- 


ul  Villetle's  Mhnoirf. 
^r  is  this  MS.  Note:  " Gay  d* Oliva, ft 
o  Paliiis-Koyal,  who  was  chosen  to 
s  Kii<(in(>!!iH,  got  married,  some  years 
?  I)cau<tire,  an  Ex-Noble,  formerly 
Arfois  IInii<iehold.  In  1790,  he  was 
iuiKil  (tuard  ('nmpany  of  the  Temple. 
)  (^hoifty.  and  mnnaired  to  be  named 
('(•iiimuiip  :  he  finally  employed  him- 
Li«ts  of  Pruflrription  In  the  Liixem- 
'^  he  plaved  the  pari  of  informer, 
hliau  Jft  Priaunt  de  Paris  sous  RobeS' 
I'taiU  are  rorrort.  In  the  Mimoires 
'w  Titl»»  ftf  rh«  Book  jnjit  referred  lo.) 
i-*  :  "Thi*  >cr.ond  Denouncer  was 
«i>lile,  known  under  the  old  ?overn- 
.'iH'».  To  ^iv««  an  Idea  of  him,  it  is 
t  In-  m.irriod  tho  d'«)liva,"  Ac,  as  in 
•:n1y  civpn.  Finally  is  added  :  "  He 
if  noyr*nv;il ;  who,  however,  Kaid  that 
II  :  but  thnt  FouqiiiHf-Tinviile  did  nol 
)iild    have  him   guillotined   in  good 


PU0TVRI  waver  1  Barst  there,  in  starry  sheen, 
updarting.  Light-rays  from  out  iti  dark  foun* 
dations;  as  it  rocks  and  heaves,  not  in  travail- 
throes,  hut  in  death-throes  t  Yea,  Light-rays, 
piercing,  clear,  that  salute  the  Heavens, — lo, 
they  kindle  it ;  their  starry  clearness  becomes  as 
red  Hellfire  !  Imposture  is  burnt  up ;  one  Red- 
sea  of  Fire,  wild-billowing  enwraps  the  World ; 
with  its  fire-tongue  licks  at  the  Stars.  Thrones 
arc  hurled  into  it,  and  Dubois  Mitres,  and  Pre- 
bendal  Stalls  that  drop  fatness,  and — ha !  what 
see  n— all  the  Gigt  of  Creation:  all,  all!  Wo 
is  me!  Never  since  Pharaoh's  Chariots,  in 
the  Red-sea  of  water,  was  there  wreck  of 
Wheel-vehicles  like  this  in  the  Sea  of  Fire. 
Desolate,  as  ashes,  as  gases,  shall  they  wander 
in  the  wind. 

"Higher,  higher,  yet  flames  the  Fire-8ea; 
crackling  with  new  dislocated  timber;  hissing 
with  leather  and  prunella.  The  metal  Images 
are  molten ;  the  marble  Images  become  mor- 
tar-lime ;  the  stone  Mountains  sulkily  explode. 
Respxctarilitt,  with  all  her  collected  Gigs 
inflamed  for  funeral  pyre,  wailing,  leaves  the 
Earth,-^to  return  under  new  Avatar.  Impos- 
ture, how  it  burns,  through  generations :  how 
it  is  burnt  up*— for  a  time.  The  World  is  black 
ashes;  which — when  will  they  grow  green  1 
The  Images  all  run  into  amorphous  Corinthian 
brass;  all  Dwellings  of  men  destroyed;  the 
very  mountains  peeled  and  riven,  the  valleys 
black  and  dead :  it  is  an  empty  World !     Wo 

to  them  that  shall  be  bom  then! A  King, a 

Queen,  (ah  me !)  were  hurled  in ;  did  rustle 
once ;  flew  aloO,  crackling,  like  paper-scrolL 
Oliva's  Husband  was  hurled  in  ;  Iscariot  Ega- 
lite ;  thou  grim  De  Launay,  with  thy  grim  Bas- 
tille ;  whole  kindreds  and  peoples ;  five  millions 
of  mutually  destroying  Men.  For  it  is  the 
End  of  the  Dominion  of  Impohture  (which  is 
Darkness  and  opaque  Firedamp ;  and  the  burn- 
ing up,  with  unquenchable  fire,  of  all  the  Gigs 
that  are  in  the  Earth !"— Here  the  Prophet 
paused,  fetching  a<deep  sigh ;  and  the  Cardinal 
uttered  a  kind  of  faint,  tremulous  Hem  ! 

"Mourn  not,  O  Monseigneur,  spite  of  thy 
nephritic  cholic,  and  many  infirmities.  For 
thee  mercifully  it  was  not  onto  death.*  O 
Monseigneur,  (for  thou  hadst  a  touch  of  good- 
ness,) who  would  not  weep  over  thee,  if  be 
also  laughed?  Behold!  The  not  too  judicious 
Historian,  that  long  years  hence,  amid  remotest 
wilderness,  writes  thy  Life,  and  names  thee 
Mud-volcano;  even  he  shall  reflect  that  it  ira« 
thy  Life  this  same ;  thy  only  chance  through 
whole  Eternity ;  which  thou  (poor  gambler) 
hast  expended  to:  and,  even  over  his  hard 
heart,  a  breath  of  dewy  pity'  for  thee  shall 
blow. — O  Monseigneur,  thou  wert  not  all  igno- 
ble: thy  Mud-volcano  was  but  strength  dis- 
located, fire  misapplied.  Thou  wentest  raven- 
ing through  the  world;  no  Life-elixir  or  Stone 
of  the  Wise  could  tre  two  (for  want  of  funds) 
discover:  a  foulest  Circe  undertook  to  fatten 
thee;  and  thou  hadst  to  fill  thy  belly  with  the 
east  wind.    And  bursti     By  the  Masonry  of 

•Rohan  was  elected  of  the  CnnstUnent  Amemhly; 
and  even  got  a  compliment  or  two  in  It.  as  Conrt-vicilaii, 
fVom  here  and  there  a  man  of  weak  Judrmenf .  He  was 
one  of  the  first  who,  recalcitrating  afalnst  ** Civil  Om- 
stituiion  of  the  Clercy,'*  4tc.,  took  hlmffelf  acroat  thia 
Rhine. 
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Eooeb.  No!  Btbold  lias  not  thy  Jesuil 
Pamlliar  bii  Scouts  dim-flyiog  OTcr  the  dMp 
of  hunian  Thin^!  Clearfd  an  thoaof  enme. 
M*e  that,  or  Sivd-ideai  wcepest,  a  repcrttanl 
exile,  ID  the  Mountains  ot  \avetgat.  Neither 
•hall  the  Red  Fire-«ea  itseir  consame  ihee; 
only  consoms  thy  (ii|!,  and,  instead  of  Gig 
(O  rich  exchange!)  reiiore  thy  8eiC  Safe  be- 
yaod  the  Rhiae-sirrsm,  thou  livesi  peaceful 
dayi:  savesl  many  from  the  fire,  and  atiointeit 
their  smarting  burw-  Sleep  finally,  in  thy 
mother'!  bosom,  in  a  good  old  age !" — The 
Cardinal  gave  a  sort  of  gallnral  tnurmur.  or 
gargle,  which  ended  in  a  long  sigh. 

"O  Horror*,  as  ye  shall  be  colled."  again 
banl  (onh  the  Quack,  "  why  have  ye  missed 
(be  Sielir  de  Lamolle;  why  not  of  him.  too, 
made  gallowsrf:Brrion  1  Will  ipear.  or  sword- 
stick,  Ihrosi  Bl  him,  (or  supposed  lo  be  thrust.) 
through  window  nf  hackney-coach,  in  Pic- 
cadilly of  the  Babylon  of  Fog,  where  he  join 
disconsolate,  not  let  out  the  itnprisanad  animal 
eiistence  T  I«  he  poisoned,  too  !"*  Poison 
will  not  kill  the  Sieur  Lamolle ;  nor  steel,  por 
nusaeres.-t-  Let  him  dng  his  ntierly  super- 
Suoas  life  lo  a  second  and  a  third  generation ; 
and  even  admii  the  nut  too  judicious  Historian 
to  see  bis  lace  before  he  die. 

'  But.  ha  '."  cried  he,  and  stood  wide-staring, 
horror  struck,  as  if  some  Cribb's  Sit  had 
knocked  the  wind  out  of  him:  "O  horror  of 
horrors  !  El  it  not  Myself  I  see  1  Roman  In- 
quisition !  Long  moQihs  of  cruel  baiting  1 
LU*  0/  Oaurppi  Baltamo  •  Cagtioslro's  Body 
ibU  lying  in  St.  Leo  Castle,  his   Stlf  fled— 


vMllitr '     Br'SIaiMlers    - 
say:  'The  Brow  of  Br.^ 
got  all  nn[ackere>il;  ihi' 
lieno  more!*     Eheu!  n  ■ 
into  UDSlanchatile  blolib-tii 
sobbing  out  die  mouifullrst  b 
down  in  swooti  j  Ui  be  jnil  lo  >■ 
and  others. 

Thus  spoke  (or  thus  nighl  fci 

and   prophesiea),  the  Arch-quack  9 

and  truly  much   better  than  be  n 


fori 


a  jot .. 


little  of  it 


promised  Interview  with 
moiie,  which  looks  uolikeliec 
we  have  not  heard  of  him,  dead  ui 
I8SS,)bDthehas  turned  out  lo  beliRnB^| 
As,  indeed,  in  all  his  Historj.  one  JM  fftt 
of  tiDtrnth,  that  we  coald  render  (ne,mi»j 
haps,  not  discoverable;  moch  >a  the*"^ 
fnl  reader  may  h»v*  disbelieved- 

Here.ihen.ourlittlelaboumd*.  Tte] 
lace  was,  and  is  no  moi^ :  tbi 
"circulate  in  connoerce"  (i__ 
hapx.in  Rnndle'sBtihisboar;)! 
what  other  Histories  we  know 
querors  of  it,  every  one  thu 
have  they  not  all  bad  tbeir  d 
Death! 

This  little  Business,  like  a  Unit  dni 
bodied  ilsetr  forth  in  skies  clear  to  the  w* 
servant:  but  with  such  hues  if  illicit 
villany,  dissoluteness,  and  general  ddtriaM^ 
lo  the  observant,  betokened    it   elecmeial 

wise    men  (a    Goethe.    U        , .., 

Earthquakes.   Hasnot  iheElarthijuakacHtH 
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A  raaraaa  says.  "The  house  that  is  a- 
building  looks  not  as  the  house  that  is  built," 
Environed  wUh  rubbiih  and  mortar-hcaps  with 
sCaSbld-poles,  hodmen,  dust-clouds,  some  ru- 
dimeuls  only  of  thai  thing  that  is  to  be,  can, 
to  (be  most  observiint.  disclose  themselves 
Ibronghihe  mean  tumuli  of  theihingihal  hither- 
to U.  How  true  is  ihis  same  with  regard  to  all 
Torki  and  facts  whatsoever  in  our  world ;  era- 
phatietllj  true  in  regard  to  the  bighe!{t  fact  and 


lnwiMiriin  punn:  Milnuli  In  La  Fata  Frlxit 
"mom  la  IbTBHinihil.-  (atUoaMy.  H'lHnib 
wrUei  Mainm  "  *•  cmH  IMI  W  to  ™r  imrw  ««* 
■filn  opcHri.  F»«  BiBO  ta  ariRwo.  knidini  »eli  a 
■■.aeJMtu.  ma btaahil ">«'>. "W""-*'""'""''**"'! 
>  Hrnke*  ihowlBi  t»e  w»ri  ■■>t»t*.rf<l  •  "^  "-" 
0*  enn,  lo  (n*«li«mi»  ■  (ot.  wWeli  tlwt  biuki  "prn. 
Tkit  dm*,  ilwr  tidied  la  lb*  ntleir :  *vi  b«(iin  wiir- 

XUni  ■■■  Cbuu.  to  tnnw  wIhh  Ldhkhi*  w»i 
,  Itwr  mU.  yailir  a  onliit  of  fladllX  ■  tnito™, 
whkk  IMr  NmM  Aim  la,  M<  awMM  oiit  of  iHa 


leLiktf 
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work  which  our  world  witnesse 

what  we  call  an  Drigiaai  Man.     8ueh 

IS   one   not  made  altogether  by  the  OM«M 

palleni'.  one  whose  phases  and  goinp  M 

cannot  be  pruphesied  oq  evea  apprniimanln 

thongh,  indeed,  by    their   verj-   new«e«s  n 

strangeness  they  most  nf  all  proi^kc 

A  man  ofthis  kind,  while  he  lives  oi 

"nnfolding  himself  oqi  of  nolhmg  into  «aw 

thing,"  sui^ly  under  vcryci  -     ' 


purpui«.     Ttie  wrAtrhi 
all   InnMliir.  Ibat    be    i 


mXZ,i!  ivi!i'T«  i-Ti;'^"';^  hj" 
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^ing  continually  towards  him,  in  con- 
.cession  and  variation,  the  materials 
icture,  nay,  his  very  plan  of  it,  from 

realm  of  accident,  you  may  say,  and 
sirhole  realm  of  free-will:  he  is  build' 
fe  together  in  this  manner;  a  guess 
•blem  as  yet,  not  to  others  only  but  to 

Hence  such  criticism  by  the  by- 
i  loud  no-knuwledge,  loud  misknow- 
[t  is  like  the  opening  of  the  Fisher- 
asket  in  the  Arabian  Tale,  this  begin- 
l  growing-up  of  a  life :  vague  smoke 

I  hither  and  thither;  some  features  of 
looming  through ;    of    the  ultimate 

which  no  fisherman  or  man  can  judge, 
as  we  say,  men  do  judge,  and  pass 
lal  sentence,  being  forced  to  it ;  you 
lict  with  what  accuracy!  "Look  at 
nee  in  a  theatre,"  says  one :  "  the  life 
is  there  compressed  within  five  hours* 
;  is  transacted  on  an  open  stage,  with 
amps,  and  what  the  fittest  words  and 
•nius  can  do  to  make  the  spirit  of  it 
!t  listen,  when  the  curtain  falls,  what 
ling  public  will  say  of  that !  And  now, 
.roa  extended  over  three-score  and  ten 
nd  were  enacted,  not  with  a  view  to 
>,  but  rather  indeed  with  a  view  to 
tent,  of\en  in  the  deepest  attainable 
n  of  obscurity;  and  your  discerning 
icupied  otherwise,  cast  its  eye  on  the 
now  here  for  a  moment,  and  then  there 
mentl"  Wo  to  him,  answer  we,  who 
lurt  of  appeal  against  the  world's  judg- 
le  is  a  doomed  man :  doomed  by  con- 
)  hard  penalties;  nay,  purchasing  ac- 

00  probably)  by  a  still  harder  penalty, 
leing  a  trivialty,  superficialty,  self-ad- 
ind  partial  or  total  quack,  which  is  the 
•enalty  of  all. 

ppose  farther,  that  the  man,  as  we 
an  original  man;  that  his  life-drama 

>t  and  could  not  be  measured  by  the 

ties  alone,  but  partly  by  a  rule  of  its 
still  farther,  that  the  transactions  he 

[led  in  were  great  and  world-dividing; 

II  his  judges  there  were  not  one  who 
something  to  love  him  for  unduly,  to 
for  unduly!  Alas!  is  it  not  precisely  in 
where  the  whole  world  is  promptest  to 
at  the  whole  world  is  likeliest  to  be 
latural  opacity  being  so  doubly  and 
kened  by  accidental  difficulty  and  per- 

The  crabbed  moralist  had  some  show 

1  who  said:  **To  judge  of  an  original 
>rary  man,  you  must,  in  general,  re- 
>  world's  judgment  about  him ;  the 

not  only  wrong  on  that  matter,  but 
1  any  such  matter  be  right." 
mfort  is,  that  the  world  is  ever  work- 
righter  and  righter  on  such  matters  ; 
ntinual  revisal  and  rectification  of  the 
irst  judgment  on  them  is  inevitably 
.  For,  after  all,  the  world  loves  iis 
nen,  and  can  in  no  wise  forget  them ; 
ter  a  long  while;  sometimes  not  till 
isands  of  years.  .Forgetting  them, 
ed,  should  it  remember?  The  world's 
its  original  men;  by  these  and  their 
is  a  world  and  not  a  waste:  the  me- 
i  record  of  what  xur  it  bore — this  is 


the  sum  of  its  strength,  its  sacred  **  propertjf 
for  ever,"  whereby  it  upholds  itself,  and  steers 
forward  better  or  worse,  through  the  yet  undis- 
covered deep  of  Time.  All  knowledge,  all  art, 
all  beautiful  or  precious  possession  of  exist- 
ence, is,  in  the  long  run,  this,  or  connected  with 
this.  Science  itself,  is  it  not,  under  one  of  its 
most  interesting  aspects,  Biography ;  is  it  not 
the  Record  of  the  Work  which  an  original  man, 
still  named  by  us,  or  not  now  named,  was 
blessed  by  the  heavens  to  do?  That  8phere- 
and-cylinder  is  the  monument  and  abbreviated 
history  of  the  man  Archimedes;  not  to  be  for- 
gotten, probably,  till  the  world  iUelf  vanish. 
Of  Poets,  and  what  they  have  done,  and  how 
the  world  loves  them,  let  us,  in  these  days,  very 
singular  in  respect  of  that  Art,  say  nothing,  or 
next  to  nothing.  The  greatatt  modern  of  the 
poetic  guild  has  already  said :  "  Nay  if  thou 
wilt  have  it,  who  but  the  P9et  first  formed  gods 
for  us,  brought  them  down  to  us,  raised  us  up 
to  them  1" 

Another  remark,  on  a  lower  scale,  not  uiv- 
worthy  of  notice,  is  by  Jean  Paul:  that,  "as  in 
art,  so  in  conduct,  or  what  we  call  morals,  be- 
fore there  can  be  an  Aristotle,  with  his  critical 
canons,  there  must  be  a  Homer,  many  Homers 
with  their  heroic  performances."  In  plainer 
words,  the  original  man  is  the  true  creator  (or 
call  him  revealer)  of  Morals  too:  it  is  from  his 
example  that  precepts  enough  are  derived^ 
and  written  down  in  books  and  systems:  he  pro- 
perly is  the  Thing;  all  that  follows  aAer  is 
but  talk  about  the  thing,  better  or  worse  inters 
pretation  of  it,  more  or  less  wearisome  and  in^ 
effisctual  discourse  of  logic  on  it.  A  remark, 
this  of  Jean  Paul's  which,  well  meditated,  may 
seem  one  of  the  most  pregnant  lately  written 
on  these  matters.  If  any  man  had  the  ambi- 
tion  of  building  a  new  system  of  morals,  (not 
a  promising  enterprise,  at  this  time  of  day,) 
there  is  no  remark  known  to  us  which  might 
better  serve  him  as  a  chief  corner-stone,  where- 
on to  found,  and  to  build,  high  enough,  nothing 
doubting ; — high,  for  instance,  as  the  Christian 
Gospel  itself.  And  to  whatever  other  heights 
man's  destiny  may  yet  carry  him  !  Consider 
whether  it  was  not,  from  the  first,  by  example, 
or  say  rather  by  human  exemplars,  and  such 
reverent  imitation  or  abhorrent  aversion  and 
avoidance  as  these  gave  rise  to,  that  man's 
duties  were  made  indubitable  to  him  ?  Also, 
if  it  is  not  yet,  in  these  last  days,  by  very  much 
the  same  means,  (example,  precept,  prohibition, 
"  fbrce  of  public  opinion,*'  and  other  forcings 
and  inducings,)  that  the  like  result  is  brought 
about ;  and,  from  the  Woolsack  down  to  the 
Treadmill,  from  Alroack's  to  Chalk  Farm  and 
the  west-end  of  Newgate,  the  incongmons 
whirlpool  of  life  is  forced  and  induced  to  whirl 
with  some  attempt  at  regularity?  The  two 
Mosaic  Tables  were  of  simple  limited  stone; 
no  logic  appended  to  them :  we,  in  our  days, 
are  privileged  with  Logic — Systems  of  Morals^ 
Professors  of  Moral  Philosophy,  Theories  of 
Moral  Sentiment,  Utilities,  Sympathies,  Moral 
Senses,  not  a  few;  useful  fur  those  that  feel 
comfort  in  them.  But  to  the  observant  eye,  is 
it  liot  still  pl^in  that  the  rule  of  man's  life  rests 
not  very  steadily  on  logic  (rather  carries  logie 
unsteiadily  resting  on  i/,  a^  an  excu.sA^«ab.^ir 
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pontloBt  or  ornmmental  solacemeiit  to  oiieNlf 
aad  others ;)  that  ever,  as  of  old,  the  thing  a 
man  will  do  is  the  thing  he  feels  commanded 
to  do ;  of  which  command,  again,  the  origin 
and  reasonableness  remains  often  as  good  as 
indemonstrable  by  logic;  and,  indeed,  lies 
mainly  in  this,  that  it  has  been  demonstrated 
otherwise  and  better  by  experiment;  namely, 
that  an  experimental  (whst  we  name  original) 
man  has  already  done  it,  and  we  have  Mm  it  to 
be  good  and  reasonable,  and  now  know  it  to  be 
so  once  and  for  evermore  1 — ^Enough  of  this. 

He  were  a  sanguine  individual,  surely,  that 
•honld  tnm  to  the  French  llevolation  for  new 
rules  of  Gondnct  and  creators  or  exemplars  of 
moraKty^— except,  indeed,  exemplars  of  the 

E'bbetted,  mi  ttnrntm  sort  A  greater  work,  it 
often  said,  was  never  done  in  the  world's 
Uatoiy  by  men  so  small.  Twenty-five  mil- 
Ikms  (say  diese  severe  criticii)  are  hurled 
forth  out  of  all  their  old  habitodes,  arrange- 
mentSy  bamessings,  and  garnitures,  into  the 
Dew,  qnite  roid  arena  and  career  of  Smmaeuhtt^ 
«im;  there  to  show  wliat  origiaality  is  in  them. 
Faafonmading  and  gestieulation,  vehemence, 
eflbrvescence,  heroic  desperation,  they  do  show 
in  abundance ;  Imt  of  what  one  can  call  origi- 
nality, invention,  natural  stulT  or  character, 
•masingly  little.  Their  heroic  desperation, 
aoeh  as  n  was,  we  will  honour  and  even  ve- 
■emte«  as  a  new  document  (call  it  rather  a 
nnewal  of  that  primeval  ineAceable  docu- 
ment and  charier)  of  the  manhood  of  man. 
But,  for  the  rest,  there  were  Federations; 
Aere  were  Festivals  of  Fraternity,  '*the 
Statute  of  Nature  pouring  water  from  her  two 
mammelUi,**  and  the  august  Deputies  all  drink- 
ing of  it  from  the  same  iron  saucer:  Weights 
and  Measures  were  attempted  to  be  changed  ; 
the  Months  of  the  Year  became  Pluviose, 
Thermidor,  Messidor  (till  Napoleon  said,  // 
faudra  m  dibarrauer  dt  u  MeuidoTf  One  must 
get  this  Messidor  sent  about  its  business:) 
also  Mrs.  Momoro  and  others  rode  prosperous, 
as  Goddesses  of  Reason ;  and  then,  these  being 
mostly  guillotined,  Mahomet  Robespierre  did, 
with  bouquet  in  hand,  and  in  new  nankeen 
trowsers,  in  front  of  the  Tuileries,  pronounce 
the  scraggiest  of  prophetit:  discourses  on  the 
Etn  Suyremty  and  set  fire  to  much  emblematic 
jMisteboard: — all  this,  and  an  immensity  of 
such,  the  twenty-five  millions  did  devise  and 
accomplish  ;  but  (apart  from  their  heroic  des- 
peration, which  was  no  miracle  either,  beside 
that  of  the  old  Dutch,  for  instance)  this,  and 
the  like  of  this,  was  almost  all.  Their  arena 
of  SafuaUoltimn  was  the  most  original  arena 
opened  to  man  for  above  a  thousand  years ; 
and  they,  at  bottom,  were  unexpectedly  com- 
mon-place in  it.  Exaggerated  common-place, 
triviality  run  distracted,  and  a  kind  of  uni- 
▼ersal  **  Frenzy  of  John  Dennis,"  is  the  figure 
they  exhibit.  The  brave  Forster, — sinking 
slowly  of  broken  heart,  in  the  midst  of  that 
▼olcanic  chaos  of  the  Reign  of  Terror,  and 
clinging  still  to  the  cause,  which,  though  now 
bloody  and  terrible,  he  believed  tt)  be  the 
highest,  and  fur  which  he  had  sacrificed  all, 
country,  kindred,  fi>rtune,  friends,  and  life, — 
compares  the  Revolution,  indeed,  to  "  an  ex- 


plosion and  new  creation  of  the  wn 
the  acton  in  it,  that  went  bosxing  al 
toa  *<AafMh»0mfl€lpciHhandftilofiUB 
yet,  one  may  add,  this  same  explos 
world  was  their  work ;  the  work  o 
flies !  The  truth  is,  neither  Forstei 
man  can  see  a  French  Rerolution; 
seeing  the  ocean :  poor  Charies  Li 
plained  that  he  could  not  see  the  m 
ons  ocean  at  all,  but  only  some  ins 
fraction  of  it  from  the  deck  of  the 
hoy.  It  must  be  owned,  however,  (c 
severe  critics,)  that  examples  of  ra 
ality  abound,  in  the  French  Bevo 
a  lamentable  extent.  Consider  II 
Robespierre ;  for  the  greater  pan  oft 
what  one  may  call  Aot^rat  of  Fi 
poor  sea-green  (verdsffv,}  atrabiliar 
of  a  man ;  without  head,  without  hea 
grace,  gift,  or  even  vice  beyond  coo 
were  not  vanity,  astueity,  diseasi 
(which  some  count  strength)  as  of 
really  a  most  poor  sen-green  iadi 
spectacles ;  meant  by  Nature  for  a 
person  of  the  stricter  sort,  lo  doom 
departed  from  the  written  confessios 
fruitless  shrill  k)gic ;  to  contend,  aw 
and  Inefiectually  wrestle  and  wriggh 
the  whole,  to  love,  or  to  know, 
(properly  speaking)  Notbing;^thu 
who,  the  sport  of  wracking  winds,  i 
self  whirled  aloft  to  comniand  ia  frm 
dt  Cwmwen,  and  all  men  shouting  loi 
him ;  one  of  the  most  lamentable,  tr 
green  objects,  ever  whiried  aloft  in  i 
ner,  in  any  country,  to  his  own  swift 
tion,  and  the  world's  long  wonder! 

So  argue  these  severe  critics  of  th 
Revolution:  with  whom  we  argue  i 
but  remark  rather,  what  is  more  to 
pose,  that  the  French  Revolution  did 
original  men :  among  the  twenty-five 
at  least  one  or  two  units.  Some  r 
the  present  stage  of  the  business,  as 
three :  Napoleon,  Dantnn,  Mirabeao* 
more  will  come  to  light,  or  of  what  s( 
the  computation  is  quite  liquidated, 
not  say :  meanwhile  let  the  world  be 
for  these  three; — as,  indeed,  the  • 
loving  original  men,  without  limit,  i 
never  so  questionable,  well  knowing  I 
they  are!  To  us,  accordingly,  it  i 
interesting  to  observe  how  on  these  th 
questionable  as  they  surely  are,  the 
cess  is  repeating  itself;  how  these  ; 
getting  known  in  their  true  likec 
second  generation,  relieved  in  some  i 
from  the  spectral  hallucinations,  h] 
ophthalmia,  and  natural  panic-delirioi 
first  contemporary  one.  is  gradually 
to  discern  and  measure  what  its  fni 
could  only  execrate  and  shriek  over 
our  Proverb  said,  the  dust  is  sinkin^i 
bish-heaps  disappear;  the  built  hoa: 
as  it  is,  and  was  appointed  to  be, 
visible,  better  or  worse. 

Of  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  what  with : 
bulletins,  and  such  self-proclamaii* 
artillery  and  battle-thunder,  loud  en 
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rough  the  deafest  brain,  in  the  remotest 
f  this  earth,  and  nuw,  in  consequence, 
>  many  biographies,  histories,  and  histo- 
irguments  for  and  against,  it  may  be 
at  he  can  now  sif^  for  himself;  that  his 
g^re  is  in  a  fair  way  of  being  ascer- 
Doubtless  it  will  be  found  one  day 
ienificance  was  in  him;  how  (we  quote 
.  New  England  Book)  "  the  man  was  a 

missionary,  though  unconscious  of  it ; 

reached,  through  the  cannon's   throat, 

eat  doctrine,  La  earriere  ouverle  aux  talent, 

>ols  to  him  that  can  handle  them,)  which 

ultimate   Political  Evangel,  wherein 

can  Liberty  lie.  Madly  enough  he 
ed,  it  is  true,  as  enthusiasts  and  first 
Qaries  are  wont;  with  imperfect  utter- 
Lmid  much  frothy  rant;  yet  as  articu- 
perhaps,  as  the  case  admitted.    Or  call 

yon  will,  an  American  backwoodsman* 
kd  to  fell  unpenetrated  forests,  and  battle 
inamerable  wolves,  and  did  not  entirely 
*  strong  liquor,  rioting,  and  even  theA ; 

oevertheless,  the  peaceful  sower  will 

and,  as  he  cuts  the  boundless  harvest, 
— From  "  the  incarnate  Moloch,"  which 
>rd  once  was,  onwards  to  this  quiet 
I,  there  is  a  considerable  progress. 

more  interesting  is  it,  not  without  a 
ilmost  of  pathos,  to  see  how  the  rugged 
^Uitu  Danton  begins  likewise  to  emerge, 
mid  the  blood-tinted  obscurations  and 
rs  of  horrid  cruelty,  into  calm  light ;  and 
DOW  not  an  Anthropophagus,  but  partly 
On  the  whole,  the  Earth  feels  it  to  be 
ing  to  have  a  **8on  of  Earth;"  any 

rather  than  a  hypocrisy  and  formula  ! 
.  man  that  went  honestly  to  work  with 
r,  and  said  and  acted,  in  any  sense,  with 
ole  mind  of  him,  there  is  always  some- 
3  be  done.  Satan  himself,  according  to 
was  a  praiseworthy  object,  compared 
hose  juste-tniheu  angels  (so  over-nu- 
i  in  times  like  ours)  who  '*  were  neither 
\  nor  rebellious,*'  but  were  for  their  little 
only:  trimmers,  moderates,  plausible 
s,  who,  in  the  Dantean  Hell,  are  found 
i  to  this  frightful  penalty,  that  **they 
ot  the  hope  to  die,  (non  han  tperanza  di 
I  but  sunk  in  torpid  death-life,  in  mud 
e  plague  of  flies,  they  are  to  doze  and 
>r  ever, — *' hateful  to  God  and  to  the 
esof  God:'* 

N'en  r*gi»num  di  lovt  wc  guarda  e  pm»ta  !** 

onaparte  were  the  **  armed  Soldier  of 
:racy,"  invincible  while  he  continued 
» that,  then  let  us  call  this  Danton  the 
!  Perdu,  and  imenlisted  Revolter  and 
>f  Democracy,  which  could  not  yet  have 
^  or  discipline,  but  was  by  the  nature 
lawless.  An  Earihborn,  wp  say,  yet 
]y  bom  of  Earth !  In  the  Menioirt  of 
and  elsewhere,  one  sees  these  fire-eyes 
with  earnest  insight,  fill  with  the  water 
•s;  the  huge  rude  features  speak  withal 
[human  sympathies;  that  Antaeus' bosom 
eld  a  heart  *'  It  is  not  the  alarm-can- 
lat  you  hear,"  cries  he  to  the  terror- 
,  when  the  Prussians  were  already  at 
Q :  *'  it  is  the  poM  de  charge  against  our 
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enemies.  De  Vaudare,  et  encore  de  Vaudact,  et 
tovjours  de  Vaudacc :  to  dare,  and  again  to  dare, 
and  without  limit  to  dare!*' — there  is  nothing 
left  but  that.  Poor  **  Mirabeau  of  the  Sanscu- 
lottes," what  a  mission  !  And  it  could  not  be 
but  done, — and  it  was  done !  Bui,  indeed,  may 
there  not  be,  if  well  considered,  more  virtue  in 
this  feeling  itself,  once  bursting  earnest  from 
the  wild  heart,  than  in  whole  lives  of  imma- 
culate Pharisees  and  Respectabilities,  with 
their  eye  ever  set  on  "character,"  and  the 
letter  of  the  law:  **Que  man  nam  wit  Jliiri,  Let 
my  name  be  blighted,  then ;  let  the  Cause  be 
glorious,  and  have  victory  !"  By  and  by,  as 
we  predict,  the  Friend  of  Humanity,  since  so 
many  Knife-grinders  have  no  story  to  tell  him» 
will  find  some  sort  of  story  in  this  Danton.  A 
rough-hewn  giant  of  a  man,  (not  anthropopha- 
gous entirely;)  whose  "figures  of  speech"  (and 
also  of  action)  "are  all  gigantic;"  whose 
"voice  reverberates  from  the  domes," — and 
dashes  Brunswick  across  the  marches  in  a 
very  wrecked  condition.  Always  his  total 
freedom  from  cant  is  one  thing ;  even  in  his 
briberies,  and  sins  as  to  money,  there  is  a 
frankness,  a  kind  of  broad  greatness.  Sin- 
cerity, a^eat  rude  sincerity,  (of  insight  and 
of  purpose,)  dwelt  in  the  man,  which  quality 
is  the  root  of  all:  a  man  who  could  see  through 
many  things,  and  would  stop  at  very  few 
things;  who  marched  impetuously^  where  to 
march  was  almost  certainly  to  fall ;  and  now 
bears  the  penalty,  in  a  "  name"  blighted,  yet, 
as  we  say,  visibly  clearing  itself.  Once 
cleared,  why  should  not  this  name,  too,  hav€ 
significance  for  men  ?  The  wild  history  is  a 
tragedy,  as  all  human  histories  are.  Brawny 
Dantons,  still  ti>  the  present  hour, "  rend  thie 
glebe,"  as  simple  brawny  Farmers,  and  reap 
peaceable  harvests,  at  Arcis-sur-Aube;  and 
thie  Danton — !  It  is  an  unrhymed  tragedy; 
very  bloody,  fnliginous,  (after  the  manner  of 
the  c^fr  dramatists;)  yet  full  of  tragic  ele- 
ments; not  undeserving  natural  pity  and  fear. 
In  quiet  times,  perhaps  still  at  a  great  distance, 
the  happier  onlooker  may  stretch  out  the  hand, 
across  dim  centuries,  to  him,  and  say:  "Ill- 
starred  brother,  how  thou  foughtest  with  wild 
lion-strength,  and  yet  not  with  strength  enough^ 
and  flamedst  aloA,  and  wert  trodden  down  of 
sin  and  misery; — behold,  thou  also  wert  a 
man !"  It  is  said  there  lies  a  Biography  of 
Danton  written,  in  Paris,  at  this  moment ;  bat 
the  editor  waits  till  the  "force  of  public  opi- 
nion" ebb  a  little.  Let  him  publish,  with 
utmost  convenient  despatch,  and  say  what  he 
knows,  if  he  do  know  it:  the  lives  of  remark* 
able  men  ar^  always  worth  understanding 
instead  of  misunderstanding ;  and  publie 
opinion  must  positively  adjust  itself  the  best 
way  it  can. 

But  without  doubt  the  f%T  most  interesting 
best-giHed  of  this  questionable  trio  is  not  the 
Mirabeau  of  the  Sansculottes,  but  the  Mira- 
beau himself:  a  man  of  much  finer  nature 
than  either  of  the  others;  of  a  genius  equal  in 
strength  (we  will  say)  to  Napoleon's;  but  a 
much  humaner  genius,  almost  a  poetic  one. 
With  wider  sympathies  of  his  own,  he  appeala 
far  more  persuasively  to  the  sympathies  of  men. 
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Of  Unt  toOi  it  is  iDteretting  to  notice  tbe 
progrcwiTe  dtwaing,  oat  of  ealiimtijf  nifiv- 
pmeMation,  and  eonfVised  d&rkness,  into  riti- 
Mitf  and  light;  nod  bow  the  worid  manifetcs 
its  eontinanl  onriusity  aboal  bim;  ind  m 
book  after  book  comes  forth  with  new  cti* 
dence,  the  matter  is  agiio  taken  op,  the  old 
jndgaeaton  it  rerised  snd  anew  revised  ;— 
wherebj,  in  iioe,  we  can  hope  the  right,  or  ap- 
proximately right,  sentence  will  be  foand ;  and 
so  the  question  be  left  settled.  It  would  seem 
this  Mirsbeao  also  is  one  whose  memorv  the 
worid  will  not,  for  a  lonpr  while,  let  die.  Very 
di0feivnt  fh>m  many  s  high  memory,  dead  and 
deep  buried  long  since  then !  In  his  lifetime, 
em  in  the  final  effblgent  psrt  of  it,  this  M ira- 
bean  took  upon  him  to  write,  wiUi  a  sfirt  of 
awe-ntmck  feeling,  to  our  Mr.  Wilberforee; 
and  did  not,  that  We  can  find,  get  tbe  benefit 
of  BBT  answer.  Pitt  was  prime  minister,  and 
then  rbz,  then  again  Pitt,  and  again  Fox,  in 
sweet  Ticissitnde ;  and  the  noise  of  them,  re- 
Terberating  through  Brookes*s  and  the  e1nb-> 
rooms,'  through  tavern  dinnern,  electioneering 
hustingSy  letding  articles,  filled  all  tbe  earth ; 
and  it  aeemed  as  if  those  two- (though  which 
wght  be  tdUdl,  you  could  not  say)  wm  the 
Orttuid  and  Ahrimaa  of  polilicu  nature; — 
and  now  t  -  8neh  difoence  is  there  (once 
more)  between  an  original  man,  of  never  soch 
questionable  #ort,  and  die  most  dexterous,  cun- 
■ittgljp-devised  pariiamentaiV  mill.  The  dil^ 
frreace  ia  great;  and  one  of  those  on  which 
tbe  Ibturs  time  makes  largest  contrast  with 
tbe  present.  Nothing  can  be  more  important 
dmn  the  mill  while  it  continues  and  grinds ; 
important  above  all  to  those  who  have  sacks 
about  tbe  hopper.  But  the  grinding  once  done, 
how  can  the  memory  of  it  endure?  It  is  im- 
portant now  to  no  individual,  not  even  to  the 
individual  with  a  sack.  80  that,  this  tumalt 
well  over,  the  memory  of  the  original  roan, 
and  of  what  small  revelation  he,  as  Son  of 
Nature  and  brother-man,  could  make,  does 
naturally  rise  on  as :  his  memorable  sayings, 
actings,  and  sufferings,  the  very  vices  and 
crimes  he  fell  into,  are  a  kind  of  pabolam 
which  all  mortals  claim  their  right  to. 

Concerning  Peuehet,  Ckauuard,  G  gntmir*,  and, 
indeed,  all  tbe  former  Biographers  of  Mira- 
beau,  there  can  little  be  said  here,  except  that 
they  abound  with  errors :  the  present  nllimate 
FiU  Adop'.ift  has  never  done  picking  faults 
with  them.  Not  as  memorials  of  Miral>eaa, 
but  as  memorials  of  the  world's  relation  to  him, 
of  the  world's  treatment  of  him,  thpy  may,  a 
little  longer,  have  some  perceptible  signifi- 
cance. From  poor  Peuchet  (he  was  known 
in  the  MoniUur  once,)  and  other  the  like  la- 
bourers in  the  vineyard,  yon  can  justly  demand 
thus  much ;  and  not  justly  m  ucb  more. 

Etienne  Dumont's  Souvemn  $ur  Mirabeau 
might  not,  at  first  sight,  seem  an  advance 
towards  true  knowledge,  but  a  movement  the 
other  way,  and  yet  it  was  really  an  advance. 
Tbe  book,  for  one  thing,  was  hailed  by  a  uni- 
versal choral  blast  from  all  manner  of  reviews 
and  periodical  literatures  that  Europe,  in  all 
its  spellable  dialects,  had:  whereby,  at  least, 
the  minds  of  men  were  again  drawn  to  the  j 
subiect:  and  so,  amid  whatever  hallucination.  | 
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ancient  or  aew-deriaed,  soma 
sight  was  unavoidable, 
itself  did  aomewbat.    Nattevoaa 
about  the  great  Frenehmaii,  as  rod  If  fii 
tfti  of  the  little  Qenereae,  were  cuuwfd 
there ;  and  couM  be  deciphered,  aakiagali^ 
anees.    Dumont  is  laithinDil,  Teridieal;  wiia 
his  own  limits  he  has  even  a-Gcrtaia  fteei^ 
a  picturesquenesa  and  tiftht  elearaess.  bii 
true,  the  whim  he  had  (yf  looking  at  ibe  nri 
Mirabeau  as  a  thing  set  in  motioo  aunu^h 
him  (M.  Dumont)  and  sgeh  as  be,  was  cm  a 
the  most  wondernil  to  be  met  with  ia  psydi 
logy»    Nay,  more  wonderAil  atili,  bowihe  ■ 
viewers,  pretty  generally,  some  fhimwlai 
belter  wan  expeeied,  took  ap  ibie  saaeuil 
aggravations;  and  it  aeemed  aeHled  sa  d 
sides,  that  here  again  a  pretender  had  km 
stripped,  and  tbe  great  made  aa  litili  asti 
rest  of  us  (much  to  our  eomlbrt) ;  that,  fa  itK 
figuratively  speaking,  ttiis  enormooa  Mintai 
the  aound  of  whoa  went  forth  10  all  iaadi^w 
no  other  than  an  enormous  Irumpei,  orcsa^ 
horn  (of  japaaned  tin,)  Ihioogh  vfaieba  d» 
terooa  little  If.  Dumont  was  btowisg  alii 
while,  and  making  the  noise  t    Soom  an  ai 
reviewers  have  atimnge  theones  of  ma^'  fat 
ainy  ton.  of  Adam,  the  ahalloWest  aewliii||- 
try  honestly  to  ae^eme  oitt,  within  bis  bmMl 
axistteeaof  this  kind;  and  aay  how  vcrii» 
larithioksl    A  life  and  baatnsss  motwOtfrn^ 
ducted  on  snob  eoaeb-hom 
not  the  life  and  business 
worid-leader,  bat  aay  of  the  poorest 
and  tape-sellerr— were  cme  of  the  chief  siinda 
hitherto  on  record.  Oh,  M.  Dnmontf.BulAa 
too,  when  old  8ir  Christopher  struck  dovi  fie 
last  stone  in  the  Dome  of  St  Paul's,  was  ith 
that  carried  up  the  stone  t     No ;  it  was  aen^ 
tain    strong-backed    man,  never    meatioBii 
(covered  with  envious  or  unenvious  oblifiiaj 
— ^probably  of  the  Sister  Island. 

Let  us  add,  however,  more  plainly,  tliat  IL 
Dumont  was  less  to  blame  here  than  his  l^ 
viewers  were.    The  gocxi  Dumont  Metnntif 
records  what    ingenious    joumey-wnrk  id 
fetching  and  carrying  he  did  for  hisMirabcMi 
interspersing  many  an    anecdote,  which  fit 
world  is  very  glad  of;  extenuating  notkiaf w 
do  hope,  nor  exaggerating  any  thing:  ikis  ii 
what  he  did,  and  had  a  clear  right  and  calti 
do.    And  what  if  it  failed,  not  altogether, J|0 
in  some  measure  if  it  did  fail,  to  strike  ka 
that  be  still  properly  was  but  a  Dumont?  N^ 
that  the  gifl  this  Mirabeau  had  of  eoIisiiK 
such  respectable  Dumonts  to  do  hod-witrttfJ 
even  skilful  handiwork  for  him  ;  and  of  rali< 
them  and  bidding  them  by  the  look  of  hiscje; 
and  of  making  them  cheerfully  fetch  and  canf 
for  him,  and  serve  him  as  loyal  subjects,  ell 
a  kind  of  chivalry  and  willingness^ — that  ikii 
gift  was  precisely  the  kinghood  of  the  nA 
and  did  itself  stamp  him  as  a  leader  anci; 
men !    Let  no  man  blame  M.  Dumont  (as  sost 
have  too  harsthly  done) ;  his  error  is  of  oM^ 
sight,  and  venial ;  his  worth  to  us  is  iodtsp^ 
able.    On  the  other  hand,  let  all  men  bUa? 
such  public  instructors  and  periodical  i>^ 
vidiials  as  drew  that  inference  and  life-rbeaiT 
fur  bim,  and  brayed  it  forth  in  that  l(*ntf  v** 
ner ;  or  father,  on  the  whole,  do  not  bianco  hi 
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wym  ud load  emp^  noes;  wliieh  are  widwol 
meaning,  and  hare  only  loiind  and  cnrreiieTS 
fMMik  needing  to  mneh  rerisal!— To  the 
wnni«  nowefcr* 

One  of  the  most  ralnable  elements  in  these 
eli^t  chaotie  Tolnmes  of  M.  Montigny  is  the 
Jmowtedce  he  eommaDieates  of  Mirabeaa*S 
ikther ;  of  his  kindred  and  family,  contemporary 
mbA  anterior.  The  lather,  wc  in  general  knew, 
VIS  Tictor  Riqnetti,  Marquis  de  Mirabeao, 
«alled  and  calling  himself  the  Friend  of  Men  ;  a 
tide,  for  the  rest,  which  hcides  him  no  |:ood»  in 
thead  days  of  onrs.  Accordingly  one  heard  it 
added  with  little  snrprise,  t|iat  this  Friend  of 
Mm  was  the  enemy  of  almost  e>ery  man' he 
Ind  to  do  with;  be^ning  at  his  own  hearth^ 
«Bding  at  the  utmost  circle  of  his  acquainunee ; 
«nd  only  beyond  that,  feelinpf  himself  trte  to 
lore  men.  *■  Hie  old  hypocnte  r*  cry  manyr- 
moi  we.  Alas,  it  is  so  much  easier  to  lore  men 
vhile  they  exist  only  on  paper,  or  quite  flexible 

•  «Bd  compliant  in  your  imagination,  than  to 
lore  Jpick  and  Kit  who  stand  there  la  the  body, 
Imagiy,  untoward;  Jostling  you,  barring  yon, 
^tfa  angular  elbow%  with  appetites,  irasd- 
UUties,  and  a  stupid  win  of  their  own!  Therr 
ik  no  doubt  but  old  Marquis  Mirabeatt  found  it 
extremely  diflcult  to*get  on  with  his  brethren 
of  mankmd ;  and  prored  a  crabbed,  sulphurous, 
dtolerifr  old  gentleman,  many  a  sad  time: 
atvertbeless,  there  is  taiuch  to  be  set  right  in 
that  flutter ;  and  M.  Lucas,  if  one  can  careftinv 
ftlknr  him,  has  managed  to  do  it .  'Had  M. 
Iivcas  but  seen  good  to  print  these  private 
letters,  family  documents,  and  more  of  them, 
{for  he  **  coald  make  thirty  octavo  volames,") 
a^  a  separate  state;  in  mere  chronolo^cal 
'Order,  with  some  small  commentary  of  anno- 
tation; and  to  leave  all  the  rest  alone! — ^As  it 
4s,  one  most  search  and  sift  Happily  the  old 
Marquis  himself,  in  periods  of  leisure,  or  forced 
leisure,  whereof  be  bad  many,  drew  op  certain 

,  **  nnpqblished  memoirs"  of  his  father  and  pro- 
^geniltrrs;  oat  of  which  memoirs  yoang  Mira- 
beau  also  in  forced  leisure  (still  more  forced, 
•in  the<2astle  of  If!)  redacted  one  Memoir,  of  a 
'▼enr  fcadable  sort:  by  the  light  of  this  latter, 
.'SOW  as  it  will  last,  we  walk  with  convenience. 
The  Mirabeaus  were  Riqueltis  by  surname, 
'Which  is  a  slight  corruption  of  the  Italian  J3rri» 
fhtUL  They  came  from  Florence:  cast  out  of 
It  in  some  Guelph-Ghibelline  quarrel,  such  as 
were  common  there  and  then,  in  the  year  1367. 
Btormy  times  then,  as  now !  The  chronologist 
can  remark  that  Dante  Alighieri  was  a  little 
boy  of  some  four  years  that  morning  the  Arri- 
ghettis  had  to  go,  and  men  had  to  say,  **  They 
are  gone,  these  villains !  They  arc  gone,  these 
martyrs !"  the  little  boy  listening  with  interest. 
Let  the  boy  become  a  man,  and  he  too  shall 
have  to  go ;  and  prove  rome  e  duro  calle^  and 
what  a  world  this  is;  and  have  his  poet-nature 
not  killed,  for  it  would  not  kill,  but  darkened 
into  Old-Hebrew  sternness,  and  sent  onwards 
to  Hades  and  Eternity  for  a  home  to  itself. 
As  Dame  Quickly  said  in  the  Dream — *'  Those 
were  rare  times,  Mr.  Rigmarole ! — Pretty  much 
like  our  own."  answered  he. — In  this  manner  did 
th«^  Arrighettis  (doubtless  in  grim  Longobardic 
ire)  scale  the  Alps;  and  become  Truumtane 
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things,  the  present  artiele  in  tUa  Brrkw. 

It  was  hinted  abore  thmt  these  WtimMk 
were  a  notable  kindred ;  na  indeed  Him  n 
great  likelihood,  'if  we  knew  it  righdy,  ii 
kindred  anji  fathere  of  mont  notable  meant 
The  Vauduse  fonntain,  ttiat  gitriies  out  sis 
river,  may  well  have  mn  acme  apaee  aate 
ground  in  that  character,  before  it  fomid  vm 
Nay  perhaps  it  is  not  always,  or  often,  Ae  ii- 
trittsJOally  greatest  of  a  'family<-line'tiMt  l» 
comes  the  noted  one,  bat  only  the  best  IkTMnI 
of  fortune.    80  rich  here,  as   elsewta^  ii 
Nature,  the  mighty  Mother;  and  aeattosftw 
a  single  Oak-tree,  as  provender  for  pig^-wltf 
would  plant  the  whole  Planet  into  aa  o^ 
forest  1    For  truly,  if  there  were  not  a  ■* 
foree  in  her,  where  were  sihe  with  the'iMib> 
ing  and  exhibiting  one  1     If  under  thai  m$f 
IsoperHcies  of  bniggarts,  iMabhlcni,  aad  ij^ 
sounding,  richlywdeoorated-  penonagei^  M 
strut  and  inrel,  and  preach  &  all  times  ^m 
jrarvd  scqHMii  rtgnhar,  there  tay,  not  some  fll^ 
stratem  of  silently  heroic  men ;  wwfclag  ■ 
men;  with  man's  enerjgj.  enduring  ani» 
deavooring;  iirrineible,  who  whisper  not  cia 
to  tbemseires  btrw  eaergecie'  they  a^t—tli 
Riqnetti  (hmily  was,  in  acme  aleasnre,  drfiri 
already  by  analogy  to  thi^t  Vritiah  one;  aii 
family  tomH^  eiempt  flrom  hkwkheads,  Itt  • 
little  liable  to  prodnee  blndqgnarda.'  h  tnl 
root  in  Prortnee,  and  bore  atrang  sosAni 
firuit  there:  a  restless,  stormy  line  of  acs; 
with  the  wild  blood  running  in  them,  aad  ■ 
if  -there  had  been  a  doom  hung  o? er  thai 
(**Iike  the  line  of  Atrens,**  Mirabeao  used  a 
say,)  which  really  there  was,  the  wild  bkd 
itself  being  doom  enough.     How  long  iheybil 
stormed  in   Florence    and    elsewhere,  dien 
Riquettis,  history  knows  not;  bat  for  the  space 
of  those  five  centuries,  in  Provence,  thejwffi 
never  without  a  man  to  stand  Riquetti-like  et 
the  earth.    Men  sharp  of  speech,  prompt  d 
stroke ;  men  quick  to  discern,  fierce  to  resolif; 
headlong,  heaidstrong,  strong  every  way;  eh 
often  found  the  civic  race-coorse  too  strait  if 
them,  and  kicked  against  the  pricks;  doff 
this  thing  or  the  other,  which  the  world  hsda 
animadvert  upon,  in  varions  dialects,  aadiii 
"  clean  against  role.'* 

One  Riqnetti  (in  performance  of  some  ret 
at  sea,  as  the  tradition    goes)   chained  no 
mountains  tofcether:  **the  iron  chain  is  5iillto 
be  seen  at  Moustier; — it  stretches  from  cut 
mountain  to  the  other,  and  in  the  middle  of  it 
there  is  a  targe  star  with  five  rays;"  the  sap* 
po.sed   date  is    1390.    Fancy   the  Smiilit  a 
work  on  ffn't  business  !     The  town  of  Moostier 
is  in  the  Basses-Alpes  of  Provence :  whetbtf 
the  Riqnetti  chain  creaks  there  to  this  boot; 
and  lazily  swags  in  the  winds,  with  its  "star 
of  five  rays'*  in  the  centre,  and  offers  as  oa- 
certain  perch  to  the  sparrow,  we  know  not 
Or  perhaps  it  was  cut  down  in  the  Reroloti0t 
time,  when  there  rose  such  a  hatred  of  »• 
blesse.  such  a  famine  for  iron ;  and  made  ita 
pikes  ?  The  Adopted  Bon,  so  minuie  eeoenillfi 
ou^ht  to  have  mentioned,  but  does  not— That 
there  was  building  of  hospitals,  endovis^oT 
convents,  Ghartreaz,  R^colteis,  down  eves  a 
Jesuits^  still  more,  that  there  was  haiiTill 
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and  fighting,  needs  not  be  mentioned :  except 
odIj  that  ail  this  went  on  with  uncommon 
emphasis  among  the  Riquettis.  What  quarrel 
coald  there  be  and  a  Riquetti  not  in  it  ?  They 
fought  much:  with  an  eye  to  profit,  to  redress 
of  disprofit ;  probably  too  for  the  art's  sake. 

What  proved  still  more  rational,  they  got 
iboung  in  Marseilles  as  trading  nobles,  (a  kind 
of  French  Venice  in  those  days,)  and   took 
irith  great  diligence  to  commerce.    The  family 
biographers  are  careful  to  say  that  it  was  in 
the  Venetian  style,  however,  and  not  ignoble. 
Id  which  sense,  indeed,  one  of  their  sharp- 
spoken  ancestors,  on  a  certain  bishop's  un- 
ceremoniously styling  him  "Jean  de  Riquetti, 
Merchant  of  Marseilles,"  made  ready  answer, 
^I  am,  or  was,  merchant  of  police  here,"  (first 
Gonsal,  an  office  for  nobles  only,}  **as  my 
Ijord  Bishop  is  merchant  of  holy-water:"  let 
his  Reverence  take  that    At  all  events,  the 
ready-spoken    proved  first-rate   traders;    ac- 
quired their  batiide,  or  mansion,  (white,  on 
one  of  those  green  hills  behind  Marseilles,) 
endless  warehouses :  acquired  the  lands  first 
«>f  this,  then  of  that;  the  lands,  Village,  and 
Castle  of  Mirabeau  on  the  banks  of  the  Du- 
rance; respectable  Castle  of  Mirabeau,  '*  stand- 
ing on  its  scarped  rock,  in  the  gorge  of  two 
▼alleys,  swept   by    the    north    wind," — ver>' 
'brown  and  melancholy-looking  now!    What 
ia  extremely  advantageous,  the  old  Marquis 
says,  they  had  a  singular  talent  for  choosing 
"wives;  and   always  chose  discreet,  valiant 
"Women;  whereby  the  lineage  was  the  better 
kept  up.    One  grandmother,  whom  the  Mar- 
quis himself  might  all   but  remember,  was 
wont  to  say,  alludin;^  to  the  degeneracy  of  the 
mge :  **  You  are  men  I    You  are  but  mannikins 
(jios  houmachomeBt  in  Provencal ;)  we  women, 
in  oar  time,  carried  pistols  in  our  girdles,  and 
could  use  them  too."    Or  fancy  the  Dame  Mi- 
rabeau sailing   stately  towards  the  church- 
Ibnt;  another  dame  striking  in  to  take  preced- 
ence of  her;  the  Dame  Mirabeau  despatching 
this  latter  with  a  box  on  the  ear  (soufflet)  and 
these  words:  *'Here,  as  in  the  army,  the  bag- 
gage   goes   last!"      Thus  did   the  Riquettis 
grow,  and  were  strong;  and  did  exploits  in 
their  narrow  arena,  wailing  for  a  wider  one. 

When  it  came  to  courtiership,  and  your 
field  of  preferment  was  the  Versailles  (Eil-de- 
"BcBut,  and  a  Grand  Monarque  walking  encir- 
cled with  scarlet  women  and  adulators  there, 
the  course  of  the  Mirabeaus  grew  still  more 
complicated.  They  had  the  career  of  arms 
open,  better  or  worse:  but  that  was  not  the 
only  one,  nut  the  main  one;  gold  apples  seem- 
ed to  rain  on  other  careers,^-on  that  career 
lead  bullets  mostly.  Observe  how  a  Bruno, 
Count  de  Mirabe<iu,  comports  himself: — like 
a  rhinoceros  yoked  in  carriage-gear;  his  fierce 
forest-horn  set  to  dangle  a  plume  of  Jtcurs-tle- 
Ki.  *<One  day  he  had  chased  a  blue  man  (it  is 
a  sort  of  troublesome  usher,  at  Versailles) 
into  the  very  cabinet  of  the  king,  who  there- 
upon ordered  the  Duke  de  la  Feuillade  to  *put 
Mirabeau  under  arrest'  Mirabeau  refused 
to  obey;  *hc  would  not  be  punished  for  chas- 
tising the  insolence  of  a  valet ;  for  the  rest, 
would  go  to  the  diner  du  roif  (king*s  dinner,) 
who  might  then  give  his  order  himself.'     He 


came  accordingly;  the  king  asked  the  duke 
why  he  had  not  executed  the  order!  The 
duke  was  obliged  to  say  how  it  stood ;  the  king, 
with  a  goodness  equal  to  his  greatness,  then 
said, '  It  is  not  of  to-day  that  we  know  him  to 
be  mad ;  one  must  not  ruin  him,' " — and  rhino- 
ceros Bruno  journeyed  on.  But  again,  on  the 
day  when  they  were  **  inaugurating  the  pedes* 
trian  statue  of  King  Louis  in  the  Place  des 
Victoires,"  (a  masterpiece  of  adulation,^  the 
same  Mirabeau,  *' passing  along  the  PontNenf 
with  the  Guards,  raised  his  spontoon  to  his 
shoulder  before  Henry  the  Fourth's  statue,  and 
saluting  first,  bawled  out,  'Friends,  we  will 
salute  this  one;  he  deserves  it  as  well  as 
some:*"  (^Mes  amit,  galuons  celui-ci;  il  en  vaut 
bien  un  autre) — Thus  do  they,  the  wild  Riquet' 
tis,  in  a  state  of  courtiership.  Not  otherwise, 
according  to  the  proverb,  do  wild  bulls,  unex- 
pectedly finding  themselves  in  crockery-shops- 
O  Riquetti  kindred,  into  what  centuries  and 
circumstances  art  thou  come  down ! 

Directly  prior  to  our  old  Marquis  himself, 
the  Riquetti  kindred  had  as  near  as  possible 
gone  out  Jean  Antoine,  aAerwards  named 
Silverstock,  (Col  de  Jirgent^)  had,  in  the  earlier 
part  of  his  life,  been  what  he  used  to  call  kilUdp 
—of  seven-and-twenty  wounds  in  one  hour. 
Haughtier,  juster,  more  choleric  man  need  not 
be  sought  for  in  biography.  He  flung  gabelle- 
men  and  excisemen  into  the  river  Durance 
(though  otherwise  a  most  dignified,  methodic 
man)  when  their  claims  were  not  clear;  he- 
ejected,  by  the  like  brief  process,  all  manner 
of  attorneys  from  his  villages  and  properties  ;. 
he  planted  vineyards,  solaced  peasants.  He- 
rode  through  France  repeatedly,  (as  the  old 
men  still  remembered,)  with  the  gallantest 
train  of  outriders,  on  return  from  the  wars ;. 
intimidating  innkeepers  and  all  the  world,  into 
mute  prostration,  into  unerring  promptitude, 
by  the  mere  light  of  his  eye ; — withal  drinking^ 
rather  deep,  yet  never  seen  afiected  by  it  He 
was  a  tall,  straight  man  (of  six  feet  and  up- 
wards) in  mind  as  in  body ;  Venddme's  "  right  « 
arm"  m  all  campaigns.  Venddme  once  pre- 
sented him  to  Louis  the  Great,  with  compli- 
ments to  that  efifect,  which  the  splenetic  Ri- 
quetti quite  spoiled.  Erecting  his  killed  head 
(which  needed  the  silver  stock  now  to  keep  it 
straight,)  he  said :  **  Yes,  8ire ;  and  had  I  left 
my  fighting,  and  come  up  to  court,  and  bribed 
some  catin  (scarlet-woman !)  I  might  have  had 
my  promotion  and  fewer  wounds  to-day  !** 
The  Grand  King,  every  inch  a  king,  instan- 
taneously spoke  of  something  else. 

But  the  reader  should  have  first  seen  that 
same  killing ;  how  twenty-seven  of  those  un- 
profitable wounds  were  come  by  in  one  fell 
lot.  The  Battle  of  Catano  has  grown  very  ob- 
scure to  most  of  us ;  and  indeed  Prince  Eu- 
gene and  Vendome  themselves  grow  dimmer 
and  dimmer,  as  men  and  battles  must;  but, 
curiously  enough,  this  small  fraction  of  it  has 
brightened  up  again  to  a  point  of  history  for 
the  lime  being: — 

"  My  grandfather  had  forseen  tnat  manocu- 
(it  is  Mirabeau,  the  Count,  not  the  Mar- 


vre 


quis,  that  reports  :  Prince  Eugene  has  carried 
a  certain  bridge  which  the  grandfather  had 
charge  of;)  "  but  he  did  not,  as  has  since  hai^ 
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ynri  •!  Mtlplaqnet  ind  Fontenojr,  commit  | 
the  blunder  of  aiucliing  ri^hl  in  the  terlh  » 
colomn  of  such  wrijhl  as  thai.  He  lets  ihfm 
advance,  hamH  on  hj  Iheir  own  impcliiosily 
and  by  Ibe  pressure  of  their  rcamtrd:  and 
BOW,  seping  ibfui  pi*il»  wfll  engaged,  he 
raiM^  his  iroop.  (it  was  lying  flat  on  Ihe 
grnniid.)  and  rashin^  on.  hin><rlf  at  the  head 
or  Ihem.  takes  the  enemy  in  flatik,  cuts  them 
in  I <r<>.  dashes  them  back.  chn50s  Ihem  over 
At  bridge  af^in,  which  they  had  to  repa»a  in 
enai  disorder  and  haste.  Things  brought  in 
their  (Hd  stale,  he  reagmes  his  poii  on  Ihe 
crovit  of  Ihe  bridKe.  shelters  his  troop  as  be- 
fcre,  which.  havinR  pffTormed  alt  this  service 
under  the  sore  deadly  fire  of  the  enemy's  don- 
tde  lines  from  over  ihe  sireim.  had  suffered  a 
good  deal.  M.  de  VendSme  coming  up,  full 
(•Hop,  to  the  &llack,  Ends  il  already  finished, 
die  whole  line  flat  on  the  eanh,  ooly  the  tall 
figure  of  the  colonel  standing  erect !  He  or- 
ders him  to  do  like  the  resi.  not  lo  have  him- 
self shot  till  the  time  came.  His  failbfol 
MTvani  cries  to  him.  '?le»er  woold  I  expose 
iDf  self  without  need  ;  I  am  bound  to  be  here. 
liDt  jott,  MoDseigneur,  are  bound  not.  I  an- 
swer to  you  for  the  post;  but  take  yourself 
out  of  it,  or  I  gi»e  il  up.'  The  Prince  (Ven- 
ddtne)  then  orders  him.  in  the  king's  name,  to 
come  down.  '  Go  to,  the  king  and  jou :  I  am 
iX  my  work;  go  yon  and  do  yours,'  The  good 
generoQs  Prince  yielded.  The  post,  vas  ei 
tirely  untenable. 

"  A  little  afterwards  my  grandfather  had  hi 
right  arm  shattered.  He  formed  o  sort  of  sling 
■for  it  of  his  pocket  handkerchief,  ami  kepi  hi» 
place;  for  there  was  a  new  attack  getting 
ready.  The  right  moment  once  come,  he 
seizes  an  aie  in  his  len  hand ;  repeats  the 
same  mari(EU»re  as  before ;  again  repolacs  Ihe 
enemy,  again  drives  him  back  over  Ihe  bridee. 
But  it  was  here  that  ill  fortune  lay  in  wail  for 
him.  Ai  the  very  momeni  trhile  h 
calling  and  ranging  his  troop,  a  bullci  struck 
*     him  in  the  throat;  cnl  asunder  the 

Ihe  jugular  vein.  Re  sank  on  the  bridge ;  Ihe 
troop  broke  and  Bed.  M.  de  Monlolieu.  Knight 
of  Malta,  his  relnltve,  was  wounded  beside 
him :  he  lore  up  his  own  shin,  and  those  of 
several  others,  to  slaunoh  iheblood.bui fainted 
himself  by  his  own  hurt.  An  old  f^erjeanu 
named  I.aprairie,  begged  Ihe  aide-major  of  ihi 
regiment,  one  tiuadin,  a  (•ai'Con.  to  help  am 
carry  him  off  the  brid^ire.  Guadin  refused 
aayitig  he  was  dead.  The  good  Laprairii 
could  only  cast  a  camp-kellle  over  his  colone)'i 
head,  and  then  ran.  The  enemy  trampled 
over  him  in  lorrents  lo  profit  by  the  disorder; 
the  cavalry  al  full  speed,  close  in  Ihe  rear  of 
the  fooL  M.  de  VendSme,  seeing  his  line  bro- 
ken, Ihe  enemy  forming  on  this  side  Ihe  stream, 
and  consequently  the  bridge  lost,  exclaimed. 
*  Ah  !  Mirabeaa  fi  dmil  then  ;'  a  eulogy  for  ever 
dear  and  memorable  to  ns." 

How  nearly,  at  this  moment,  it  was  alt  over 
with  the  Mirabeaus;  how,  hul  for  the  cast  of 
»o  insigniScanl  camp-keltle,  there  had  nnl 
only  been  no  Article  Mirabtim  in  this  Review, 
bnl  no  French  Revolution,  or  a  very  dilTerelil 
erne;  and   all  Europe  had  found  itself  in  far 


other  latitudes  ct  ihi«  hour.  My  pM<>i>» 
a  turn  for  snch  ihing?  m»i  ci>i^  nha 
Nay,  wilhonl   great   difficitl'y.  he  hkt  >4m 

fanhcr.  ihal  ikiI  only  the  K(i?nrlj  Hh.--t>i 
and  this  Ariicle.  but  nil    r 

ihievemrnls  wh.^it 
and  the  smallest,  whitli  ' 
held,  have  not  once  bot  ■ 

if  genesis,  depcn-lrd   0:1    ii.^    . 

castingR  of  ciml>-kettlFS.  uiciliu)^  ul  -sUm. 
eicepf  only  that  we  do  not  «r>  thai  nmrf 
theirs.  So  inscroiable  is  genetic  biHNTt^ 
prsciicahle  the  theory  oT  cansation,  aM  >•■ 
scrnds  all  eBleulus  of  man's  deviuDR!  1W 
ihvseir.  O  Reader,  (who  an  on  adtiettaal 
ofitnponance.lover  what  hair  breadifctnl|i 
of  Accident,  Ihroogh  yavniag  perTls.)*''^ 
man-devouring  gulf  of  Centtiries,  hiM  i> 
gni  safe  hither. — from  Adam  all  the  «qt 

Be  this  as  it  can.  Cel  if  Jrint  oaB*  diR 
again,  by  "miracle  of  surgery  :"  and,  Mlv 
'  is  head  up  by  means  of  a  silver  Etoek.aiM 
Its  earth  many  long  days,  with  respecatAi 
ilh  fiery  intrepidity  and  spleen  i  did  mtS 
..oiable  things:  among  others.  prodneiA  * 
dignified   wedlock,   Mirabeau    Ihe   Pn«(  A 

who.  ngaiD  produced  Minbeaa  Ai 
Ssallower  of  Formalas ;  from  which  kK 
and  the  wondrous  blazing  funeral-pyA tt 
made  for  himself,  there  linally  goes  --- « - 
lighl.  n-hereby  those  old  Rii]t>elU  dl 
and  many  a  strange  old  hiddeii  thing,! 
noticeable. 

But  perhaps  in  ibe  whole  Riqtielti  I 
there  is  not  a  stranger  figure  than  Ihit  101 
Friend  of  Men ;  at  whom,  in  the  order  of  1^' 
we  have  now  arrived.  That  Riqnelli 
chained  the  roountaiits  together,  and  tiaafif 
the  star  wilh  five  rays  to  sway  and  bob  Am 
was  but  a  type  of  him.  Strong,  loagh  nt» 
oak-root,  and  as  gnarled  and  uiiwe<)gctU*;a* 
fibre  of  him  mnning  straighl  «-ith  the  "**"■" 
a  block  for  Desliny  to  beat  on,  for  the  w 
gaze  at,  wilh  inelTeciaal  wonder  I  Really  1 
must  notable,  questionable,  hateable,  h 
old  Marquis.  How  Imle,  amid  aaeh  j  „  _ 
Irivialiiy  of  Literature.  Philom^hii.  and  H 
pretentious  cackle  of  innumerable  Btf* 
Grimms,  with  their  correspondence  aad  alt- 
proclamation,  one  could  fancy  thai  rnaw 
held  in  il  such  a  Nature-produci  as  IbeFriol 
of  Men  !  Why,  there  is  substance  em  , 
Ibis  one  Marcinis  to  fit  oat  whole  armMaf 
PhUotophtt,  were  it  properly  atienuaied.  Si 
many  poor  Thomases  perorate  and  h«*c  , 
poor  Morellets  speculate,  Marmnnieli  monlii' 


r,  Dider 

sessed  of  encyclopedical  heads. 'and  lean  Bi- 
rons  de  Beaumirchais  fly  abroad  on  the  w 
of  Figaroi:  and  Ibis  brave  old   Marquis 
been  hid  under  a  bushel !     He  was  a  Wtia^ 
loo ;  anil  had  latents  for  it,  (certain  of  A* 
tents.)  such  as  few  Frenchmen  have  bad  sia 
the   days  of  Montaigne.     It   skilled  noli  I 
being  unwedgeable,  has  remained  in  aatift 
nan  cabinets ;  the  oiher^,  splitiing  up  to  (rt 
dily.  are  the  ware  yon  6nd  on  all  marktvsl^ 
much  prized  (say.  as  brimstone  Laeilers, 'hfH 
britigers,"  so  called)  by  ihe  generality.    S»i* 
is  Ihe  world's  way.     And  yet  complain  Mt 
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this  rich,  nnwedgeable  old  Marqais,  have  we 
not  him  too  at  last,  and  can  keep  him  all  the 
loDger  than  the  Thomases  t 

The  great  Mirabeau  used  to  say  always  that 
his  father  had  the  greater  gif\s  of  the  two; 
-which  surely  is  saying  something.  Not  that 
you  can  subscribe  tn  it  in  the  full  sense,  but 
that  in  a  very  wide  sense  you  can.  So  far  as 
mere  speculative  head  goes,  Mirabeau  is  pro- 
bably right.  Looking  at  the  old  Marquis  as  a 
speculative  thinker  and  utterer  of  his  thought, 
and  with  what  rich  colouring  of  originality  he 
^ives  it  forth,  you  pronounce  him  to  be  supe- 
rior, or  even  say  supreme  in  his  time  ;  for  the 
genius  of  him  almost  rises  to  the  poetic.  Do 
our  readers  know  the  German  Jean  Paul,  and 
iiis  style  of  thought?  Singular  to  say,  the 
old  Marquis  has  a  quality  in  him  resembling 
afar  off  that  of  Paul ;  and  actually  works  it 
'Ont  in  his  French  manner,  far  as  the  French 
jnanner  can.  Nevertheless  intellect  is  not  of 
the  speculative  head  only ;  the  great  end  of 
intellect  surely  is,  that  it  makes  one  ue  some- 
thing :  for  which  latter  result  the  whole  man 
most  co-operate.-  In  the  old  Marquis  there 
dwells  withal  a  crabbedness,  stiff,  cross-grained 
bnmoor,  a  latent  fury  and  fuliginosity,  very 
perverting ;  which  stiff  crabbedness,  with  its 
pride,  obstinacy,  affectation,  what  else  is  it  at 
DOttom  bat  xcant  of  strength !  The  real  quan- 
tity of  our  insight— how  justly  and  how  tho- 
roughly we  shall  comprehend  the  nature  of  a 
thing,  especially  of  a  human  thing— depends 
on  our  patience,  our  fiurness,  lovingness,  what 
strength  soever  we  nave:  intellect  comes 
from  the  whole  man,  as  it  is  the  light  that  en- 
lightens the  whole  man.  In  this  true  sense, 
the  younger  Mirabeau,  with  that  great  flashing 
eyesight  of  his,  that  broad,  fearless  freedom 
of  nature  he  had,  was  ver}-  clearly  the  supe- 
rior man.  « 

At  bottom,  perhaps,  the  main  definition  you 
eoald  give  of  old  Marquis  Mirabeau  is,  that  he 
wras  of  the  Pedant  species.  Stiff  as  brass,  in 
mXi  senses;  unsympaihizing,  uncomplying;  of 
an  endless,  unfathomable  pride,  which  cloaks 
bat  does  nowise  extinguish  an  endless  vanity 
and  need  of  shining :  stately,  euphuistic  man- 
nerism enveloping  the  thought,  the  morality, 
the  whole  being  of  the  man.  A  solemn,  high- 
stalking  man;  with  such  a  fund  of  indignation 
in  him,or  of  latent  indignation ;  of  contnmacity, 
irrefragability ; — who  (after  long  experiment) 
accordingly  looks  forth  on  mankind  and  this 
-world  of  theirs  with  some  dull-snufflin;?  word 
of  forgiveness,  of  contemptuous  acquittal ;  or 
oftenest  with  clenched  lips,  (nostrils  slightly 
«lilaled,)  in  expressive  silence.  Here  is  pe- 
dantry; but  then  pedantry  under  the  most 
interesting  new  circumstances;  and  withal 
carried  to  such  a  pitch  as  becomes  sublime, 
one  might  almost  say,  transcendental.  Consi- 
der indeed  whether  Marquis  Mirabeau  could 
be  a  pedant,  as  your  common  Scaligers  and 
Scioppiuses  are!  His  arena  is  not  a  closet 
with  Greek  manuscripts,  but  the  wide  world 
and  Friendship  to  Humanity.  Does  not  the 
blood  of  all  the  Mirabeaus  circulate  in  his 
honorable  veins  ?  He  too  would  do  somewhat 
to  raise  higher  that  high  house ;  and  yet,  alas, 
it  is  plain  to  him  that  the  bouse  is  sinking : 


that  much  is  sinking.    The   Mirabeaus,  and 
above  all  others,  this  Mirabeau,  are  fallen  on 
evil  times.    It  has  not  escaped  the  old  Marquis 
how  nobility  is  now  decayed,  nearly  ruinous; 
based  no  longer  on   heroic  n(»blcness  of  con- 
duct and  eff(»rt,  but  on  sycophancy,  formality, 
adroitness ;    on    Parchments,    Tailors*    trim- 
mings, Prunello,  and  Coach-leather:  on  which 
latter  basis,   unless    his   whole   insight    into 
Heaven's  ways  with  Earth  hav^e  misled  him, 
no  institution  in  this  God-governed  world  can 
pretend  to  continue.    Alas, and  the  priest** has 
now  no  tongue  .but  for  plate-licking;"  and  the 
tax-gatherer  squeezes  ;  and  the  strumpetocracy 
sits  at  its  ease,  in  high-cushioned  lordliness, 
under  baldachins  and  cloth  of  gold :  till  now 
at  last,  what  with  one  fiction,  what  with  an- 
other, (and  veridical  Nature  dishonouring  all 
manner  of  fictions  and  refusing  to  pay  realities 
for  them,)  it  has  come  so  far  that  the  Twenty- 
five  millions,  long  scarce  o/kn'owledge,  of  vir- 
tue, happiness,  cash,  are  now  fallen  scarce  of 
food  to  eat ;  and  do  not,  with  that  natural  ferocity 
of  theirs  which  Nature  has  still  left  them,  feel 
the  disposition  to  die  starved ;  and  all  things 
are  nodding  towards  chaos,  and  no  man  iayclh 
it  to  heart !  One  man  exists  who  might  perhaps 
stay  or  avert  the  catastrophe,  were  he  called  to 
the  helm :  the  Marquis  Mirabeau.    His  high, 
ancient  blood,  his  heroic  love  of  truth,  his 
strength  of  heart,  his  loyalty  and  profound  in- 
sight, (for  you  cannot  hear  him  speak  without 
detecting  the  man  of  genius,)  this,  with  the 
appalling  predicament  things  have  come  to, 
might  give  him  claims.    From  time  to  time,  at 
long  inter\'als,  such  a  thought  does  flit,  por- 
tentous, through   the  brain   of  the  Marquis. 
But  ah  !  in  these  scandalous  days,  how  shall 
the  proudest  of  the  Mirabeaus  fall  prostrate 
before  a  Pompadour  1    Can  the  Friend  of  Men 
hoist,  with  good  hope,  as  his  battle-standard, 
the   furbelow  of  an  unmentionable   woman  ? 
No;  not  hanging  by  the  apron-strings  of  such 
a  one  will  this  Mirabeau  rise  to  the  premier- 
ship; but  summoned  by  France  in  her  day  of 
need,  in  her  day  of  vision,  or  else  not  at  all. 
France  does  not  summon ;   the  €l$e  goes  its 
road. 

Marquis  Mirabeau  tried  Literature,  too,  as 
we  said;  and  with  no  inconsiderable  talent; 
nay,  with  first-rate  talents  in  some  sort :  but 
neither  did  this  prosper.  His  E^ce  $ignum,  in 
such  era  of  downfall  and  all-darkening  ruin, 
was  Political  Economy ;  and  a  certain  man, 
whom  he  called  "  the  Master," — that  is,  Dr. 
Quesnay*  Round  this  master  (whom  the  Mar- 
quis succeeded  as  master  himself)  he  and 
some  other  idolaters  did  idolatrously  gather :  to 
publish  books  and  tracts,  periodical  literature, 
proclamation  by  word  and  deed — if  so  were, 
the  world's  dull  ear  might  be  opened  to  salva- 
tion. The  world*s  dull  ear  continued  shut. 
I  In  vain  preached  this  apostle  and  that  other, 
I  simultaneously  or  in  Melibocan  sequence,  in 
literature,  periodical  and  stationary;  in  vain 
preached  the  Friend  of  Men,  {UJmidts  Homma,) 
number  after  number,  through  long  volumes, — 
though  really  in  a  most  eloquent  manner. 
Marquis  Mirabeau  had  the  indisputable^t  ideas; 
but  then  his  style !  In  very  truth,  it  is  the 
strangest  of  styles,  though  one  of  the  richest; 
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a  >t;l«  full  of  originBliiy.  piciure&quei 
sDUDy  vif^ur ;  but  all  cased  and  s\aud  c 
tbttrlM,  in   metaphor  and  trope ;  disloried 


,  disluc 


into  crotchets,  cramp  tains,  quaititacs^t 
hidden  taiii^  :  which  ilie  French  hesd  had  do 
car  Tor.  Strong  meat,  loo  tough  Tar  babes!  The 
Friend  of  Meti  found  warm  partisans,  widely 
»eB(lered  urer  this  Earth;  and  had  censer- 
fumes  transmitted  him  from  Marquises,  nay, 
from  Kings  and  principalities,  over  seas  and 
alpine  chains  of  mouniains;  whereby  the 
pride  and  latent  indignation  of  the  man  were 
onIy,|bstercd ;  but  at  home,  with  the  million  all 
iiggUlg  each  al\er  its  snilable  scrannel -pipe. 
be  could  see  himself  make  no  way, — if  it 
were  nut  way  towards  heing  a  moostrosiiy 
and  thing  men  wanted"  to  see;"  not  ihe  right 
thing  1  Neither  through  the  press,  then,  is  there 
progress  towards  ihe  premierfhipt  The  stag- 
gering stale  of  French  statesmen  must  even 
ilagger  whither  it  is  bound.  A  light  public 
froths  ilself  into  tempest  about  Palistoi  and 
his  comedy  of  "  La  Fltibiinplui," — about  GIQck- 
Picciui  Music;  neglecling  the  call  of  Ruin; 
and  hard  mosicome  lo  hard.  Thou,0  Friend 
of  Men,  clench  thy  lips  together;  and  wait, 
ailent  as  Ihe  old  rocks.  Our  Friend  of  Men 
did  so,  or  belter ;  not  wanting  lo  himself,  the 
lion-hearied  old  Marquis!  For  his  latent  in- 
dignation has  a  certain  deroutness  in  il;  is  a 
kiodofhdiy  indignation.  The  Marquis,  though 
he  knows  Ihe  EnryrtapdJie^bis  not  forgotten  the 
higher  Sacred  Books,  or  that  there  is  a  God  in 
this  world,  (very  differenl  from  Ihe  French 
Eirt  Suprlmt.)  He  even  professes,  or  tries  lo 
profess,  a  kind  of  diluted  CathoUeisin,  in  his 
own  way,  and  thus  turns  an  eye  towards 
heaven  :  rery  singular  in  his  altitude  here  too. 
Thus  it  would  appear  this  world  is  a  mad  im- 
hrogllo  which  no  Friend  of  Men  can  set  right : 
il  shall  go  wrong  then,  in  God*s  name :  and 
the  slaggering  state  or  all  things  .stagger  whither 
it  can.  To  deep,  fearful  depths, — not  to  bol- 
lomless  ones! 

Bui  in  the  Family  Circle !  There  surely  a 
man,  and  Friend  of  Men,  is  supreme;  and 
ruling  with  wise  autocracy,  mar  make  somr- 
tfaiag  of  il.  AIlv  m  the  family  circle  it  weni 
~   >!  belter,  but  wont  J    The  Mirabeaus  bad 


I  for  choa 


:  had  il 


seried  Ihem  in  this  insiaDce,  then, 
needed!  We  say  not  so;  we  say  only  that 
Madane  la  Marquise  had  human  freewill  in 
her  tool  that  all  the  ronng  Mirabeans  were 
likclf  to  have  human  freewill,  (in  great  plea- 
ly;)  that  wuhin  doors  as  without,  the  Devil 
is  busy.  Mmi  uncucceisful  is  Ihe  Marquis  as 
ruler  of  mea:  his  fotntly  kin^om.  for  the 
most  pan.  lilUe  otherwise  than  in  a  ^ure  of 
muliny.  A  srentn  as  of  Rhadamanihus  will 
sway  and  drill  Uial  hoaiehold  inio  pprl^lion 
of  UarrlsoD  Cloekworh ;  and  cannot  do  ii. 
The  royal  ukase  goes  fonh  la  its  calm,  im-- 
fragable  jusiicel  meeis  hcsiTaiion.  di-.obrdi- 
ence  open  or  conevaled.  Rrpnmaitd  i;  rj- 
low«d  by  iToaflastranW.batshcoaiinE  ihnnder 
ninner^  growl  an^wenag  grewL  With  o&it 
frciedly  a£n>nttht<d  eyr  the  Marqnu  a;>peab  m 
(testiny  and  Hearen ;  eiploArs.  sta«r  be  neeiU 
aait  ihea,  in  red  ligkuunf  aTpMEraal  aaifaof 


it weutiorw  .  „  , 
be  to  blame,  one  knotrs  vA 
Mo/jtif,  hemmed  in  by  still  exn 
exiremely  reticent  on  Ihesf  po 
Damcde  Pail!)-,- from  Swilrerl 
liful  and  very  artfhl,"  glides  ha 
the  Hirabean  hottseholJ.  f'he  M 
doxy,  as  we  said,  being  but  of  ihi 
Ihere  are  evesdroppers,  confide 
there  are  Pride,  Anger,  Unchan 
lime  Pedantry  and  the  Deril 
Such  a  fixture  as  Pnillj,  of  hen 
lo  no  one.  Enough,  there  are 
Irii  dr  Cnrhfl;  ua  all  hands,  ft 
Lawsuits,  long  drawn  oat,  befor 
mnft,  beiwfen  man  and  wife; 
of  an  unrighteous  world  ;  how 
a  righteous  Marquis,  minded  on 
ample  to  il  '■  Liiint  I'c  Cadut, 
(as  some  count)  of  fifty-foirr. 
for  the  use  of  a  single  Marqau 
whole  MirabeauGrC'Side  is  )«eD 
Pailly  and  Marquis ;)  each  ind 
in  his  separate  Slrong-hoase,  &. 
himself  SlilT  are  your  leoipf 
Mirabeaus ;  not  siifferihan  mint 
What  pangs  it  hns  cost  the  fond 
lo  go  Ihrough  all  this  Brotua  dot 
knows  and  Heaven.  In  a  leai 
pangs  it  may  cost  the  filial  hei 
(or  undergo)  the  saaie!  The 
pangs  be  crushes  down  inlo  h 
by  Heaven)  suppressivelf,  aa  b 
and  Mirabeau :  the  latter  »«l,- 
self-sought  pangs ;  medicinal ;  I 
of  their  own  accord,  when  tk 
filial  impiety  pleases  to  ceftsel 
looking  al  such  a  world  and  siii 
these  prisoD-houses,  ncuniaini 
papers,  and  the  sta^ering  sia 
statesmen,  a  Friend  of  Men  ma 
raFly  ask  bitn*elf.  Am  not  I  a  si 
quis,  then,  whom  all  this  has  d 
Bedlam. — not  into  Hvpochondi 
even  !  The  Heavens  are  bonntei 
the  back  equal  to  the  burden. 

Oat  of  all  which  circa mstancc 
struE^le  against  ihetn,  there  ha 
Ibis  Marquis  de  Mirabeao,  abap 
shape  At  could  arrive  al)  inlo  on 
singular  Sublime  Pedants  that 
the  soil  of  France. 


of  some  antique  Preshyieri 


I  I 


heavy  breadih.  doll  heal,  cboler 
of  aa  old  "Bony  of  Anchinli 
high  flown  eaphntslic  cntinesi 
mincing  ways.  Miitable  to  yonr' 
Denr!     HoirtHfwi"  iivir.'  mis' 

Ge«ios(..r  \'. 
suength.  t 


Th.r: 
of  Hoeank.  or  of 
piece  ef  Bowoar  (high  s 
Uiu^ter  with  irara)  i 

Riqartli.  Katarv  has  pi 
For  wtthal  there  is  si 
4ef4h  of  eharacler ; 
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;e-papers)  ever  and  anon, — like  strong: 
ht  in  thundery  weather.  We  have  heard 
"  strife  of  Fate  with  Freewill"  produc- 
reek  Tragedies,  but  never  heard  it  till 
roduce  such  astonishing  comico-tragical 
h  Farces.  Blessed  old  Marquis,— or 
ccursed!  He  is  there,  with  his  broad 
"ow ;  with  the  huge  cheek  bones ;  those 
*yes,  glazed  as  in  weariness ;  the  lower 
:  puckered  into  a  simpering  graciosity, 
would  pass  itself  off  for  a  kind  of  smile, 
to  do  with  him  1  Welcome,  thou  tough 
arquis,  with  thy  better  aqd  thy  worse ! 

is  stuff  in  thee,  (very  different  from 
ihine  and  formula;)  aud  stuff  is  stuff, 
t  never  so  crabbed. 

ides  the  old  Marquis  de  Mirabeau,  there 
Irother,  the  Bailli  de  Mirabeau:  a  man 
erving  as  Knight  of  Malta,  governing  in 
iloupe,  fighting  and  doing  hard  sea-duty, 
wn  his  wild  oats  long  since ;  and  settled 
here,  in  the  old  "  Castle  of  Mirabeau  on 
'er  rock,"  (for  the  Marquis  usually  lives 
^non,  another  estate  within  reach  of 
)  into  one  of  the  worthiest  quiet  uncles 
ouse-friends.  It  is  very  beautiful,  this 
strength,  mild  clearness  and  justice  of 
ave  Bailli,  in  contrast  with  his  brother's 
ty;  whom  he  comforts,  defends,  ad- 
hes,  even  rebukes;  and  on  the  whole 
nces  (both  as  head  Riquetti  and  as 
l-schoolmaster)  beyond  all  living  men. 
ank  true  love  of  these  two  brothers  is 
irest  feature  in  Mirabeaudom;  indeed 
ly  feature  which  is  always  fair.  Letters 
ontinually :  in  letter  and  extract  we  here, 
time  to  time,  witness  (in  these  Eight 
c  Volumes)  the  various  personages 
their  dialogue,  unfold  Ihcir  farce-tragedy, 
''i/s  Jtdoptif  admits  mankind  into  this 
e  household,  though  stingily,  uncom- 
y,  and  all  in  darkness,  save  for  his  own 
LOUS  dark-lantern.    Seen  or  half  seen, 

stage ;  as  the  whole  world  is.  What 
personages,  what  with  destinies,  no 
^r  house-drama  was  enacting  on  the 
&t  that  time. 

^r  such  auspices,  which  were  not  yet 
I  into  events  and  fatalities,  but  yet  were 
iDly  ripening  towards  such,  did  Gabriel 
,  at  the  Mansion  of  Bignon,  between 
:ftd  Nemours,  on  the  9th  day  of  March, 
c  rst  see  the  light.  He  was  the  fiAh 
Lhe  second  male  child;  yet  born  heir, 
L  having  died  in  the  cradle.  A  magni- 
'  enormous"  fellow,  as  the  gossips  had 
^  t,  almost  with  terror:  the  head  espe- 
^reat;  "two  grinders"  in  it,  already 
->lough-hewn,  truly,  yet  with  bulk,  with 
■vigour  bidding  fair  to  do  honour  to  the 
r*he  paternal  Marquis  (to  whom  they 
•^'ayez  pas  peur"  Don't  be  frightened) 
oyful,  we  can  fancy,  and  not  fearful,  on 
=>duct  of  his ;  the  stiff  pedant  features 
^  into  a  veritable  smile.  Smile,  O  pa- 
Marquis:  the  future  indeed  "veils  sor- 
cj  joy,"  one  knows  not  in  what  propor- 
*\it  here  is  a  new  Riquetti,  whom  the 
'^nd;  with  the  rudiments  in  him,  thou 
^t  guess,  of  a  very  Hercules,  fit  for 
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Twelve  Labours,  which  surely  are  themselves 
the  best  joys.  Look  at  the  oaf,  how  he  sprawls. 
No  stranger  Riquetti  ever  sprawled  under  our 
Sun :  it  is  as  if,  in  this  thy  man-child.  Destiny 
had  swept  together  all  the  wildnesses  and 
strengths  of  the  Riquetti  lineage,  and  flung 
him  forth  as  her  finale  in  that  kind.  Not 
without  a  vocation !  He  is  the  last  of  the 
Riquettis ;  and  shall  do  work  long  memorable 
among  mortals. 

Truly,  looking  now  into  the  matter,  we 
might  say,  in  spite  of  the  gossips,  that  on  this 
whole  Planet,  in  those  years,  there  was  hardly 
bom  such  a  man-child  as  this  same,  hi  the 
"Mansion-house    of  Bignon,    not  far  from 
Paris,"  whom  they. named  Gabriel  Honor^. 
Nowhere,  we  say,  came  there  a  stouter  or 
braver  into  this  Earth;   whither  they  come 
marching  by  the  legion  and  the  myriad,  odt 
of  Eternity  and  Night ! — Except,  indeed,  what 
is  notable  enough,  one  other  that  arrived  some- 
few  months  later,  at  the  town  of  Frankfort  on 
the  Maine,  and  got  christened  Johann  Woifgang 
Goethe,    Then,  again,  in  some  ten  years  more, 
there  came  another  still  liker  Gabriel  Honori 
in  his  brawny  ways.    It  was  into  a  mean  hat 
that  this  one  came,  an  infirm  hut,  (which  the 
.wind  blew  down  at  the  time,)  in  the  shire  of 
Ayre,  in  Scotland:  him  they  named  Robert 
Bums,    These,  in  that  epoch,  were  the  Well- 
born  of  the  World;  by  whom  the  world*B 
history  was  to  be  carried  on.    Ah !  could  the 
well-bom  of  the  world  be  always  rightly  bred, 
rightly  entreated  there,  what  a  world  were  ill 
But  it  is  not  so ;  it  is  the  reverse  of  so.    And 
then  few  (like  that  Frankfort  one)  can  peace- 
ably vanquish  the  world,  with  its  black  im* 
broglios ;  and  shine  above  it,  in  serene  help 
to  it,  like  a  sun !    The  most  can  but  Titam- 
cally  vanquish  it,  or  be   vanquished  by  itr 
hence,  instead  of  light,  (stillest  and  strongest 
of  things,)  we  have  but  lightning;  red  fire,  and 
oftentimes    conflagrations,  which    are    very 
woful. 

Be  that  as  it  might,  Marquis  Mirabean  de- 
termined to  give  his  son,  and  heir  of  all  the 
Riquettis,  such  an  education  as  no  Riquetti  had 
yet  been  privileged  with.  Being  a  world- 
schoolmaster,  (and  indeed  a  Martinus  ScribUruSf. 
as  we  here  find,  more  ways  than  one,)  this  was 
not  strange  in  him ;  but  the  results  were  very 
lamentable.  Considering  the  matter  now,  at 
this  impartial  distance,  you  are  lost  in  wonder 
at  the  good  Marquis;  know  not  whether  to 
laugh  at  him,  or  weep  over  him  ;  and  on  the 
whole  are  bound  to  do  both.  A  more  suflicient 
product  of  Nature  than  this  "  enormous  Ga- 
briel," as  we  said,  need  not  have  been  wished 
for:  "beating  his  nurse,"  but  then  loving  her, 
and  loving  the  whole  world ;  of  large  desire, 
truly,  but  desire  towards  all  things,  the  highest 
and  the  lowest :  in  other  words,  a  large  mass 
of  life  in  him,  a  large  man  waiting  there !  Does 
he  not  rummage  (the  rough  cub,  now  tenfold 
rougher  by  the  effect  of  small-pox)  in  all 
places,  seeking  something  to  know :  dive  down 
to  the  most  unheard-of  recesses  for  papers  Ic 
readl  Does  he  not,  spontaneously,  give  his 
I  hat  to  a  peasant-boy  whose  head-gear  was  de- 
;  fective  t  He  writes  the  most  sagacious  things, 
I  in  his  fifth  year,  extempore,  at  table ;  setting 


tfau  oo  ill  side  U  trae  ■.  and  yel  Nalare,  too,  is 
■trDnc:"NalDre  will  come  running  back.ihough 
them  aipel  her  with  a  fork!"  InoDcpuiniof  viev 
there  is  DothiDK  more  Hi^arlhiaa  cnmic  ihsD 
this  long  Peier  Peeble's  ganging plra  of  "Mar- 
qois  Mirabeau  r(r»iii  Nature  and  others:"  yet 
in  a  deeper  point  of  view  it  is  but  loo  serious. 
Caodid  history  witl  say  thai  whatsoever  of 
worst  it  w*s  in  ihe  power  of  art  to  do.  against 
this  young  Gabriel  Honor^,  was  done.  Not 
with  Dabind  intentions;  nay,  with  imenlions 
which,  at  least,  began  in  kindness.  How  much 
belter  was  Bums's  education,  (though  thii,  too, 
went  on  under  the  grimmest  pressures.)  oit  the 
wild  hill-side,  by  the  brave  peasant's  hearth, 
with  no  theory  of  education  at  all,  but  poverty, 
toil,  tempest,  and  the  handles  of  the  plough! 

At  bottom,  the  Marquis's  wish  and  purpose 
was  not  complex,  but  simple.  That  Gabriel 
HoDor4  dc  Rtqueiti  shall  become  the  very 
suae  man  that  Victor  de  Riquetti  is ;  perfect 
■s  he  is  perfect:  this  will  satisfy  the  fund  fa- 
ther's hear),  and  nothing  short  a(  thiR,  Belter 
eiemplar,  truly,  ivere  hard  lufind;  and  yet,  O 
Victor  de  Riquetti,  poor  Gabriel,  on  his  side, 
wishes  to  be  Gabriel  and  not  Victor!  Stiffer 
loving  Pedant  never  had  a  more  elastic  loving 
Pupil.  OO'ences  (of  meref/ariri'v,  mere  natural 
aprioging-up,  for  most  pari)  accumulaie  by 
•ddilioo :  Madame  Pailly  and  the  conlidealial 
servants,  on  this  as  on  all  matters,  are  busy. 
The hoDsehotd it.Tlf  isdarkenin;;,  the  mistress 
of  it  gone,  the  Lawsuits  (and  by-and-by  Di- 
Torce-Lawsuits)  havebe^n.  Worse  will  grow 
wone,  and  ever  worse,  till  Rhadamanthus- 
Scriblerus  Marquis  de  Mirabeau,  swayine 
Tiinly  the  »cepLre  of  order,  see  himself  envi- 
voned  by  a  waste  chaos  as  of  Bedlam.  SiiO'is 
he;  elastic  (and  yet  still  loving,  revcrem)  is 
hii  *nn   ntid  onnil.     Thtis  rriieltv.  and  vf.irn. 
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picloriiJ  and  geomelric&l ;  masic,  ro  as 
' '"  al  sf^ht.  Day,  to  compose  in  it ;  ring- 
l  liigh  de-repj  " e quilalion,  fencing, 
_  swimming,  and  lennis:"  if  onl/  the 
•f  which  were  true,  can  wp  ^av  that 
!  BoHiere  spent  his  time  ill !  Whal  is 
>  JFiweisely  certain,  ihe  disgracetl  Budiere 
'  his  way  very  soon  inlo  Ihe  good  afltc- 
all  and  sundry,  in  Ibis  House  of  Diei- 
ft.  who  came  in  coniact  with  him ;  school- 
*^"''s.  teachers,  the  AbW  Choquenard  him- 
Kor.  said  Ihe  paternal  Marquis,  he  has 
igue  of  the  old  Serpent!  In  fact,  it  is 
^^_  —olable  how  poor  Buffi^re,  Comle  de  Mi- 
J£**M^  revolulionary  King  Riquetti,  or  what- 
r^  else  ikey  might  call  him. lev  him  come, 
^2*r  -nrhat  di 5 commendation  he  mJRht,  into 
"^•sircJeof  men.was  sure  10  make  Ihem  his 
g«  lon^.  To  the  last,  no  man  could  look  into 
S*  ^■'iili  hii  own  eyes,  and  cimiiniie  lo  hate 
£»-  »^e  could  talk  men  orrr.lhent  Yes.  O 
^aer:    and  he  could  net  men  over:  for   ai 


E?«o*«. 


thai 


The  large  open  soul  of 


-■i  felt  to  be  withBl"a  tmllitr'j  soul.  _- 
^^  ■  by  black  drossv  obscurations  very  many  ( 
3^  yet  shining  onl,  lustrous,  warm ;  in  lis 
5^™^lo(is  effi.lgence,greal!  That  a  man  be 
■^  w  -  '^^  hcller  by  men  the  nearer  ihey  come 
^^^*  «*  ■■  is  Dol  this  the  fact  of  all  facts  1  To 
Cr«-i.^  "'hat  extent  of  prudential  diplomacy 
^^■^**'^:  inilifferent,  and  even  bad)  a  mati  has. 
«^^  T*''l'li'^  opinion,  joumalialw  rumour,  or  at 
^^|.  ''^'  ihrr  persons  he  dines  with ;  lo  know  whal 
^,*,T"^I  worth  is  in  him,  ask  infinilely  deeper 
-*.l-i  lariliT;  ask,  first  of  all,  ihose  who  have 
i^Y  '  ''■■■  eiperimeni;  who,  were  they  the  fool- 
^_/''~'  ]i('iiple,  can  answer  pertinently  here  if 

worse  than  I;  thuf^e  near  at  hand  a 

r  [han   I:"    so  said   Ihe   good  Sir 

I  Browne ;  so    will  all  men  say  who 

<  lar  on  Ihai. 

e  Uhoquenard  Military  Board intt-Schunl 

-  "  -  Dl  fulGIIed  iu  functions,  yel  ceased 

e  of  penance,  and  failed  of  its  func 

H'rqais  Mirabeau  determinded  10  try  ih^ 

-.    Nay,  it  would  seem,  the  wicked  mother 

een  privily  Bending  him  money ;  whieh 

t  trailot,  has  accepted!     To  ihe  army 

are.     And  so  Pierre  Budiere  has  a  basnet 

,»\>\g  head;  IheshogjiypDck-pnied  visaEe 

I  martially   from   under   horse-hair   and 

if  meul;  he  dresses  rank,  with  tight  bridle- 

1  and   drawn   falchion,   in   the  town   of 

e*,  asa  bold  volunteer  dragoon.    His  age 

HI  eighteen  as  yet,  and  some  months. 

:   people   of  Sainies   grew  lo  like  him 

ingljr ;  would  even  "  hare  lent  him  money 

f  tileuL"    His  Colonel,  one  De  Lambert, 

4  lo  be  a  martinet,  of  sharp  sour  temper : 

'' J  visage  of  Bnffiere,  radiant  through 

ness  with  several  things,  had  not 
iVhrr  the  happiness  to  content  him. 
*  rmore  there  was  aaJrchir  (Bailifl*)  at 
.  who  had  a  daughter ;  she.  foolish 
C  liked  the  BulCere  visage  btilir  even  than 
"oloncl's!  For  one  can  fancy  what  a 
■t  Bnffiere  was,  m  this  great  cause :  with 
leaf  the  old  lerpeoL    It  was  his  first 


arHouTiiU;  plainly  iriumphani:  the  bfginntRS 
of  a  quite  unheard-of  career  in  thai  kind.  Tha 
aggrieved  Colonel  emitted  "satires"  ihroufili 
Ihe  mcis-roomi;  this  (icdd  viilunieer  dragoon 
was  not  Ihe  man  lo  give  him  worse  than  he 
brought:  matters  fell  into  a  very  unsatisTacinry 
state  between  them.  To  crown  (he  whole. 
Builicre  went  one  evening  {contrary  lo  wnnt, 
now  and  always)  to  Ihe  gaming-lable,  uiH 
lost  four  louif.  Insubordination,  Gambling, 
Archer's  daughter!  Rhadamunlhus  thnuder 
from  Bignon;  Buffierc  doKi  his  basnet,  Sies 
covertly  to  Paris.  Negniiation  there  now  vat; 
Gonfidenlial  spy  to  Sainles;  correspondence, 
fulminalion :  Dnpnnt  dc  Nemours  as  dayinian 
between  a  Colonel  and  a  Marqnis,  bolb  in 
high  wrath, — Bufliere  lo  pay  Ihe  piper!  Coo- 
Gdeiilial  spy  lakes  evidence ;  the  whole  atrnctt)' 
comes  to  light:  what  will  thou  do,  O  Marquis, 
wilh  this  devil's  child  of  Ihine  t  Send  him  lo 
Surinam ;  lei  the  tropical  heats  and  rain  latue 
the  hot  liver  of  him ! — so  whispered  paternal 
Brutus-justice  and  Pailly;  but  milder  thoughts 
prevailed,  Lttiti  di  Cachti  and  the  Isle  of 
Rb£  shall  be  tried  first.  Thither  fares  poor 
Bnffiere ;  not  with  Archers'  danghieis,  bat  wilb 
Archers;  amid  Ihe  dull  ruslle  and  auiumnal 
brown  of  the  falling  leaves  of  1768.  his  nine- 
leenth  auiumn.  Ilishis  second  Hercules' La- 
bour; the  Choquenard  Baarding-hn^ise  was 
the  Grst.  Bemoaned  by  Ihe  loud  Ailanlie  he 
shall  sit  there,  in  winter  season,  under  ward 
of  a  Bailli  d'Aulan.  govemnr  of  the  place,  aad 
said  to  be  a  very  Cerberus. 

At  VXti  Ihe  old  game  is  p1at-ed :  in  few  weeka, 
Ihe  Cerberus  Bailli  is  Buffi^re'a ;  baying,  oul 
of  all  his  throats,  in  Buffiere's  behalf!  What 
"  sorcery"  is  this  that  the  rebellions  prodigy 
has  in  him.O  Marqnis!  Hypocrisy, cozenage 
which  no  governor  of  sirong  places  can  resinl 
Nothing  short  of  Ihe  hot  swamps  of  Surinam 
will  hold  him  quiet,  then  1  Happily  there  ia 
Rehting  in  Corsica;  Paoli  lighting  on  his  lail 
legs  there;  and  Baron  deVaux  wants  fresh 
troops  against  him.  Bnffiere,  though  he  likei 
not  the  cause,  will  go  thither  gladly;  and  figlil 
his  very  best;  how  happy  if,  by  any  fighting, 
he  can  conquer  back  his  bapiisinal  name,  and 
some  gleam  of  uatemal  tolerance!  After 
much  soliciting,  his  prayer  is  acceded  lo : 
Bufflere.with  the  rank  now  of  ■' Sub-lieulenanl 
of  Foot,  in  the  Legion  of  I-orraine,"  gets  aeroH 
the  country  to  Toulon,  in  Ihe  month  of  April ; 
and  enters  "on  Ihe  plain  which  furrows  iuelf 
without  plough"  {euphnisiic  for  ortan:)  "Ood 
grant  he  may  not  have  to  row  there  one  day," 
— in  red  cap.  as  convict  galley-slave  I  81K1K 
is  ibe  paternal  benediction  and  prayer;  which 
was  realized.  Nay,  Buffiire,  jl  would  seen, 
before  quilting  Rochelle,  indeed  "hardly  yel 
two  hours  oul  of  the  forlresK  of  Rb*,  had 
fallen  into  a  new  atrocity <— his  first  duel;  a 
certain  qnondam  messmate  (discharged  for 
swindling)  having  claimed  acquiiHtance  with 
him  on  the  streets ;  which  claim  Buffi^re  saw 
good  to  refuse;  and  even  10  resiiu  when  de- 
manded at  Ihe  sword's  jioiiil !  The  "  Corsican 
Buccaneer"  (Jtibioiur  Corn)  ihat  he  is! 

I'he  Corsicaa  Buccaneer  did,  as  usual,  a 
giant*B  or  two  giants'  work  in  Corsica:  fight- 
ing, writing,  loving;   "eight  hours  a  day  of 


vere,"  (bodilf  sod  mcntallj,)  all  Ihu  is  royal 
aai  itroBg,  Day,  in  "  expression  or  sometbiog 
reintd,  aomeihiiig  Ertctoas;"  declares  him, 
aAer  lererBl  daja  of  iDcessanI  talk,  lo  be  the 
beat  feriow  od  earth,  (if  well  dealt  vithO  who 
will  shape  into  statesmao,  geneiiltssinio,  pope, 
vhat  Ihoa  plea^est  lo  deiire !  Or,  shall  we 
fiTc  poor  Bufli^re's  lesiimonial  in  mevs-room 
dialed;  Id  its  naiire  twanging  rocirerosiij, 
and  gam  is  bed  with  old  oaths, — which,  alas, 
hare  beeoine  for  ns  almost  old  prayers  now, — 
the  rociferoas  Mouslachio-flgares,  whom  Ihey 
twanged  Ihrougb,  having  all  vaaisbed  so  long 
aince  ;  '-  Murbtm,  Monmur,  TJbM,-  c'ul  hi  gar- 
fn,  duiblaiuHi  n/,  iruit  t'til  vn  ion  gerfon, 
fM  a  (h  Friprit  oHiBtK  Intii  mt  mtUt  dubfn  ;  (( 
jurUw,  m  komma  Irii  bran." 

Mored  by  all  manner  of  leslimonisls  and 
entreaties  from  uncle  and  family,  (he  rigid 
Marquis  consents,  not  without  difficnlty,  to  see 
this  anomalous  Peter  BufGere  of  his ;  and  then, 
after  solemn  deliberation,  even  to  un-Peter 
him,  and  give  him  back  his  name.  It  was  in 
September  thai  they  met;  at  Aiguesperse,  in 
the  Limousin  near  Ibe  Lmdi  oC  Piirrt  Bouffert. 
Sod  rnth  comes  stealing  through  the  Rhada- 
manihine  heart;  Iremblines  of  faint  hope  even, 
which,  however,  must  veil  itself  in  auslerily 
and  rigidity.  The  Marquis  writes ;  "  t  perorate 
bim  very  much;"  observe  "  my  man.  how  he 
droops  his  nose,  and  looks  fixedly,  a  sign  that 
he  is  reHecting;  or  whirls  away  bis  bead,  hid- 
ing a  tear:  serioas,  now  mild, now  severe,  we 
give  it  him  alternately;  it  is  thus  I  manage 
die  mouth  of  this  fiery  animal."  Had  he  bai 
read  Ibe  Epkim^ridir,  (be  En'iHHnt^wi',  the 
Prifii  da  EUmtm  ("  the  most  labonred  book  1 
have  done,  though  I  wrote  it  in  such  health  i") 
had  he  but  got  grounded  in  my  Political  Gco- 


Whirl 


leclual  and  s] 
bnt  Ibe  Emp 


a-reariog;  th; 
proachfully  I 
testify  that  at 
Ibe  smallest  i 
bnrsl  into  tei 

cramming  hi 
with  all  that 
same  as  to  hU 
nothing  by  th 

library  (urne< 
for  dazzling 


BfEMOmS  OF  MIRABEAU. 


499 


litter  ugliness,  the  iDtercadeDt  step,  the 
Dt  breathless  blown-up  precipitation, 
t  look,  or,  to  say  belter,  the  atrocious 
w  of  this  man  when  he  listens  and  re- 
something  toid  me  that  it  was  all  but  a 
ow  of  old  cloth,  this  ferocious  outward 
re  of  his ;  that,  at  bottom,  here  was  per- 
le  man  in  all  France  least  capable  of 
ite  wickedness.*  » Pie  and  jay  by  in- 
*  Wholly  reflex  and  reverberance  (tout 
et  de  r^verbere) ;  drawn  to  the  right  by 
irt,  to  the  leA  by  his  head,  which  he 
four  paces  from  him.*  *  May  become 
ryphspus  of  the  Time.'  *A  blinkard 
)  precipitancy,  bom  with  him,  which 
him  take  the  quagmire  for  firm  earth — ^** 
k,  cluck, — in  the  name  of  all  the  gods, 
rodigy  is  this  I  have  hatched  1  Web- 
broad-billed ;  which  will  run  and  drown 
if  Mercy  and  the  parent-fowl  prevent 

inexpressibly  true,  meanwhile,  is  this 
B  old  Marquis  says :  "  He  has  swal- 
.11  formulas"  (t7  a  humi,  tout  a  letformtUe»\ 
de  away  with  them  !  Formulas,  indeed, 
link  of  it.  Formulas  and  Gabriel  Honor^ 
en,  and  were  to  be,  at  death-feud  from 
last.  What  formulas  of  this  formalized 
shed)  world  had  been  a  kind  one  to 
?  His  soul  could  find  no  shelter  in 
bey  were  unbelievable;  his  body  no 
lent,  they  were  tyrannical,  unfair.  If 
re  re  not  pabulum  and  sabstance  be- 
>rmulas,  and  in  spite  of  them,  then 
him !  To  this  man  formulas  would 
»  existence  or  habitation,  if  it  were  not 
sle  of  Rh^  and  such  places ;  but  threat- 
»  choke  the  life  out  of  him :  either 
is  or  he  must  go  the  wall;  and  so,  aAer 
I  fight,  thty^  as  it  proves,  will  go.  So 
l\y  thrifty  is  Destiny;  and  is  quietly 
;  her  tools  for  the  work  they  are  to  do, 
he  seems  but  spoiling  and  breaking 
For,  consider,  O  Marquis,  whether 
herself  will  not,  by-and-by.  have  to 
f  a  formula  or  twol  This  sight  thou 
on  from  the  baths  of  Mount  d'Or,  does 
lode  something  of  that  kind?  A  sum- 
r  in  the  year  1777: — 
Madame !  the  narrations  I  would  give 
had  not  a  score  of  letters  to  answer, 
sad  business!  I  would  paint  to  you 
ve  feast  of  this  town,  which  took  place 
L4ih.  The  savages  descending  in  lor- 
DOi  the  Mountains,— our  people  ordered 
tir  out.  The  curate  with  surplice  and 
>ablic  justice  in  periwig ;  Marir.hiui*i^ 
D  hand,  guarding  the  place,  before  the 
•»  were  permitted  to  begin.  The  dance 
>ted,  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after,  by 
the  cries  and  fierce  hissings  of  the 
I,  of  the  infirm,  and  other  onlookers, 
it,  tarring  it  on,  as  the  mob  does  when 
;ht.  Frightful  men,  or  rather  wild  crea- 
'  the  forest,  in  coarse  woollen  jupes  and 
^rths  of  leather,  studded  with  copper 
>f  gigantic  stature,  heightened  by  the 
ibots;  rising  still  higher  tm  tip-toe,  to 
the  battle;  beating  time  to  it;  rubbing 
ies  with  their  elbows:  their  face  hag- 
iTered  with  their  long  greasy  hair;  top 


of  the  visage  waxing  pale,  bottom  of  it  twisting 
itself  into  the  rudiments  of  a  cruel  laugh,  a 
ferocious  impatience. — And  these  people  pay 
the  taiUe!  And  you  want  to  take  from  them 
their  salt  too!  And  you  know  not  what  you 
sirip  bare,  or,  as  you  call  it,  govern;  what, 
with  the  heedless,  cowardly  squirt  of  your  pen, 
you  will  think  you  can  continue  stripping  with 
impunity  for  ever,  till  the  Catastrophe  come! 
Such  sights  recall  deep  thoughts  to  one.  *  Poor 
Jean-Jacques!*  I  said  to  myself;  'they  that 
sent  thee,  and  thy  System,  to  copy  music  among 
such  a  People  as  these  same,  have  confuted 
thy  System  but  ill  !*  But,  on  the  other  hand, 
these  thoughts  were  consolatory  for  a  man  who 
has  all  his  life  preached  the  necessity  of  solac- 
ing the  poor,  of  universal  instruction ;  who  has 
tried  to  show  what  such  instruction  and  such 
solacement  ought  to  be,  if  it  would  form  a 
barrier  (the  sole  possible  barrier)  between  op- 
pression and  revolt ;  the  sole  but  the  infallible 
treaty  of  peace  between  the  high  and  the  low! 
Ah,  Madame !  this  government  by  blind-man*8- 
bufif,  stumbling  along  too  far,  will  end  by  the 

GEirREAL  OVERTUHN.*  ** 

Prophetic  Marquis !— *Might  other  nations 
listen  to  thee  better  than  France  did:  for  it 
concerns  them  all!  But  now  is  it  not  curious 
to  think  how  the  whole  world  might  have  gone 
so  differently,  but  fijr  this  very  prophet  1  Had 
the  young  Mirabeau  had  a  father  as  other  men 
have ;  or  even  no  father  at  all !  Consider  him, 
in  that  case,  rising  by  natural  gradation,  by 
the  rank,  the  opportunity,  the  irrepressible 
buoyant  faculties  he  had,  step  after  step,  to 
official  place, — ^to  the  chief  official  place;  as  in 
a  time  when  Turgots,  Neckers,  and  men  of 
ability,  were  grown  indispensable,  he  was  sure 
to  have  done.  By  natural  witchery  he  be- 
witches Marie  Antoinette ;  her  most  of  all,  with 
her  quick  susceptive  instincts,  her  quick  sense 
for  whatever  was  great  and  noble,  her  quick 
hatred  for  whatever  was  pedantic,  Neckerish, 
Fayettish,  and  pretending  to  be  great  King 
Louis  is  a  nullity;  happily  then  reduced  to  be 
one:  there  would  then  have  been  at  the  summit 
of  France  the  one  French  man  who  could  have 
grappled  with  that  great  question ;  who,  yield- 
ing and  refusing,  managing,  guiding,  and,  in 
short,  seting  and  daring  what  was  to  be  done, 
had  perhaps  saved  France  her  Revolution; 
remaking  her  by  peaceabler  methods!  But 
to  the  Supreme  Powers  it  seemed  not  so. 
Once  after  a  thousand  years  all  nations  were 
to  see  the  great  Conflagration  and  Self-com- 
bustion of  a  Nation, — and  learn  from  it  if  they 
could.  And  now,  for  a  Swallower  of  Formulas, 
was  there  a  better  schoolmaster  on  earth  than 
this  very  Friend  of  Men ;  a  better  education 
conceivable  than  this  which  Alcides-Mirabeaa 
had?  Trust  in  heaven,  good  reader,  for  the 
fate  of  nations,  for  the  fall  of  a  sparrow. 

Chibriel  Honor^  has  acquitted  himself  so  well 
in  Paris,  turning  the  great  people  round  his 
thumb,  with  that  **/om/  gaiUard**  (basis  of 
gayety,)  with  that  terribU  don  de  la  fanriliaritd; 
with  those  ways  be  has.  Neither,  in  the  quite 
opposite  Man-of-business  department,  whrn 
summer  comes  and  rurality  with  it,  is  he  foand 
wanting.    In  the  summer  of  the  year,  the  ola 

«T 


CARLTLE^  WSCELLANE0D8  WBTIlMGa 


J 


Friend  or  M«n  despalcbei  huQ  to  the  Limousin, 
va  his  owQ  estair  of  Pierre  BuifiBre.  or  his 
wife's  own  eslale,  (under  Ihe  laW'baliuice  iboal 
Ibin  umeO  lo  see  vhelbrr  any  Ihing  can  be 
done  for  meD  Ihere.  Mach  is  lo  be  done  ihrre ; 
At  Peuanis,  short  of  all  ifain£s,  evrn  of 
victuals,  here  as  everjwhere,  wear  "  a  settled 
tmffn^wilnr  (paii;-slriclieti}  look,  as  if  the/ 
reckoned  thai  ihe  piUaxe  of  men  wai  an  ioevi- 
Uble  ordinancB  of  Ueavea,  lo  be  |)ut  ap  trith 
like  the  wind  and  the  hail."  Here,  in  the 
■oliitjdc  of  ibc  Limouiin,  Gabriet  is  still 
Gabriel:  he  rides,  he  writes,  and  rans:  eati 
out  of  Ihe  poor  people's  pols;  speaks  lo 
ibem,  redresses  them  :  initiiuies  a  coun  of 
Villager  Pruudlamann  Cgood  men  and  tnie), — 
once  more  carries  all  Irefore  him.  Confess,  O 
Rhadaa  an  thine  Marquis,  we  say  again,  that 
there  are  sror^e  sad^dogs  than  this !  "  He  is," 
confesses  the  Marquis.  "  the  Demon  of  the  Im- 
possible," iti  lUmOH  dt  la  chow  impouifiU.) 
Most  irue  this  also:  impatublt  'ix  a  word  not  in 
his  dicliooary.  Thus  the  same  Gabriel  Honoru, 
long  illerwards,  (as  DumoDt  will  witness,) 
orders  his  secretary  to  do  some  miracle  or 
other,  miraculous  within  the  time.  The  secre- 
tary aniirm,  "Monsieur,  it  is  impossible," 
"Impossible!"  answers  (^briel:  " Ni  mt  dita 
jamaii  a  btir  di  mot."  (Never  name  to  me  thai 
blockhead  of  a  vord!)  Really,  one  woDid  say, 
a  good  fellow,  were  he  well  dealt  with, — though 
itill  broad-billed,  and  with  talent  tendencies  to 
take  the  water.  The  following  otherwise  io- 
aignificani  Letter,  addresied  to  the  Bailli,  iieens 
lo  Ds  «orth  copying.  Is  not  his  joung  Lord- 
■hip,  if  stilt  in  the  dandy-state  and  siylc-of- 
iDOckery,  very  handsome  in  it ;  standing  there 
in  the  snowl  It  is  of  date  December,  1771. 
and  far  tmvards  on  the  road  towards  Mirabeau 
Castle: 

"  Fraiii  Ullo  taliiqiu  rrpalii  ductora  DanaSm  : 
here,  dear  uncle,  is  a  be^nning  in  iiood  Latin, 
which  means  that  I  am  broken  with  fatigue, 
not  having,  this  whole  weeb,  slept  more  than 
senlinds  do;  and  sounding,  at  the  same  lime, 
with  the  wheels  I'f  my  vehicle,  mist  of  the  rurs 
and  jolts  thai  lie  between  Paris  and  Marseilles. 
Ruts  deep  and  numerous.  Moreover,  my  axle 
broke  between  Mucretiu,  Romnn^,  Chamberlin, 
and  BfaUDC  ( the  centre  of  four  wine  districts  ; 
what  a  geographical  point,  if  I  had  had  the  wit 
lo  be  a  drunkard!  The  mischief  happened 
towards  five  in  the  evening;  my  lachey  had 
gone  on  before.  There  fell  nothing  at  the  tiine 
but  melted  edow;  happily  it  afterwards  took 
■omc  consistency.  The  neighbaurhood  of 
Beauoe  made  me  hope  lo  find  genius  in  the 
nalives  of  the  country:  I  had  need  of  good 
counsel;  the  devil  counselled  me  at  first  to 
swear,  bat  that  whim  pa-sed,  and  I  fell  by  pre- 
ference into  the  lemptiiion  of  laughing;  for  a 
holy  priest  came  joigingup,  wrapt  In  Ihe  cbio; 
against  the  blessed  visage  o(  whom  the  sFeei 
waf  beating,  which  made  him  cut  bo  singular 
a  face,  that  [  think  this  was  the  thing  drove  me 
from  swearing.  The  holy  mnn  inquired, 
seeing  my  chaise  on  ifa  beam-ends,  and  one  of 
the  wheels  wanting,  whether  any  thing  had  be- 
fallen Diel  I  aoKwrred,  'Ihere  was  nothing 
fatlinit  here  hut  snow.*  'Ah,'  laid  he,  in- 
paionslji  '  U  U   javc  cbaiie,  then,  that  is 


broken.'  I  admired  the  M| 
and  begged  bim  to  donUe 
horde's  permission,  (who  w 
pleasant  eiprestiua  uf  col 
snow  baat  on  his  nose.)  mi 
give  notice  ai  CbaigBf  lh*l 
assured  me  he  would  Ull  it  I 
herself^  she  being  his  cwui 
very  amiable  woman,  mwTi| 
to  one  of  Ihe  honesleal  ■ 
nephew  to  the  king's  prbM 

,  fine,  after  giving  me  all  1| 
himself,  the  curaie,  of  fait  M 
husband,  and  I  know  not  wb 
pleased  lo  give  bis  spurs  u 

,  thereupon  gave  a  gmal,  and ' 
to  tell  you  ihai  1  had  «eat  ll 
Mucrean,  which  he  knew  th 
went  Ihiiher  daily,  he  said.  It 
thing  I  c  uld  well  believe,or 
The  man  was  but  lipsiGed  whe 
ly  when  he  returned,  which  «« 
drunk.  1  walked  sentry:  M 
passed,  all  of  whom  asked  IM 
befalleD  !  I  answered  one  ^ 
an  experiment;  iballhadtm 
to  see  whether  a  chaise  wot 
wheel ;  mine  had  come  so  far 
lo  write  that  two  wheels  wen 
this  moment  my  worthy  frieai 
against  the  other  wheel;  d^ 
the  hurl  place;  swore,  at  IM 
then  said,  smiling,  ■  Ah,  lt«M 
other  wheel  r  'The  devil  || 
if  astonished.  Aaoiber,  alM 
with  a  very  capable  air,  laroT 
Monsieur !  it  is  your  mm'  (t 
aile)  'that  is  broken.'" 

Mirabeau's  errand  to  Pi 
winter  season,  was  seventl-fol 
the  MirabcBu  estates;  to  i«a 
among  his  people  and  peer*  i 
perhaps  tu  choose  a  wib  Ii 
the  old  Maniuit  could  think  i 
if  il  were  nol  the  Bmpresa 
(Hbriel  has  ripened  astonish 
under  this  sunshine  of  pate 
first  gleam  of  snch  weather 
Short  of  ihe  Emprest,  it  v 
marry,  the  Marijuis  now  thin! 
bride  had  money.  A  bride, 
yet  with  conneclioas,  eipecl 
and  by  stormy  eloquence  (Hi 
ii  carried  ;  wo  wonh  the  hot 
by  the  seconding  Marquis  hi 
capiivaiing :  "  Moric-Emilie 
daughter  of  the  Marqnia  de . 
eighteenth  year  then ;  she  ha 
face,  even  a  vulgar  one  aj 
brown,  uay,  altnost  !««■£ 
eye',  fine  hair;  teeth  not  pj 
continual  smile;  fi^re  ufe 
thiiugh  leaning  a  little  to  < 
great  sprighiliness  of  mind, 
delicate,  lively,  sponful; 
essentially  preiiy  charactei 
almost  tawny,  little  a-oman 
ti-o)  Mirabeau  gets  to  wife  (. 
177S:)  with  her.  uml  wilh  I 
francs  from  his  falhir-in-litw 
from  his  own  father,  ( lay  KM 
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incics,  he  sbati  sit  down,  in  ihe  boitom 
VoM,  bf  his  own  hired  heaj-lb,  io  the 
t  Ail,  and  Mesi  Heaven. 
Boor  will  admit  Ihai  ibfa  yoan;  Alex- 
liDil  bFgiDDiDg  bis  IvrDif-roiinh  year) 
^nmblr  a  liille.  swing  only  nne  soch 
tkconqiicr.  Howtrtr,  he  had  hi!>  books. 
Ibis  hopes ;  health.  rucoVtT;  a  rniver^e 
m  cten  the  luwu  of  Aii'  furni'd  pun) 
h  Wilh  fniil  and  rurbidden-rrnll  round 
be  aaspeakable  -lefd-Celd  cl*  Time" 
tl  lo  Buir  :  he  said  ID  himseir.  -^Gu  to,  1 
Vim."  And  yet  bumaii  narore  is  frail. 
9  judge,  loo,  wheiber  Ibe  oldMartjuis, 
kniog  inio  decided  lawsuit  vilh  hiii 
Mofa  bnmonr  lo  fnrxise  peccadilloes, 
"vible,  buarscly  calm,  Rfaadamanthine 
*hich  be  ciprMsea  himself  on  ihis 
or  Ibe  lawsuii  lo  his  Brother,  and 
|>ilenee  rrom  all  mortalibalhim,  might 
Ircftk  nerves;  vberernre.  conii^ry  lo 
p  ve  omii  it.  O,  ja&i  Marquis!  to 
Kqacui  hoasehald,  at  Ibis  time,  can 
for  frail  hotnan  nanire;  except,  per- 
pKjie  it  fall  futer.  Tbe  Riqaelti  house- 
gMlibg  scallered ;    not    always    led 

*  bot  driren  and  burled  asunder:  the 
VImet  fur  it  have  begun.  One  datigh- 
Madatne  do  Sailtant.  (still  living.)  a 
^  nsln:  another  is  Madame  dp  Cabris, 
•dicioni ;  for.  indeed,  her  husband  has 
J»  (owiDf  lo  -defamatory  couplets" 
tng  from  him;)  she  gels  "insalted  on 
He  proiDenade  of  Grasse."  by  a  certain 
■«  Villeoenve-Moans.  whom  some  de- 
»■  eoDplel  had  louched  upon ;— all  the 
i*»  the  business  being  fools.   Nay,  poor 

Bhe,  bj-and-by.  we  find,  lakes  np  wilh 
kytial  p«rxoni ;  with  a  certain  Bratnson 
l«lles.  described  candidly,  by  the  FiU 
Va  "a  man  who" — is  nol  fit  to  be  dc- 

■Rc  beir-apparent  of  all  Ihe  Minbeaas 
1^  lo  make  soine  fi):ure;  especially  in 
B  h>ra"elf.  The  present  yonng  brir- 
t  has  noUiine  lo  make  a  figure  with 

*  BOOf.  a  year,  and  very  corniderable 
Old  Mirabean  is  hard  as  the  Mosaic 
ad  no  wand  proves  miracolou-.  on  him; 
liuu , raifnu,  fooi-washLngs.  festiritien, 
■*«-bFaIings,  he  does  simply  not  yield 
«.  Tbe  beir  must  himself  yield  Ihem. 
Il  to.  and  handsomely :  but.  alas,  the 
^y»ar,  and  very  eonsidenible  debts' 
ix  and  dinner-givine;  retire  to  the  old 
B  in  ih«  gorge  of  two  valley*  !  Devised 
W.  But  now.  a  voung  wife  used  to  the 
In  of  life,  ought  she  not  to  have  some 
'nsoma  done  up  for  her?  Upholsterers 
rtnd  ftorbisb;  with  clfeel;  not  wilbogl 
nim  the  very  considerable  Jew-debts  ! 
irabeaa  sees  nothing  for  it,  bill  lo  mn 
Ither-io-law  with  tears  in  his  eyes;  and 
bim  to  mate  those  "  rich  eipeelalions" 
t  8l«nsure  fruiiionj,    Fonv  ihoosand 

to  tueb  length  will  tbe  f>tber-in-lav. 
by  ibese  tears,  by  this  lire-eloquenee, 
lidy  money  ;  provided  old  Marqnis 
LO,  who  haa  some  prnTisi"Osl  rever- 

Inirrrsl  in  ibe  thin^.  will  grant  quii' 
Old  Marqai*  Mirabean,  wrtuen  lo  in 


tbe  most  impassioeed,  persuasirc  mauw, 
answers  by  a  lelier,  of  the  son  Ibey  call  SraM 
Letter,  (Ui:ii  di  tariit,)  ordering  llic  impaa- 
sioned  Persuasive,  under  his  Mujetiy'ii  band 
and  seal,  to  bundle  into  Coventry.  »f  ve  Khonld 
say;  into  Manosque.ai  the  Sealed  Lritetufsl 
—Farewell,  tbou  old  Chateau,  with  iby  upbol- 
slered  rooms,  on  thy  sbccf  rock,  by  Ihe  angry- 
Bowing  DuraDct :  welcome,  th>>u  miserable 
litile  borough  of  Manosque,  since  hither  Faie 
drives  lis!  In  MiDt>sque,too,t  tnaa  can  lire, 
and  read  i  can  write  au  fiuui  nr  li  Utifoitmt, 
(and  haTc  il  primed  in  Swilierland,  1774^ 
fall  of  fir«  and  ruugb  vigour,  and  siill  woru 

The  futjr  «•  DapmiHu,  wilh  »o  liiile  oT  ibe 
E}Armiri^-t  and  Qnesnay  in  it,  cooM  find  bU 
a  bard  critic  in  the  old  Marquis;  jnufflingiMt 
something  (one  ra:,cie&)  aboui  "Reflex  a«d 
revcrberance ;"  formulas  gelling  (wallowed  > 
rash  hairbrain  ireatiog  mailers  thai  i«qiiira 
age  and  granly; — however,  lei  il  pass.  Un- 
happily there  came  olber  oSences.  A  certain 
gawk,  named  Chevalier  dc  Gassaad,  acciia-' 
tomed  lo  visit  in  the  house  al  Manosqne,  seca 
good  to  commence  a  kind  of  theoretic  flinatioB. 
wilh  the  liiile  brown  Wife,  which  she  theoreti- 
cally sees  good  to  return.  Billet  meru  billet; 
glance  (bllowi  glance,  Tuitmlo  allii^Ttii — till 
the  husband  opens  bis  lips,  volcano-like,  with 
a  proposal  to  kick  Chevalier  de  Gassaod  oU 
of  doors.  Chevalier  dcGassand  goes  nnkick- 
ed,  bnl  not  without  some  explosion  or  edit. 
there  is  like  lo  be  a  duel ;  unlv  thai  OaMBV^ 
knowing  what  a  sworJ  this  iliquMli  wewa. 
will  nol  fighl :  and  his  father  has  to  plead  and 
beg.  Generous  CoDDl.  kill  nol  mypoorsoB; 
alas,  already  ihi?  most  lamentable  explosion 
itself  has  bioken  off  the  finest  marriage  >ettlo- 
menuand  now  the  family  will  not  bearofbim! 
The  generous  Count  »o  {jleaded  with,  not  onjr 
flings  Ihe  duel  lo  the  winds,  but  gallops  off*. 
(forgetful  orihe(ri'rcrf»rai-*rf.)halfdeiperai«, 
lo  plead  wilh  Ihe  man^age-family ;  to  preach 
with  them,  and  pray,  till  they  have  lakea  poor 
Casssud  inlo  favour  again.  Pnsperous  in 
this,  (for  what  can  resist  such  pleading  1)  h« 
may  now  ride  home  more  leisurely,  wilh  tile 
coufcionsneas  nfa  righi  aciiuu  for  once. 

As  we  said,  this  nde  of  his  lies  beyond  Ibe 
limtls  fixed  in  the  royal  Sealed  Letter;  but  no 
one  surely  will  mind  il,  no  one  will  report  iU 
A  beauliful  summer  evening:  O,  poor  Gjbriet, 
It  is  Ibe  laft  peaceably  prosperous  ride  thon 
shalt  have  for  long. — perhaps  almost  ever  in 
the  world!  Fur  lo!  who  is  Ihis  thai  coma 
curricling  through  the  level  yellow  sun-light; 
like  one  of  Retpec lability,  keeping  bn  gigl 
By  Day  and  Night!  it  is  that  bate  Baron,  de 
Villenetive-Moans,  who  insulted  sister  Cabris 
in  tbe  Promenade  of  Orasie !  Human  nniutv, 
without  time  for  reneciion.  is  liatkle  lo  en. 
The  swift-roliing  gig  is  already  in  cooucl  with 
one,  the  horse  rearing  againsiymr  h«rv;nad 
you  dismount,  almost  wllhooi  fcepwing.  Kan^ 
faclion  which  gentlemen  expect,  Mivnoicar! 
Nol     Do  I  hear  rightly  So!     la    iii„ 


Mons 


,    wild   <;>^^lr| 


t*«™. 


jnoans:  -nd  horwwhips  him  t ^  ,^  ^^ 

bk-ioBlicallyo'>'r'''"'P™**«*''><»*  iWtt^ 
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hifhvijr:  ie«D  of 

ncMige  for  Riimour  lo  Muw  abros'l. 

Rntnouf  hlowi, — to  Paris  is  elsewbilher : 
.  ,  n  Ihe  S6lh  of  June.  1774,)  there 
■rriiM  >  frFsh  Sealed  Leller.  of  more  em- 
phB»i',  there  Brrivr  with  il  grim  catchpole^ 
and  iheirchaiie:  ibe  Swallower  of  Formulas, 
•DBlchcd  away  from'wire,  child,  (then  dying.) 
mnd  Jul  shadow  of  a  home  even  in  eiile,  is 
irondling  towards  Marseilles ;  towards  the 
CasUe  of  ir,  which  frowns  oui  BmnDg  the 
walen  ip  the  roadtlead  there!  Girt  with  Ihe 
bloe  Medilerrancan  1  vithm  iron  stanchions  i 
cm  off  from  jp»n,  paper,  and  friends,  and  men, 
except  the  Cerberus  of  the  place,  who  is 
charged  l»  be  rrry  sharp  with  him,  iherr  >ihall 
he  lit:  such  virtue  is  in  a  Sealed  Letter;  so 
has  Ihe  grim  old  Marquis  ordered  il.  Our 
gleam  of  Bunshitie,  then,  is  darkeniiig  mise- 
rably down  !  Down,  O  thon  poor  Mirabeau, 
to  thick  midnight !  Surely  Formulas  are  all 
loo  cruel  on  thee :  thou  an  getting  realty  into 
war  with  formulas,  (lerriblesi  of  wars;)  and 
ihou,  by  God's  help  and  the  devil's,  wilt  make 
away  with  them, — in  the  li-triblesl  manner! 
From  this  hour,  we  soy,  thick  and  thicker 
darknest  Celtics  lound  poorGahriel;  his  life- 
path  growing  evri  pninfuller;  alaa,  growing 
ever  more  devious,  be«ei  by  ignn  faiui,  and 
lights  not  of  heaven.  Such  Aliiides' Labours 
have  aetdom  been  allotled 

Check  thy  hot  frenzy,  thy  hot  tears,  poor 
Mirabeau ;  adjut^l  thyself  as  it  may  bi:^;  fo 
there  is  no  help.  Autumn  becomes  loud  wit 
ler,  revives  into  gentle  spring :  the  waves  beat 
round  this  Castle  of  If,  at  the  mouih  of  Mar- 
leilles  harbourj  girdling  in  Ihe  unhappiest 
man.  No,  not  Ihe  utihappiesi;  poor  Gabriel 
has  such  a  •'  (onH  gaillard,"  (basil  of  joy  and 
(layety  i)  th^re  is  a  deep  Gery  life  in  him, 
which  no  blackness  of  destiny  can  quench. 
The  Cerberus  of  If,  M.  Dallegre,  relents,  as  all 
Cerberuaei.  do  with  him;  gives  paper;  gives 
sympathy  and  counsel.  Nay,  letter!  have  al- 
ready been  introduced;  "buttoned  iu  some 
BCoundrern  gaiters,"  the  old  Marquis  i^ays! 
On  Sisler  du  Saillant's  kind  letter  there  fall 
renhele^s  you  do  not  always  weep. 
Tou  do  holier!  write  a  brave  Cot  d>  ^gemi^i 
MemuKs  (quoted  from  above;)  occupy  your- 
self with  projects  and  eStirts.  Sometimes, 
alaa.you  do  worse,  though  in  ihe  oiher  direc- 
tion,— where  Canteen-keepers  have  pretty 
wivesi  A  mere  peccadillo  this  of  the  frail 
fair  CaHtinim,  (accurding  to  the  Fils  Adoytif ,) 

uch  was  made  at  the  lii 
Nor  are  juster  consolations  wanting;  s  . 
and  brothers  bidding  you  be  of  hope.  Our 
reader)  have  heard  Count  Mirabeau  designated 
"as  ihe  elder  of  my  lads:"  what  if  we  now 
exhibited  the  younger  for  one  moment!  The 
Maltese  Chevalier  de  Mirabeau,  a  rough  son 
of  Ihe  sea  in  those  days :  be  also  ij  a  sad  dog. 
but  ha*  the  advantage  of  not  being  the  elder. 
He  has  stari>-d  from  Malta,  from  a  sick  bed. 
and  got  hither  to  Marseilles,  in  the  dead  of 
winter;  the  linkofNaiure  drawing  him,  shag- 
ler  a»  he  is. 

r>'ugh  wind  ;  none  of  the  boatmen 
would  leave  the  quay  with  roe:  1  induced  two 
-'  ■■—1,  more  by  bullyiug  than  by  money ;  for 


thou  knowest  I  hM 
rumisbed.  thank  tt 
itlPho([.  1 
ga'ies  cIoinI  ;  and  H 
gre  was  nol  lhcr«^J 


1  a. 
till  I  h 


so ;  but  for  foar-aii^ 
Whereupon  I  take 
Mouret,"'  (caDlecB^ 
agree  ihai  so  soon  i 
see  this  ponr  deviL 
like  a  paladin,  bat  1 
lant,  which  (bou  vi 
selves.  The;  had 
heal  at  J  bead  to  the 
Sister  Cabris,  they  i 
Bisure  thee  that  wt 
story,  and  when  m] 
WDiis;  -Though  1 
arms,  strong  enoug 
Moans's.orhiscowi 

ruin  us  both.'  Aoc 
lion  atone,  perhaps, 
a  project,  which  ) 
which  nothing  bnU 
such  as  mine  cooUC 
Reader,  this  tarn 
is  the  Vieoiute  3eS 
beau;  whom  all  me 
tion  lime. — ollenesl 
of  MiralH.iu-Tanruan 
his  bulk,  and  the  qii 
held.  Il  is  the  sami 
the  Slates- General, 
the  Noblesse  gave 
ended:  for  in  puliti 
posiie  of  his  elder  1 
dcrably  as  a  public 
(for  he  was  a  wild 
wii  in  him  and  mut 
diguanlly  across  lb 
cra'it  Regiments;  t 

heart,  meditating  in 
turn  things  look,  a  c 
demands  admitianc 
again  demands,  and 
nel  Viscount  Barrel 
a  mere  burning  hi 
sword,  aud  tumbles 
intruder, — alat,  on  I 
sword's  point,  (a'ho 
and  dies,  and  it  il  i 
was  Ihe  Gfib  aot  c 
tragedy,  (unlike,  an 
the  Castle  of  If;)  a' 
Newspapers  calling 
ing  accidenL" 

Brother  and  sisti 
ihe  Cerberus  of  If,  i 
fortunate  sinner.  ' 
deaf  as  that  of  Dej 
variation,  not  of  alti 
If  Cerberus  too  hai 
this  sinner  removn 
nine  months'  space. 


MEMOma  OP  WHABEAU. 


InsleaJ  of  melBnchaly 

bim  DOW  Irjr  the  melaocboly  granite.i, 

ppad  with  snow  al  Ibis  srssan.)  with 

>U  and  ovlcu;  and  on  the  whole  sd- 

«df  as  if  for  permanence  or  caalinu- 

ne;  DO  «  pensioo  of  I.SOU  francs,  fin; 

t  fear,  since  be  could  ool  do  wiih  five 

!     Poor  Mirabeiu ; — and  poor  Mira- 

ViSe  <     Reader,  Ihe  foolish  little  brown 

lires  of  aoliciiiiig;   ber  child   being 

her  hasband  buried  alive, and  her  lilile 

being  siilt  above  gruund  and  under 

,«l>e  takes  to  recreation,  ibeoreiic  flina- 

aea  soliciting,  begins  successful  for- 

The  macriage,  cut  asunder  that  da; 

ipole  chaise  drew  up  at  ManoMiue, 

r  cone  together  a^ain,  in  spite  of  ef- 

btit   flow  onwards    in    two    separate 

lose  iltelf  in  ibe  frightTntlesl  sand- 


br  from  the  melancholf  Castle  of  Jonx 
I  lillle  melancholy  borough  of  Poniar- 
bitber  our  Prisoner  has  leave,  on  his 
to  vslk  when  be  chouses.    A  melan- 
'e  borough  i  yet  in  il  IS  a  certain  MoD- 
ehold;  whereby  han^.  and  will  hang, 
Of  old  M.  Monnier,  respectable  legal 
ml,  BOW  in  hia  sereniy-fiflh  year,  we 
kj  less  ihan  of  his  wife.  Sophie  Mon- 
e  de  Ruffe}',  from  I>ijon, sprung  from 
Bidenls  there,}  who  is  still  but  shon 
It  of  her  ieens.     Yel  she  has  been  mar 
jr  seemed  lo  be  married)  four  years 
the  loveliest  sad-heroie  women  of  Ihi! 
'  dialncl  of  eoonlrj.     What  accursed 
if  Faie  brought  January  and  May  i 
here  once  again  ?     Alas,  it  is  a  cusio 
pwd  reader!     Thas  the  old  Natnrali 
I  who.  al  Ihe  age  of  siily-three,  (what 
"the  8l  Martin's  summer  of  incipie 
Mid  uenr  myrtle  garlands,"  which  vi.ii 
■m.)  went  ransacking  the  country  for 
wife,  bad  very  nearly  got  this  identical 
;  but  did  get  anoiher.  known  as  Madame 
bli,wdl  known  (o  Philip  Egalii£, having 
sal  ill.     Sophie  de  Ruffey  loved  wi 
t  Dot  al  thai  eitremely  advanced  j 
Itle.     However,  the  question  for  her 
s  she  lore  a  Convent  belter!     Her 
',  ud   father   are   rigidly  devout,  and 
Tain   and   poor;    the    poor  girl,  sad- 
la  probably  a  bind  of  freethinker.    And 
d  Freaident  Monnier  "quarrelling  with 
(fawr  i  and  then  coming  over  lo  Pontnr. 

I  gold-baps,  marriage-settlements,  and 
iwcl  of  dying  soon !"  It  is  thai  same 
le  lale,  oflien  sung  against,  often 
.agatpat;  rery  miserable  indeed. — Bui 

^^al  an  effect  the  fiery  eloquence  of  a 

II  produced  in  this  sombre  Household : 
ang  girl-dreams  locartiated,  most  un- 
|lj,  in  this  wild  glowing  mass  ofman- 
boiiRli  rather  ugly;)  old  Monnier  him- 

ling  Dp  into  a  kind  of  vitaltly  to  hear 
r  ftncy  whether  a  sad-heroic  face, 
on  you  with  a  ihaabfuluess  like  I 

■d-beroic,  were  not !     Mira 

n  aymploms,  Ihal  ihe  swei 

IS   stealing   over  him, 


which  coo  Id  lead  only  lo  (he  devil. 
ties  interested.  He  wrote  to  his  w 
ing.  in  Ihe  name  of  Heaven,  that  iihe  wonld 
come  to  him :  thereby  might  the  "  sight  of  his 
duties"  fortify  him;  he  meanwhile  would  at 
least  forbear  Pontarlier.  The  wife  "  answered 
by  a  few  icy  lines,  indicating,  in  a  cuverl  way, 
that  she  thought  me  not  in  my  wils."  He 
ceases  forbearing  Ponlarlier;  sweeter  is  il 
than  the  Owl's  nest:  he  remmi  ihriher.  wilb 
sweeter  and  ever  sweeler  welcome;  and  so ! 

Old  Monnier  saw  nothing,  or  winked  hard; 
— no!  so  our  old  foolish  Commaodsnl  of  Ih« 
Castle  of  Joui.  He,  though  kind  to  his  pri- 
soner formerly,  "had  been  making  some  pre- 
tensions TO  Bopbie  himself;  he  wai  but  forty  or 
Gvp-and- forty  years  older  than  I;  my  ngliaesi 
was  not  greater  than  his;  and  I  had  the  ad- 
vantage of  being  an  honest  man."  Green-eyed 
Jeat'iQsy.  in  the  shape  of  thn  old  ugly  Com- 
mandant, warns  Monnier  by  letter;  also,  on 
eome  thm  pretext,  restricts  Mimbeau  beace- 
forlh  to  the  four  walls  of  Joux.  Mtrabean  fiings 
back  such  restriction  in  an  indignant  Letter 
to  this  green-eyed  Commandant;  indignanllr 
steps  over  into  Bwitzerland.  which  is  bat  a  few 
miles  off; — returns,  however,  in  a  day  or  two, 
(it  is  dark  January,  1TT6.)  covertly  lo  Poniar- 
lier.  There  is  an  explosion,  what  they  e«U 
Jdal.  Sophie  Monnier.  sharply  dealt  wilb, 
resists;  avows  her  love  for  Qabnel  Honort; 
asserts  her  right  to  love  him,  her  pnrpoje  lo 
continue  doing  iu  She  is  sent  home  lo  Dijon ; 
Gabnel  Honoi^  covertly  follows  her  thither. 
Eiplosionsi  what  a  continued  series  of  ex- 
plosions,'— through  winter,  spring,  summer! 
There  are  (ears,  devotional  exercises,  threaten- 
ings  lo  commit  snicide;  there  are  stolen  in- 
terviews, perils,  proud  avowals,  and  lowly  con- 
cealments. He  on  his  part,  "  voluntarily 
consliintes  himself  prisoner;"  and  does  other 
ban gbty,  vehement  things;  some  Command- 
ants behaving  honourably,  and  some  nol ;  one 
Commandant  (old  Marquis  Miiabeau  of  Ihe 
Cbuieau  of  Bignon)  getting  ready  his  thunder- 
bolts in  the  distance!  "I  have  been  lucky 
enough  to  obuin  Mont  St.  Michel,  in  Aorman- 
ily,"  says  the  old  Marquii;  "I  think  thai  pri- 
son good,  because  there  is  first  Ihe  casile  itself, 
then  a  ring-work  all  round  the  mountain ;  and, 
after  that,  a  pretty  long  passage  among  th« 
sands,  where  yon  need  gaides,  to  avoid  beini; 
drowned  in  the  qoiekiands."  Yes.  il  rises  there, 
that  Mountain  of  Si.  Michel,  and  Mouniain  ol' 
Misery ;  towering  sheer  up,  like  a  bleak  Pug»h 
with  outlooks  only  into  Desolalion,  sand.  ■»!»- 
water,  and  Despair.*  Fly.  ihou  poor  Onbn«l 
Honors !  Thou  poor  8»phie,  relnra  to  PgaiMp. 
lier;  for  Convent-walls  loo  are  enri  t 

Gabriel  Oies ;  and  indeed  there  Bt  ***  Um 
sifter  Cabris  and  her  prelemupiial  fmkt^^ 
■  already  to  ■)«*«  fcr  Ihak 
deep  ihiekvtt  «■<  ewaa^ 
the  Sooth-vert  «r  Vi^M^ 
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{fmfnf  htmrnim)  can  imagine,  and  Ihia  when 
tibe  beats  are  so  eseessive,  and  we  are  worn 
out  with  fatigae,  and  oar  legs  swoln.^ 

No:  all  that  the  human  mind  can  imagine 
it  ineflectnal.  On  the  twenty-third  night  of 
AQgast,(1776,)  Bophie  de  Monnier,  in  man's 
elothes,  is  scaling  the  Monoier  garden-wall  at 
Fontarliert  is  crossing  the  8|rln  marches, 
wrapped  in  a  cloak  of  darlrness,  borne  on  the 
wings  of  love  and  despair.  Oabrial  HonorA^ 
wrapped  in  the  like  cloak,  borne  on  the  like 
Tdiiele,  is  gone  with  her  to  HoUandr-tlMiee- 
ftMTth  a  broken  man. 

**  Crime  for  eww  lamentable,"  ejaculates  fhe 
Fib  MopHf;  *'of  which  the  worid  has  so 
apokan,  and  must  for  ever  speak!"  There 
•re,  indeed*  many  tilings  easy  lo  be  spoken 
^  it;  and  also  soma  things  not  easy  to  be 
apokeo.  Whv,  for  eiample,  thou  virtuous  FUt 
,mmHft  was  mat  of  the  Canteen-keepei^s  wife 
At  If  such  a  peccadillo,  and  this  of  the  legal 
Pnaident's  wife  such  a  crime,  lamentable  to 
ttatlaie  dale  of ''for  evert"  The  present  re- 
viewer foneies  them  to  be  the  same  crime. 
AgaiB>  might  not  the  first  grand  criminal  and 
mnner  in  tfiis  business  be  1^1  President  Mon- 
aier,  the  disoraeted,  spleni-elriAken,  moon- 
atrieken  old  man;— liable  to  trial,  with  non- 
Aeooiital  or  diAcolt  acquittal,  at  the  great  Bar 
<if  Ifatnre  hefself  1  And  then  the  second  sin- 
ner in  ill  and  the  third  and  thefourth  f  «He 
Ihat  is  mitkmd  sin  among  you !" — One  thing, 
llwreforey  the  presoit  reviewer  will  speak,  in 
Ike  wondis  of  old  Samuel  Jphnison :  My  dear 
J^  JMBfi^f  my  dear  brethren  of  Mankind, 
''endeavour  to  clear  your  mind  ofCant!"  It 
is  positively  the  prime  necessity  for  all  men, 
and  all  women  and  children,  in  these  days, 
who  woald  hsve  their  souls  live,  (were  it  even 
foebly,)  and  not  die  of  the  detestablest  as- 
phyxia ;  as  in  carbonic  vapour,  the  more  hor- 
rible (for  breathing  of)  the  more  clean  it  looks. 

That  the  ParUmtnt  of  Besanpon  indicted  Mi- 
rabeau  for  rctpt  et  rof,  abduction  and  robbery  ; 
that  they  condemned  him  "  in  contumacious 
absence,"  and  went  the  length  of  beheading  a 
Paper  Effigy  of  him,  was  perhaps  extremely 
suitable ; — but  not  to  be  dwelt  on  here.  Neither 
do  we  pry  curiously  into  the  garrei-life  in  Hol- 
land and  Amsterdam;  being  straitened  for  room. 
The  wild  man  and  his  beautiful  sad-heroic 
woman  lived  out  their  romance  of  reality,  as 
well  as  was  expected.  Hot  tempers  go  not  al- 
ways softly  together;  neither  did  the  course  of 
true  love,  either  in  wedlock  or  in  elopement, 
ever  run  smooth.  Yet  it  did  run,  in  this  in- 
stance, copious,  if  not  smooth ;  with  quarrel 
and  reconcilement,  tears  and  heart-effusion; 
sharp  tropical  squalls,  and  also  the  gorgeous 
effulgence  and  exuberance  of  general  tropical 
weather.  It  was  like  a  little  Paphos  islet  in 
the  middle  of  blackness ;  the  very  danger  and 
despair  that  environed  it  made  the  islet  bliss- 
ful ;— even  as  in  virtue  of  death,  life  to  the 
fretfullest  becomes  tolerable,  becomes  sweet, 
death  being  so  nigh.  At  any  hour,  might  not 
kind's  exempt  or  other  dread alguazil  knock  at 
our  garret  establishment,  (here  "  in  the  Kalbtt' 
trand,  at  Lequesne  the  tailor's,*'^  and  dissolve 
it  t  Gabriel  toils  for  Dutch  booksellers  ;  bear- 
ing  their  heavy  load;    translating   Wattofd 


naip  Aenuf;  >3oiiiflr  endlea  Gibeomlivail^ 
earning,  however,  bis  gold  loais  a  day.  8^ 
sews  and  scours  beside  him,  wiik  her  «i  ^ 
gers,  not  grudgiug  its  in  hard  toils,  i|  Mfr 
bling  joys  beg^  witb  terrors,  with  autltnn 
that  of  being  parted^ — their  days  roll  swUllf « 
For  eight  tropical  months  I — Ah,  ai  the  aid 
some  eight  months,  (I4ch  May,  1777,)eBtor* 
ilguaiil !  He  is  in  the  shape  of  BmgBincss 
old  sk>t-honnd  of  the  South-west ;  the  s«dk| 
of  his.  legs  is  fallen  now;  this  lime  thef 
niDd  htfs  been  able  lo  manage  It  He 
Kings  orders.  High  Migfatiaesa' 
sealed  parchments.  Oabriel  HomkI  iU 
be  carried  this  way,  Sophie  that;  SopUc^Hi 
to  be  a  mother,  uuail  behold  him  no  mmt 
Desperatioa,  even  in  the  female  ehanela',flrt 
go  no  farther:  she  will  kill  hereelf  dmM; 
as  even  the  slol-hoand  believes^  had  adtip 
very  slo^ound,  in  mercy,  aiulertakei  tt 
they  shotild  have  some  means  cf  tuiniifl' 
ence;  that  hope  should  not  utterly  be  eatan^ 
With  embracings  and  intefJocnaaa^^M^ 
that  cannot  be  uttered,  they  tearihemsdMi 
asunder,  stony  Paris  now  aigh ;  Miraben  i» 
wardi  his  prison  of  Yineemies ;  Sophie  Is  ■■! 
milder  Conveni-parlonr  rel^gatiOBt  lh«c  • 
await  what  Fate,  very  miaatoiy  at  ftistis^ 
will  see  good  to  bring. 

Conedve  die  giant  Mirabeaa  loclBei  M 
then,  in  Doubting-castle  of  Y ineeanes ;  his  Id 
soul  suigfaig  Jap,  wildly  breaking  itieif  a^riMI 
cold  obetmetioii ;  the  ^voiee  of  his  deipeir  il* 
verberated  on  him  by  dead  stone  walls.  Flda 
in  the  eyes  of  the  worid,  the  ambitious  1»^A 
man;  his  fkir  life-hopes  from  withool  m 
spoiled  and  become  foul  ashes:  and  froa 
within, — what  he  has  done,  what  he  has  psfiei 
witb  snd  undone !  Deaf  as  Destiny  is  a  Bh^ 
damanthine  father;  inaccessible  even  to  tbeal> 
tempt  at  pleading.  Heavy  doors  have  slafflari 
to;  their  bolts  growling  Wo  to  thee!  Gfctf 
Paris  sends  eastward  its  daily  multitndisosi 
hum;  in  the  evening  sun  thou  seest  in 
weathercocks  glitter,  its  old  grim  towers  asi 
fuliginous  life-breath  all  gilded :  and  dioal— 
Neither  evening  nor  morning,  nor  change  of 
day  nor  season,  brings  deliverance.  Fis^ 
gotten  of  Earth;  not  too  hopefully  reiK* 
bered  of  Heaven !  No  passionate  Pater^Ptt' 
ravi  can  move  an  old  Marquis ;  deaf  he  0 
Destiny.  Thou  must  sit  there. — For  fortj-tve 
months,  by  the  great  Zodiacal  Horologe!  Tte 
heir  of  the  Riqoettis,  sinful,  and  yet  more 
sinned  against,  has  worn  out  his  wardrobe; 
complaints  that  his  clothes  get  looped  isl 
windowed,  insufficient  against  the  weather. 
His  eyesight  is  failing;  the  family  disorder, 
nephritisj  afflicts  him;  the  doctors  deeliie 
hoi-se-exercise  essential  to  preserve  life 
Within  the  walls  then!  answers  the  oU 
Marquis.  Count  de  Mirabeau  "  rides  in  tke 
garden  of  forty  paces  ;^  with  quick  torsSi 
hamperedly,  overlooked  by  donjons  and  hifk 
stone  barriers. 

And  yet  fancy  not 'Mirabeau  spent  his  tiae 
in  mere  wailing  and  raging.     Far  from  tbat^ 

To  whine,  (nit  finirer  i*  the  eye,  bb4  aob. 
Because  be  bad  n«*er  aontber  tab, 

was  in  no  case  Mirabeau*s  method,  moretbi 
Diogenes's.    Other  such  wild-glowing  Ums» 
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of  Life,  which  you  might  beat  with  Cyclops* 
hammers,  (and,  alas,  not  beat  the  dross  out  of,) 
^rai  not  in  Europe  at  that  time.     Call  him  not 
die  strongest  man  then  living;  for  light,  as  we 
Mid,  and  not  fire,  is  the  strong  thing;  yet  call 
him  strong  too,  ver^  strong ;  and  for  tough- 
ness, tenacity,  vivaciousness,  and  a  fond  gait- 
iard,  call  him  toughest  of  all.    Raging  pas- 
sions,   ill-governed;    reckless    tumult    from 
within,  merciless   oppression   from  without; 
ten  men  might  have  died  of  what  this  Gabriel 
£onor6  did  not  yet  die   of.    Police-captain 
I<eDoir  allowed  him,  in  mercy  and  according 
to  engagement,  to  correspond  with  Sophie ; 
the  condition  was  that  the  letters  should  be 
seen  by  Lenoir,  and  be  returned  into  his  keep- 
ing. Mirabeau  corresponded ;  in  fire  and  tears, 
■copiously,  not  Werter-like,  but  Mirabeau-likc. 
Then  he  had  penitential  petitions,  Pater-Pec- 
•covit  to  write,  to  get  presented  and  enforced ; 
ibr  which  end  all  manner  of  friends  must  be 
urged:  correspondence  enough.    Besides,  he 
«oald  read,  though  irery  limitedly :  he  could 
even  compose  or  compile;  extracting,  not  in 
the  manner  of  the  bee,  from  the  very  Bible 
jmd  Dom  Calmet,  a  Biblion  Eroticon,  which  can 
he  recommended  to  no  woman  or  man.    The 
pious  Fili  Adoptif  drops  a  veil  over  his  face 
At  this  scandal ;  and  says  lamentably  that  there 
is  nothing  to  be  said.    As  for  Correspondence 
with  Sophie,  it  lay  in  Lenoir's  desk  forgotten ; 
hat  was  found  there  by  Manuel,  Procureur  of 
the  Commune  in  1792,  when  so  many  desks 
^w  open;  and  by  him  given  to  the  world.   A 
hook  which  fair  sensibility  (rather  in  a  private 
way)  loves  to  weep  over:  not  this  reviewer, 
to  any  considerable  extent ;  not  at  all  here,  in 
his  present  strait  ibr  room.    Good  love-letters 
of  their  kind  notwithstanding.     But  if  any 
thing  can  swell  farther  the  tears  of  fair  sensi- 
bility over  Mirabeau's  "  Correspondence  of  Vin- 
emne$"  it  must  be  this :  the  issue  it  ended  in. 
After  a  space  of  years   these    two   lovers, 
wrenched  asunder  in  Holland,  and  allowed  to 
eorresipond  that  they  might  not  poison  them- 
selves, met  again:   it  was  under  cloud   of 
night;  in  Sophie's  apartment,  in  the  country  ; 
Mirabeau,  **  disguised  as  a  porter,"  had  come 
thither  from   a  considerable  distance.    And 
they  flew  into  each   other's   arms ;   to  weep 
their  child  dead,  their  long  unspeakable  woes  ? 
^ot  at  all.    They  stood,  arms  stretched  ora- 
torically,  calling  one  another  to  account  for 
causes  of  jealousy ;  grew  always  louder,  arms 
set  apkimbo;  and  parted  quite  loud,  never  to 
meet  more  on  earth.     In  September,  1789, 
Mirabeau  had  risen  to  be  a  world's  wonder : 
and  Sophie,  far  from  him,  had  sunk  out  of  the 
world's  sight,  respected  only  in  the  little  town 
of  Gien.    On  the  9lh  night  of  September,  Mira- 
beau might  be  thundering  in  the  Versailles 
JSalie  de»  MenMS,  to  be  reported  of  all  Journals 
OD    the  morrow;    and  Sophie,  twice   disap- 
]K>inted  of  new  marriage,  the  sad-heroic  tem- 
per darkened  now  into  perfect  black,  was  re- 
clining, self-tied  to  her  sofa,  with  a  pan  of 
charcoal  burning  near;  to  die  as  the  unhappy 
die.    Said  we  not,  "the  course  of  true  love 
Dever  did  run  smooth  ?" 

However,  aAer  two-and-forty  months,  and 
negotiatioDB,  and  more  intercessions  than  in 


Catholic  countries  will  free  a  soul  out  of  pur- 
gatory, Mirabeau  is  once  more  delivered  from 
the  strong  place:  not  into  his  own  home, 
(home,  wife,  and  the  whole  Past  are  far  parted 
from  him;)  not  into  his  father's  home;  but 
forth ; — hurled  forth,  to  seek  his  fortune  Ish- 
mael-like  in  the  wide  hunting-field  of  the  world. 
Consider  him,  O  Reader;  thou  wilt  find  him 
very  notable.  A  disgraced  man,  not  a  broken 
one;  ruined  outwardly,  not  ruined  inwardly; 
not  yet,  for  there  is  no  ruining  of  him  on  that 
side.  Such  a  ^uoyancy  of  radical  fire  and 
fond  gaUlard  he  has ;  with  his  dignity  and 
vanity,  levity,  solidity,  with  his  virtues  and  his 
vices, — what  a  front  he  shows  !  You  would 
say,  he  bates  not  a  jot,  in  these  sad  circum- 
stances, of  what  he  claimed  from  Fortune,  but 
rather  enlarges  it:  his  proud  soul,  so  galled, 
deformed  by  manacles  and  bondage,  flings 
away  its  prisourgear,  bounds  forth  to  the  fight 
again,  as  if  victory,  aAer  all,  were  certain. 
Post-horses  to  Pontarlier  and  the  Besan9on 
Parlement;  that  that  "sentence  by  contu- 
macy" be  annulled,  and  the  Paper  Effigy  have 
its  Head  stuck  on  again!  The  wild  giant, 
said  to  be  **  absent  by  contumacy,"  sits  volun- 
tarily in  the  Pontarlier  Jail ;  thunders  in  plead- 
ings which  make  Parlementeers  quake,  and 
all  France  listen ;  and  the  Head  reunites  it- 
self to  the  Paper  Effigy  with  apologi'^s.  Mon- 
nier  and  the  De  Rufifeys  know  who  is  the  most 
impudent  man  alive :  the  world  with  astonish- 
ment, who  is  one  of  the  ablest.  Even  the  old 
Marquis  snuffles  approval,  though  with  quali- 
fication. Tough  old  Man,  he  has  lost  his  own 
world-famous  Lawsuit  and  other  lawsuits,  with 
ruinous  expenses;  has  seen  his  fortune  and 
projects  fail,  and  even  htlrei  de  cachet  turn  out 
not  always  satisfactory  or  sanatory;  where* 
fore  he  summons  his  children  about  him ;  and» 
really  in  a  very  serene  way,  declares  himself 
invalided,  fit  only  for  the  chimney-nook  now; 
to  sit  patching  his  old  mind  together  again, 
(a  reltouter  ga  tete,  a  it  recoudre  piece  d  piece :) 
advice  and  countenance  they,  the  deserving 
part  of  them,  shall  always  enjoy ;  but  lettrti  dt 
cachet,  or  other  the  like  benefit  and  guidance, 
not  any  more.  Right  so,  thou  best  of  old 
Marquises !  There  he  rests  then,  like  the  still 
evening  of  a  thundery  day ;  thunders  no  more; 
but  rays  forth  many  a  curiously-tinted  light- 
beam  and  remark  on  life ;  serene  to  the  last 
Among  Mirabeau's  small  catalogue  of  virtues, 
(very  small  of  formulary  and  conventional 
virtues,)  let  it  not  be  forgotten  tint  he  loved 
this  old  father  warmly  to  the  t^nd ;  and  forgave 
his  cruelties,  or  forgot  them  in  kind  interpre- 
tation of  them. 

For  the  Pontarlier  paper  effigy,  therefore,  it 
is  well :  and  yet  a  man  lives  not  comfortably 
without  money.  Ah,  were  one's  marriage  not 
disrupted ;  for  the  old  father-in-law  will  soon 
d  ie ;  those  rich  expectations  were  then  fruitions ! 
The  ablest,  not  the  most  shame-faced  man  in 
France,  is  oflf,  next  spring  (1783.)  to  Aix;  stir- 
ring Parlement  and  Heaven  and  Earth  there, 
to  have  his  wife  back.  How  he  worked ;  with 
what  nobleness  and  courage,  (according  to 
the  Filt  Adoptif;)  giant's  work!  The  sound 
of  him  is  spread  over  France  and  over  the 
world;  English  travellers  (high  foreign  lord- 
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•Um)  toniig  asiie  to  Aiz;  and  «iiuiItitiidM 
■■aend  •rea  on^lbe  roofs**  to  hepr  him*  the 
Coart*lioase  being  eramod  lo  bartti&gl  De- 
moethesic  fire  and  patkoe ;  peniteot  hoabaM 
calliBf  for  forgiTeneaa  and  rettiliitkm>-^ct 
$fm  y?wi  cfagm  4wtid  mtJtV*  r«n  fiirA  Hwoid 
Marquis  fkom  the  ohimaejr-Booh:  *a  ehatler- 
teelh  and  nadmanl*    The  vaild  and  Pailo- 


flrander^ven,  bat  1mad-buad»  lOotoi  m  fc 
Earth's  (in  Natare's)  own  rotflEs;  aad.vftfg 
tnmblo4Mt)atrate!  SotroeisitvhataaMl^ 
has  saids^One  eoold  Bot  wiafa  aif.fMii 
Mi  into  a  ikalt;  ywiiMlf,  oaen 
a.  finli^  or  «  orUpe  auMb  that'  fbe 
which ir in a»a»  lint  vSftMa  itiaKi 
of  ^tranpli  he  as  «  nam 


itthoofht  not  that;  knew  not  what  10  think,''  all  else  w  gone  from  himJ 


if  not  that  this  was  the  qnestionablest  aide  laan 
thejr  had  ever  heard;  and,  alas,  still  fartharr— 
that  his  eanse  was  wmUmMi.  No  wife  ihen ; 
and  noJBonejr !  Frsm  this  second  attack  on 
Foftnne,  Mirabean  retoms  foiled,  and  worse 
than  bdfore ;  resonreeless,  for  now  the  old 
Kaiqnis,  loo,  again  eyes  him  askance.  He 
met  hunt  IshmaeMike,  as  we  said.  Whatso- 
•?ar  of  wit  or  strsagth  he  has  within  hinudf 
will  stand  tme  to  hSn;  on  that  he  can  connt; 
VBfoftnnatelj  on  aUnost  nothing  bat  that 

lfinibaa«'s  lifo forthe neit  fire reaia, whidi 
6fMps  trooblbQs,  obscnre,  thnwgfa  sereral  of 
tkase  Bight  Vohmes,  win  probabiy,  ia  die 
One  light  Volnaie  which  tlm  hold  imprisoned, 
ba  delineated  brieOjr.  It  to  the  lonrdrawn 
fimetieal  immovement  of  the  sermon  already 
vnaehed  in  Rli4»  in  IC  ia  Joai,  in  Holland,  in 
Vlnoennes,  and  dsewheve.  A  giant  man  in 
the  flower  of  his  years,  fa  the  winter  of  his 
pfoapeet%  has  to  see  how  he  will  reconcile 
these  two  contfUdidions.  With  giant  eneigfes 
■nd  talents,  with  giani  Tirtues  even,  he,  hom- 
ing to  unfold  himself,  has  got  pat  into  his 
hands,  for  implements  and  means  to  do  it  with, 
disgrace,  contumely,  obstruction;  character 
derated  only  as  Haman  was ;  purse  foil  only 
of  debt-summonses;  household,  home,  and 
possessions,  as  it  were, sown  with  salt;  Ruin's 
plough-share  furrowing  too  deeply  himself  and 
all  that  was  his.  Under  these,  and  not  under 
other  conditions,  shall  this  man  now  live  and 
struggle.  Well  might  he  ^  weep"  long  after- 
wards, (though  not  given  to  the  melting  mood,) 
blinking  over,  with  Dumont,  how  his  life  had 
been  blasted,  by  himself,  by  others ;  and  was 
now  so  defaced  and  thunder-riven,  no  glory 
could  make  it  whole  again.  Truly,  as  we 
oAen  say,  a  weaker,  and  yet  very  strong  man, 
might  have  died, — by  hypochondria,  by  brandy, 
or  by  arsenic :  but  Mirabeau  did  not  die.  The 
world  is  not  his  friend,  nor  the  world's  law 
and  formula  1  It  will  be  his  enemy  then ;  his 
conqueror  and  master  not  altogether.  There 
are  strong  men  who  can,  in  case  of  necessity, 
make  way  with  formulas,  (humer  let  formules,) 
and  yet  find  a  habitation  behind  them :  these 
are  the  very  strong;  and  Mirabeau  was  of 
these.  The  world's  esteem  having  gone  quite 
against  him,  and  most  circles  of  society,  with 
their  codes  and  regulations,  pronouncing  little 
but  anathema  on  him,  he  is  nevertheless  not 
lost ;  he  does  not  sink  to  desperation  ;  not  to  dis- 
honesty, or  pusillanimity,  or  splenetic  aridity. 


Mirabeao,  through  diese  dim  ycanjian 
wandering  iWxm  plaee  to  pinee;  in 


Ctennan J,  Holland,  Englausd ;  fladiag  as  tm 
for  tfaa  sole  of  hia  Ibot  blaalifeofdS 
and  e^NMlientB,  •»  Jmr  it  jmtr.  ^nmmm 
in  hia  ^zpenaet,  thrilttesa,  awiaMuag  m% 
welter  of  debts  aBddiflcvMca;  ftrvUAk 
has  to  proTide^hr  larBo  iadnany;  bf  riA% 


Nowise!  In  spite  of  the  world,  he  is  a  living,      The  old  Marquis  sits  apart  in  the  chioMT* 


strong  man  there :  the  world  cannot  take  from 
hiiJHiis  ju8t  consciousness  of  himself^  his  warm 
open-hearted  feeling  towards  others;  there 
are  still  limits,  on  all  sides,  to  which  the  world 
and  the  devil  cannot  drive  him.    The  giant, 


we  say !    How  he  stands,  like  a  mountain ;  ]  quaintance  with  the  Realities  of  things  am 


he  has  a  pen  and  a  head;  and,  hapal^llr 
him,  "is  thedam'oA  oftfaeunpoaaibler  h$^ 
time  is  he  without  aoaae  M^**«ff  paqnlw 
other,  which  shall  warm  wd  iduaBMilr 
and  wide;  whidiloo  oHea  ^Masaa  oat 
teal;  which  ia  that  ease  lie  vepbcea 
news,  for  his  hope  iaiatthapatiolei  Bi^ 
pamnhleta  nnweariedlf  aa  a  aaiaaai, 
Oa  cAc  C^Min^g  sflftff  AMde,  and  Kaiser  Jomk 
Omtkt  OrAr  ^  CMdMMlHs  aad  Wi  ~ 
Ml  cWtf  CegiMri^  and  the  INamoad : 
Innotneiable  an  die  helpera  aad 
(respectable  ManviUoaa,  1 
whom  he  can  act  woriu^g  Ibr  him  ea^ 
matters;  it  is  a  gift  he  haa.  He  writss 
in  as  many  as  eight  Tolnmea^  whusfa  anfi^ 
periy  only  a  laiKcr.  kind  of  Plaaphlelb  lb 
has  polemics  with  Caron  Beannarckaii  m 
the  water-company  of  Paris ;  lean  CartNido* 
ing  sharp  arrows  into  him,  which  he  respoaft 
to  demoniacally,  **  flinging  hills  with  all  ihdr 
woods."  He  is  intimate  with  many  mea;  ka 
**  terrible  gift  of  familiarty,"  his  jojroos  coams* 
ship  and  faculty  of  pleasing,  do  not  fonske 
him :  but  it  is  a  questionable  intimacy,  grasied 
to  the  man*s  talents,  in  spite  of  his  chuiear: 
a  relation  which  the  prood  Kiquetti,  not  the 
humbler  that  he  is  poor  and  ruined,  coiretdr 
feels.  With  still  more  women  is  he  iatioiilB; 
girt  with  a  whole  system  of  intrigues,  in  tktf 
sort,  wherever  he  abide;  seldom  travelliB^ 
without  a — wife  (let  us  call  her)  engsged  bf 
the  year,  or  during  mutual  satisfactios.  Os 
this  large  department  of  Mirabeau*s  histtfj. 
what  can  you  say,  except  that  his  incontiscsot 
was  great,  enormous,  entirely  indefensible^ 
If  any  one  please  (which  we  do  not)  to  be  pr^ 
sent,  with  the  FiU  Jldoptif,  at  **the  dviofm,' 
and  posi-mortem  examination,  he  will  see  csnoss 
documents  on  this  head ;  and  to  what  deplki 
of  penalty  Nature,  in  her  just  self-viodicstios. 
can  sometimes  doom  men.  The  FiU  Jdtf^ 
is  very  sorry.  To  the  kind  called  unfortonstf- 
females,  it  would  seem,  nevertheless,  this  oi« 
fortunate-male  had  an  aversion  amoosti^ 
to  complete  no/o-/awgrrr. 


nook,  observant:  what  this  roaming,  unresnB|> 
rebellious  Titan  of  a  Count  may  ever  prorecif 
use  fori  If  it  be  not,  O  Marquis,  for  thr 
general  Overturn,  Culbmie  Ginarokf  He  is 
swallowing    Formulas;    getting   endless  a^ 
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ai«i:  in  andacity»  in  recklessness,  he  will  not, 
it  is  like,  be  wanting.  The  old  Marquis  rays 
om  carioas  observations  on  life; — yields  no 
•ffeetnal  assistance  of  money. 

Ministries  change  and  shiA;  bat  never,  in 
the  new  deal,  does  there  turn  up  a  fi^ood  card 
Hat  Mirabeao.  Necker  he  does  not  love,  nor 
is  love  lost  between  them.  Plausible  Galon ne 
hears  him  Sten tor-like  denouncing  stock-job- 
bing, {Denonciation  de  VJgioiagi :)  communes 
with  him,  corresponds  with  him ;  is  glad  to 

£rt  him  sent,  in  some  semi-ostensible  or  spy- 
plomatist  character,  to  Berlin ;  in  any  way 
to  have  him  sopped  and  quieted.  The  Great 
FMleric  was  still  on  the  scene,  though  now 
veiy  near  the  side-scenes :  the  wiry  thin  Drill- 
aerjeant  of  the  World,  and  the  broad  burly 
Matineer  of  the  World,  glanced  into  one  another 
with  amazement ;  the  one  making  entrance, 
die  other  making  exit  To  this  Berlin  busi- 
ness we  owe  pamphlets ;  we  owe  Corrttpond' 
«Ncn,  (**  surreptitiously  published" — with  con- 
sent;) we  owe  (brave  Major  Mauvillon  serving 
MB  hodman)  the  Monarchie  PruMnenntf  a  Pam- 
phlet in  some  eight  octavo  Volumes,  portions 
of  which  are  still  well  worth  reading. 

Generally,  on  first  making  personal  ac- 
qonintance  with  Mirabeau  as  a  writer  or 
speaker,  one  is  not  a  little  surprised.  Instead 
of  Irish  oratory,  with  tropes  and  declamatory 
fervid  feeling,  such  as  the  rumour  one  has 
heard  gives  prospect  of,  you  are  astonished  to 
meet  a  certain  hard  angular  distinctness,  a 
totally  unornamented  force  and  massiveness : 
clear  perspicuity,  strong  perspicacity,  convic- 
tion that  wishes  to  convince, — this  beyond  all 
things,  and  instead  of  all  things.  You  would 
say  the  primary  character  of  those  utterances, 
nay,  of  the  man  himself,  is  sincerity  and  in- 
siffht;  strength,  and  the  honest  use  of  strength. 
IVbich,  indeed,  it  is,  O  Reader!  Mirabeau's 
spiritual  gift  will  be  found  on  examination  to 
be  verily  an  honest  and  a  great  one;  far  the 
strongest,  best  practical  intellect  of  that  time ; 
entitled  to  rank  among  the  strong  of  all  times. 
These  books  of  his  ought  to  be  riddled,  like 
this  book  of  the  Fxh  Adoptif,  There  is  pre- 
cious matter  in  them ;  too  good  to  lie  hidden 
among  shot  rubbish.  Hear  this  man  on  any 
subject,  you  will  find  him  worth  considering. 
He  has  words  in  him,  rough  deliverances; 
such  as  men  do  not  forget.  As  thus :  *<  I  know 
but  three  ways  of  living  in  this  world:  by 
wages  for  work  ;  by  begging ;  thirdly,  by 
stealing,  (so  named,  or  not  so  named.)*'  Again : 
^  Malebranche  saw  all  things  in  God ;  and  M. 
Ifecker  see;>  all  things  in  Necker!"  There 
mre  nicknames  of  Mirabeau*s  worth  whole 
treatises.  "Grandison-Cromwell  Lafayette:'' 
write  a  volume  on  the  man,  as  many  volumes 
have  been  written,  and  try  to  say  more !  It  is 
the  best  likeness  yet  drawn  of  him, — by  a 
flourish  and  two  dots.  Of  such  inexpressible 
advantage  is  it  that  a  man  have  **  an  eye,  in- 
stead of  a  pair  of  spectacles  merely  ;*'  that, 
seeing  through  the  formulas  of  things,  and 
even  "  making  away*'  with  many  a  formula, 
he  sees  into  the  thing  itself,  and  so  know  it 
and  be  master  of  it ! 

As  the  years  roll  on,  and  that  portentous 
Alecade  of  the  Eighties  (or  "Era  of  Hope") 


draws  towards  completion,  and  it  becomes 
ever  more  evident  to  Mirabeau  that  great 
things  are  in  the  wind,  we  find  his  wanderings, 
as  it  were,  quicken.  Suddenly  emerging  out 
of  Night  and  Cimmeria,  he  dashes  down  on 
the  Paris  world,  time  after  time ;  flashes  into 
it  with  that  fire-glance  of  his;  discerns  that 
the  time  is  not  yet  come;  and  then  merges 
back  again.  Occasionally  his  pamphlets  pro- 
voke a  fulmination  and  order  of  arrest,  where- 
fore he  must  merge  the  faster.  Nay,  your 
Calonne  is  good  enough  to  signify  it  before- 
hand :  On  such  and  such  a  day  I  shall  order 
you  to  be  arrested;  pray  make  speed  there- 
fore. When  the  Notables  meet,  in  the  spring 
of  1787,  Mirabeau  spreads  his  pinions,  alights 
on  Paris  and  Versailles ;  it  seems  to  him  he 
ought  to  be  secretary  of  those  Notables.  No ! 
friend  Dupont  de  Nemours  gets  it:  the  time 
is  not  yet  come.  It  is  still  but  the  time  pf 
"Crispin-Catiline"  d'Esprum^nil,  and  other 
such  animal-magnetic  persons.  Nevertheless, 
the  Reverend  Talleyrand,  judicious  Dukes, 
liberal  noble  friends  not  a  few,  are  sure  that 
the  time  will  come.    Abide  thy  time. 

Hark!  On  the  27th  of  December,  1788,  here 
finally  is  the  long-expected  announcing  itself: 
royal  Proclamation  definitively  convoking  the 
States-General  for  May  next !  Need  we  ask 
whether  Mirabeau  bestirs  himself  now;  whe- 
ther or  not  he  is  off  to  Provence,  to  the  As- 
sembly of  Noblesse  there,  with  all  his  faculties 
screwed  to  the  sticking-place  1  One  strong 
dead-lift  pull,  thou  Titan ;  and  perhaps  thou 
carriest  it !  How  Mirabeau  wrestled  and 
strove  under  these  auspices;  speaking  and 
contending  all  day,  writing  pamphlets,  para- 
graphs, all  night;  also  sufl'eriiig  much, gather- 
ing his  wild  soul  together,  motionless  under 
reproaches,  under  drawn  swords  even,  lest  his 
enemies  throw  him  off  his  guard ;  how  he 
agitates  and  represses,  unerringly  dexterous, 
sleeplessly  unwearied,  and  is  a  "  demon  of  the 
impossible,"  let  all  readers  fancy.  With  "  a 
body  of  Noblesse  more  ignorant,  greedier, 
more  insolent  than  any  I  have  ever  seen,"  the 
Swallower  of  Formulas  was  like  to  have  rough 
work.  We  must  give  his  celebrated  flinging 
up  of  the  handful  of  dust,  when  they  drove 
him  out  by  overwhelming  majority : — 

"  What  have  I  done  that  was  so  criminal! 
I  have  wished  that  my  Order  were  wise  enough 
to  give  to-day  what  will  infallibly  be  wrested 
from  it  to-morrow ;  that  it  should  receive  the 
merits  and  glory  of  sanctioning  the  assemblage 
of  the  Three  Orders,  which  all  Provence  loudly 
demands.  This  is  the  crime  of  your  *  enemy 
of  peace!'  Or  rather  I  have  ventured  to  be- 
lieve that  the  people  might  be  in  the  right. 
Ah,  doubtless,  a  patrician  soiled  with  such  a 
thought  deserves  vengeance !  But  I  am  still 
guiltier  than  you  think ;  for  it  is  ray  belief  that 
the  people  which  complains  is  always  in  the 
right;  that  its  indefatigable  patience  invariably 
wails  the  uttermost  excesses  of  oppression, 
before  it  can  determine  on  resisting;  that  it 
never  resists  long  enough  to  obtain  complete 
redress ;  and  does  not  sufficiently  know  that  to 
strike  its  enemies  into  terror  and  submission, 
it  has  only  to  stand  still,  that  the  most  inno- 
cent as  the  most  invincible  of  all  powers  is 
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r'  of  rpfrisiAf:  U>  da.  I  believe  afler 
nt  A  the  memy  of  peace  ! 
r»  of  a  Odd  of  peace,  who 
nnd  noi  lo  curse,  and  yfl 
nnnlhema  on  me,  wilhimt 
cnlightcnioR  mc,  at  rea» 
«<Bff  wflkuii' !  Anil  you,  >  rricntJa  of  proc^' 
who  Maather  lo  ihtf  people,  with  all  vehe- 
»eM«  of  h«iir'l.  i)ie  (inc  defcD&r  it  bas  yet 
fimadiOM  or  Hi  "»t\  nuka;— «ho.  to  bring 
abMrt  «oaept\l,  ure  nilinc  capital  and  province 
*  Vith  plaeards  catculaieil  (o  arm  Ihe  rural  di». 
irlBII  agalBti  itie  towns  if  yoar  drrdf  did  not 
nfcM  ^Mr  wnlirgs; — who,  lo  prepare  nsfa 
fl(  eonol[itti<<Ti.  proieii  againM  Ihc  myal  Rr- 
nlalfan  fiu  conviikini;  Ihe  Stales-General, 
MoaoM  it  fl  !i  ri  IK  l1i</  people  as  many  ^lepu lies 
M  botk  Ibe  other  orderi,  and  against  all  thai 
AaeontagKaiKiual  As^iembly  shall  dn,  unlets 
iti  tmvi  Mdure  ih«  Iriumph  of  yoar  prelen- 
•lona,  AtWerniry  of  your  prii-ilegei!  Disin- 
Mrmtad'frk'iids  of  pescel  I  hare  appealed 
to  ffiBrbaWur.  and  tuoimon  you  lo  Mate  wbal 
Mui'imlwil  gf  mine  tikve  oOended  against 
oilW  Ika  KKpi'ct  we  owe  lo  the  royal  auihoriiy 
orto  Ao'Batiiin's  nehll  Nobles  of  Provence, 
Bnnpe  to  Htmiive  ■.  wpigh  well  your  anstrrr. 
Hen  of  Ood,  benare ;  God  bean;  you  I 

"AM  if  jroa  Jo  riril  answer,  bul  keep  litence, 
AiHiB(  ^panelves  up  in  ihe  ragne  declama- 


■mpttm  I 


■e  hulled  a 


e,  lb  en  allow  n 


"tk  ttt  ODumries,  in  all  timei,  arislocrats 
hm  teylklcably  persecuted  ihe  people's 
ftfMdi;  aad  if.  by  &ome  singalar  combinalioD 
odbmne,  dicie  chanced  lo  arise  sucb  a  one 
in  tfaeir  own  circle,  tl  wbj  be  above  all  whom 
(bey  struck  ai,  eae;"  to  inspire  wider  terror  by 
the  elevaiion  of  iheir  viciim.  Thus  perished 
the  last  of  the  Gracchi  by  ihe  bands  of  the 
patricians;  Viii,  being  etrarh  with  ilie  mortal 
■tab, he  flunp  ilu't  towards  Heaven,  and  called 
on  the  AvenL:>ii<'  Deities;  and  from  Ibis  doai 
»prang  Mariji',, — Marius  not  so  illustrious  for 
eztenDinatine  the  Uimbri  as  for  overtumitig 
in  Rome  the  tyranny  of  ibe  Noblesse !" 

There  goes  some  foolish  slory  of  Mirabeau 
having  now  oiiencdaclolb-shop  in  Marseille!, 
to  ingrariaie  hiin^elf  with  ihe  Third  Estate ; 
whereat  we  bnve  oden  laughed.  The  image 
of  Mirabeau  mea.'^uring  out  drapery  to  tnan- 
kind,  and  defiiy  snipping  at  tailors'  meaanres, 
ha*  someibio^  pleasant  for  Ihe  mind.  80,  that 
though  there  is  nnl  a  shadow  of  truth  in  this 
atoTj,  the  very  lie  may  justly  sustain  itself  for 
a  vhilc,  in  Ifae  character  of  lie.  Far  other- 
wise wat  the  reality  there;  "volunlary  guard 
of  a  hundred  men ;"  Provence  crowding  by 
Ihe  ten  thousand  rotuid  his  chariot  wheels; 
eiplosions  of  rejoicing  musketry,  heaven- 
rending  twciamalion ;  "people  paying  two 
lonis  for  &  place  at  Ibe  window!"  Hunger 
itself  (very  considerable  in  those  days)  he 
can  pacify  by  speech.  Violent  meal  mobs 
at  Marseilles  and  at  Aii,  unmanageable  by 
fire-arms  aod  governors,  he  smooths  down 
hy  the  word  of  hii  mouth :  Ibe  eovemor  soli- 
citing him,  tboQgh  nnloved.  ft  is  as  a  Rom.in 
Triumph,  and  more.  He  is  chosen  deputy  for 
two  places  i  has  to  dpclitie  Marseilles,  pnd 
boaoor  Aiz.    Let  his  enemies  look  and  won- 


der, and  sigh  forgotten  by  him.    PoTlIistia>' 
beau  Ult  the  career  at  la>>I  openn. 

At  last !  Iktes  nut  th^  benvvoteni  BmA^ 
though  He 

liitle  wiih  ihi^  foot  broflaet 
casef  Victory  is  always  "jo, 
of  such  a  man.  in  the  hour  when,  aftri  ivAl 
Hercules'  iiabaura,  he  <t0cs  finally  inuntkf 
Ho  long  he  Coughl  vitli  ihe  many-headed  oi 
t>(  Lemean  serpent^;  and.  panting.  wrEtllif 
avd  wrangwiih  it  fcr  life. or  death,— Arty b«t 
'.lerii  year* ;  and  now  he  has  it  uate  M 
he«f!  The  moumain  tops  Urt  scaled.  «' 
Msaled;  where  the  inao  climbed,  oa  ital| 
flinty  precipices,  slippery,  aliysmal;  in  dufc 
ne<>!.  seen  by  nn  kind  eye, — amid  the  iifi. 
of  dragons;  and  ihe  heart,  many  tiiim,  «^' 
like  to  fail  wtdiiit  him, in  his  lonelinesi.ialil 
eicireme  need:  yet  he  climbed,  and  diotc^ 
glaeing  his  foolsleps  in  his  blood;  aad  >^ 
behold,  Hyperion-like  he  has  sealed  iLudw 
the  summit  shakes  bi»  glittering  sbaRsnf  vsf 
What  a  scene  and  i>ear  kingdom  for  him;  dl 
bathed  in  auroral  mdiance  of  Hope;  b*> 
;ir?lching,  solemn,  joyfi^ ;  wbat  wild  Hc«- 
Dun'a  music,  from  the  depths  of  Nalnrc, piaW 
toning  through  the  soul  raised  snddenlya* 
of  strangling  death  into  victory  and  life!  tV 
very  bystander,  we  think,  might  wtep.  " 
this  Mirabeau,  tears  of  joy. 

Which,  alas,  will  become  tears  of  sartawt 
Fat  know,  O  Son  of  .\d8m.  (and  Son  af  t«- 
cifer.  with  that  accursed  ambitioD  of  ihia^ 
that  ihey  are  all  a  delusioD  and  piec  of  *>■ 
moDic  necromancy,  theseisame  suroni  i(M> 
dours,  cnchanlments  and  Memoon's  KB0! 
The  thing  thou  as  morlaJ  wantest  is  ei^iift' 
brium,  (whal  is  called  r/H  or  pratt,)  ihick, 
God  knows,  thou  wilt  never  gel  ».  Hii~ 
they  that  find  it  wtihi  '  -  1 


;wenly-thi 
solar  splendour  and 
beau  will  be  ashes ; 
Pantheon  of  great  m 
theon  of  conaidcrabli 


lonths 
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iflaKration,  this  Mit»- 
id  lie  opaque,  io  Ikt 
(or  say,  FreDeh-Psn- 
r  even  of  coosiderrt 
at  reit  nowhere,  sirt 
on  the  lap  of  his  mother  earth.  There  art  M 
whom  Ihe  gods.  10  their  bonoly,  give  ?J<*T- 
bat  far  onener  it  is  given  in  vrratb,  as  acont 
and  a  poison;  dislnrbing  Ibe  whole  iaotf 
health  and  industry  of  the  man ;  leadinj!  «•- 
ward  ihroogb  dizzy  staggering^  and  laraiUla 
Jigglngs. — towards  no  saint's  shrine.  Tmlf, 
if  Death  did  not  intervene  ;  or  still  mote  bip- 
pily,  if  Life  and  (he  Public  n-ere  not  a  Udct- 
head,  and  sudden  unreasonable  obliiioD  mt 
not  lo  follow  that  sudden  onreasonable  ^oTt 
and  beneficently,  (hough  most  painfully,  itaf 
it  down,— one  sees  not  whPt«  many  1  poor 
glorious  man,  still  more  many  a  poor  gli'noa 
woman,  (for  it  falls  barder  on  the  di.'iit- 
gui  shed-fern  ale.)  could  Terminate. — far  ihwl 
of  Bedlam. 

On  Ihe  4ih  day  of  May,  IT89,  Madame  dt 
Stael.  looking  from  a  window  iti  Ihe  nail 
street  of  Versailles,  amii)  an  assembled  nrii 
a'  the  Deputies  walked  in  procession  troo  If* 
chorch  of  Ndire-Dame  to  that  of  Samt  Lob^ 
to  hear  High  Mass,  and  be  uinslilalei  »»» 
Gatral,  »w  this :  "  Amoi^  tiwsa  JioOa  •*• 


MEHOntS  OF  MIRABEAU. 


I  been  depaied  lo  ih«  Third  Esiatr^  ibove 
Aers  Die  COmte  de  Mirabeftu.  The  opi- 
I  had  of  his  genius  was  siogularlf 
nied  by  the  few  eniertained  of  hii  ' 
kjPt  and  yet  il  was  Ihis  very  immoralily 
b  stnileued  Ihi  inQurnce  his  ash-nisliipg 
lo  secure  him.  You  c-uH  not 
Mk  long  m  thi^  mxn.  irhen  once  yon  had 
rd  him  :  his  immcase  black  head  of  hair 
l-fetinciii-liH  him  among  th^m  all ;  you  would 
have  !:\:-i  hh  force  di^pended  on  ivlihe  Ihai 
fl^'8B^l^■■lJT  his  face  borrowed  newnpressioi 
ftom  H^  very  ugliness;  his  whole  persoo  gari 
yoo  ihe  idea  of  an  iiregalar  power,  but  i 
lyipwer  luch  as  yoa  would  figure  in  a  Tribune 
.«C  the  People.  Minibeaa's  hisiory  ihrough 
'tbA  first  iwenty-lhree  months  of  ihe  Revolution 
AdJx  nol  f>  be  wriilea  here:  yel  it  is  we 
iPDfth  wniinE  soiDewhere.  The  Consiiiuei 
Assembly,  when  his  name  was  first  read  on 
l«ccived  It  with  murmars;  not  knowing  whi 
Utcj  murmured  ai!  This  honourable  meinbt 
lfc«lj'  were  murmuring  over  was  the  member 
of  «ll  membersj  Ibe  angnsl  CoasliluenI,  with- 
(Wl  hiiD,  were  no  Constituent  at  all.  Very 
MOtable,  truly,  is  his  procedure  in  this  seclioi 
0t  vorld-hislory :  by  far  Ihe  ootablesl  singh 
olctneni  there :  none  like  to  him,  or  second  u 
hte-  Once  he  is  seen  visibly  to  have  saved. 
■■  with  his  own  force,  the  eiislen 
dnsliiueni  Assembly;  to  have  turned  the 
W^le  tide  of  things  :  in  one  of  those 
Vbich  are  cardinal ;  decisive  for  i 
Tbe  royal  Iteclarslion  of  the  Tienly-ihird  of 
Jh^i*  is  promulgated:  Ihere  is  military  force 
■MHigh;  ihrre  is  Ihen  Ihe  king's  express  order 
■»  disperte.  (o  meet  as  separate  Third  Esia 
on  liie  morrow.  Baslillea  and  scaffolds  nii 
tolbe  penally  for  disobeying,  Mirabeau  di 
dteys;  liDs  his  voice  to  encourage  others,  i 

EILid.  panic-ilricken.  to  disobey.  Supreii 
ber  De  %xiit:  enters,  with  the  king's  i 
Mmed  order  lo  depan.  "  Messieurs,"  said  De 
Brizi.  "you  heard  ihe  kin^s  orJer!"  The 
ewmllowrr  of  Formulas  bellows  out  ihese 
words,  that  have  become  mcmornble  :  "Yet, 
■ionsieur.  we  heard  what  Ihe  hin^  was  advised 
M  say :  and  yon,  who  cannot  be  inierpreter  of 
Us  meaning  to  the  Slales-Oeneral ;  you,  who 
tiawe  neither  vote  nor  seat,  nor  rif-ht  of  speech 
here,  you  are  not  Ihe  man  lo  remmd  us  of  ii. 
OiH  Momieur,  leJI  ihoie  who  teni  yon  ihat  we 
arc  here  by  will  of  ihe  Nation  \  and  ihai  no- 
diing  but  the  force  of  bayonets  can  drive  us 
hence  r  And  poor  De  Dreze  vanishes, — 
back  foremost,  the  Ttit  Mi-pttf  says. 

But  ihis,  cardinal  momeni  though  it  be.  is 
periiaps  inlrinsically  among  his  smaller  feats. 
h  general,  we  would  sav  once  more  with  em- 
phasis, He  haa-Immd  lou/a  In  fonrniU:"  He 
f/ota  through  ihe  Reroluiion  like  a  inbslance 
■nil  a  force,  nol  like  a  fonnnla  of  one.  White 
innnmerable  barren  Sifye'^sand  Consiituiion- 
pedaeis  are  building,  with  such  faammehng 
and  iToweling,  Iheir  august  paper  conililution, 
(which  endured  eleven  months,)  this  man 
|M>lia  not  ■!  cobwebs  and  Sadal-<'onlrarli,  but 
M  Itings  and  men ;  discerning  what  is  to  be 
donci — proceeding  straight  lo  do  iL  He  shi- 
VMn  Mil  Uther  De  Brez^  back  foremost,  when 
'■  the  problem.    "Marie  Anloinelle   is 


charmed  with  him,"  whan  il  comes  U  AsL 
He  is  the  man  of  ihe  R«voIulioD.  while  he 
lives;  king  of  ii;  and  only  with  life,  at  we 
cQtnpuie.  would  hive  quiiied  his  hiuKshin  of 
II.  Alone  of  all  it.e=e  Twelve  Hundred,  ifcere 
is  in  bim  Ihe  faculty  of  a.kin(r.  For.  indeed, 
have  we  not  seen  how  assiduously  DesiiD)' 
hiJ  shaped  htm  all  alnns;,  as  with  kn  eipres» 
eye  in  Ihe  work  now  iq  hand  ?  0  ctabbod  old 
Friend  of  Men,  whilst  ibou  wen  bolting  Ifaia 
man  inio  l;lr<  of  Rfae,  Casiles  of  If,  and  min- 
ing htm  so  sharply  lo  be  liv^'elf.  nol  hmte\ft~ 
how  liiile  kneweii  thon  n-Adi  tfaon  wen  doingl 
Lei  ns  add,  that  the  brave  old  Marquis  lived 
10  see  hia  son's  victory  over  Pale  and  umi, 
and  rejoiced  in  ii ;  and  rebuked  Barrel  Mira- 
beau  for  conirovenmg  such  a  Brother  Gabriel. 
Id  the  invalid  cbimney-nook  at  Argenienil, 
near  Paris,  he  sat  raying  ool  eonous  ohserva. 
tions  lo  ihe  lasl;  and  died  three  days  befoce  ' 
tbe  Bastille  fell,  precisely  when  the  Cieib^t 
GtnJrali  was  bursting  out. 

Bui  finally,  ihe  twenty-three  allotted  monthf 
are  over.  Madame  de  8'ufl,on  the  4ib  of  May, 
1789,  saw  the  Roman  Tribune  of  the  People, 
and  Samson  with  hii  long  black  hair:  and  on 
the  4ih  of  April,  IT9I.  there  is  a  Funeral  Pro- 
cession extending  fourmiles:  king's minisiert, 
senators,  national  guards,  and  all  Paris, — 
torchlight,  wail  of  trombones  and  music,  and 
the  tears  of  men ;  mourning  of  a  whole  people, 
— such  mourning  as  no  modem  people  ever 
saw  far  one  man.  This  Mirabeau's  work  then 
IS  done.  He  sleeps  with  ihe  primeval  giaott. 
He  has  gone  over  lo  the  majonly:  Jbat  aa 

In  Ibe  way  of  eulogy  and  dyslogy,  and  Slim- 
ming up  of  character,  there  many  duublless  be 
a  great  many  things  set  fonh  concerning  thia 
Mirabean ;  as  already  there  has  been  mnob 
discussion  and  arguing  about  him.  heller  and 
worse:  which  is  prvper  surely;  as  about  all 
manner  of  new  things,  were  Ihey  much  leas 
questionable  than  this  new  gianl  is.  Tbe  pre* 
sent  reviewer,  meanwhile,  finds  it  suiubler  lo 
restrict  himself  and  his  eihausled  readers  lo 
the  three  following  moral  reDeciions. 

Moral  reBection/r«, — that,  in  these  centnries 
len  are  not  bom  demi-gods  and  perfect  cha> 
iciers,bui  impeffect  onevandmere  blamable 
ten,  iiamely,environed  witb  such  shorl-com- 
ig  and  confuEion  of  Iheir  own,  and  Ihen  wilh 
snch  adsciiiiioQs  scandal  and  misjadgmenl, 
;ot  in  the  work  they  did,]  that  ihey  resemble 
S3  demi-gods  than  a  sort  of  gud.<leKiU, — very 
iperfecl  characters  indeed-  The  dcau-fod 
rangement  were  ihe  one  which,  ai  fim  aacK 
is  reviewer  might  be  inclined  to  prefer. 
Moral  reflection  itvik/,— however,  ibst  faa> 
bably  men  were  never  b">m  derai-gnb  m  mf 
itury,  but  precisely  god-devtli  aa  •«  aM) 
lain  of  whom  do  become  a  ktad  eJ  tim^ 
gods !  How  many  are  Ihe  meB.aoc  «i 
idged,  calumniated  tmlr.  bM  i 
ified,  hung  on  gibbeta^— mM  m  ki  d  Sn^ 
.  hul  as  devils  p 


thetei*  grown  to  Men  r 
respeclahlcl  Por  ibe 
they,  which  waa  no*  a«T 
piecemeal;  aad  hec»«« 
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«aafiued»badaw,>DdD(Mbii]g;th«ihin;,vhich 
«M  Ikrf .  remains.  Deprnd  aa  il,  Utrmodltas 
•ail  Anslofriton.  as  dor  a;  die]'  aovr  took. 
kad  iltegal  p1oUiD|:!..coiicIat-n  «i  ilw  Jieobmi' 
Cturch  (aif  Alhcn^) :  and  vrry  iaiemptrale 
tfaingx  WCTP  ipokra.  and  also  ifea'e-  Thos  loo, 
Ibnai  Brmai  and  ibe  elder  Junias,  are  ibrj 
Bol  palpable  Hemes  7  Their  praiiie  is  in  all 
DrbtUnf  SoeiFdei;  bui  didsi  ihnu  reail  whar 
the  Mcra in g  Papers  said  ofihose  transacuoDs 
of  theirs,  [he  week  after  1  ^'ay.  OM  Noll. 
vboM  Uracs  were  dag  op  and  hong  in  chains, 
fcere  al  home,  as  Uie  just  emblem  of  himself 
■fid  hji  deserts,  (the  offal  of  Creation,  al  thai 
time,)  has  not  h«  loo  got  lo  b«  a  very  respect' 


able  grim  broazie-ttgnre, 
a  ccDlmy  and  hair  aiom 
utemi  proQiJ  raiher  IImb 
Mvral  lelteclioa  ijan',  i 
thou  Dor  we,  good.  Reader,  V 
the  nakii^  of  this  Mirabraa  i- 
but  we  had  obj^cwd-  >"  <w  ^ 
was  (be  fpptr  Powers  ilut  n 

not  oiberwiH !  To  endeaw 
a  Jitg*  wlMI  otaBnerof  Mirdj 
raighl  'bei  Ibis  wp,  accordip 
have  done;  and  therefore  da 
satlsbciion.  lake  farewell 
bim  to  lareMS  he  c«d. 


PAELIAMENTAEY  HISTORY  OF  THE  H 
EEVOLUTION.- 

[Loudon  and  Webthinsteb  REriiw,  I83T.] 


It  appears  lo  be,  if  not  staled  in  words,  yet 
tacilly  fell   and  underslood  everywhere,  that 

the  evenl  of  these  modern  ages  is  Ihe  French 
Revoluiion.  A  hu^e  explosion  burstine  ihroDgh 
all  foriDolas  and  cuitoms;  confounding  into 
wreck  and  chaos  the  ordered  arrsngemenls  of 
earlhiy  life ;  blotting  out,  one  may  say,  Ihe 
very  firmament  and  skyey  load-stars, — though 
only  for  a  season.  Once  in  the  Gfleeu  hundred 
jeara  such  a  thing  was  ordained  lo  come.  To 
ihoie  who  stood  present  in  the  actual  midM 
of  that  smoke  and  thunder,  the  eOect  might 
well  be  loo  violent:  blinding  and  deafening, 
into  confused  eiasperaiion.  almoit  into  mad- 
ness. These on-lookers  have  played  their  part, 
were  it  wilh  the  printing-press  or  with  Ihe 
bsttle-cannon,  and  are  departed :  their  work, 
such  as  il  was,  remaining  behind  ihem; — 
where  Ihe  FrencU  Revolution  also  remains. 
And  now,  for  us  who  have  receded  to  the  di^- 
tenee  of  same  half-century,  the  explosion  be- 
«omes  a  thing  visible,  aurveyable:  we  see  its 
flame  and  sulphur-smoke  blend  with  the  clear 
ur,  (far  tmdir  ihe  stars ;)  and  hear  its  uproar 
ts  part  of  the  sick  noise  of  life,— loud  in ' 
ret  imbosomed  too,  as  all  noise  is,  in  tti 
finite  of  silence.  It  is  an  event  which  ci 
looked  on;  which  may  still  be  execrated 


be  celebrated  and  psalmod 
.were  better  now  to  begin 
Beally  ihere  are  ionumervble 
ought  to  know  this  same  Pren, 
it  was:  of  which  reasons  (i 
fVom  that  of  "Philnsophf  tese 
forth)  is  there  o 


Fo^lat  Sooliilu,  mpiMlj  t»  iku  of  tl 
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■  ryi 


know  It!  Considering  the 
ailer,  oue  maj  perhaps  reu 
nee  the  time  or  the  Crassdea 
DO  chapter  of  history  lo  v 

Slated   or   not,  we   n^,  ihj 

citly  admilled,  and    acted 
days  everywhere  yon  find  it 


press 


r  the  V 


lisiiiry  on  history  of  the 
tion.  In  France  il  would  all 
the  young  author  ielt  that  he 
his  proof-shot,  and  evidence  o 
accordingly  (hey  do  Sre  off  i 
Hiitoirtt,  JiHalit,  Fatttt,  (to 
Hisioncal  Novels,  GH  Blon 
nuvn,  GrangfannrM,)  in  rapid 
or  without  effect.  Al  all  en 
to  look  upon :  cnrioos  to  codIi 
of  the  same  fact  by  the  men  a 
and  position  wilh  the  pictar 
men  of  ihe  last  From  Bar 
Desndoards  to  Thiers  and  M 
distance!  Each  individual  t 
nomenon  accordinf>  to  his  ow 
to  the  stnicinre  of  bis  optic 
consciously,  some  poor  erotc 
several  things;  nnconscioas 
of  himself  al  IcasL  And  ih»J 
lart.  subsists   there,  alfa 
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Hatory,  i 


I  ten  volumes  fcolscap- 
e  remember  rightly,  oii« 
:  aad  Ibal  to  a  book,  not  ihe  pB^e  or 
<3iBpiFr  of  a  book.  It  has,  for  ifa^^e  la^^t  (evtn 
or  ciglii  vE.irs,  a  wide  or  even  high  repuii- 
uoii;  ivliich  latter  it  is  as  lar  as  postiblc  from 
nieriLini?.  A  snperficial  air  of  order,  of  ciear- 
ne»ii  calm  candoor,  is  spread  over  the  work; 
bgi  inwurdly.ii  is  waste,  inorganic:  uo  human 
bead   that   honestly   tries   can    coneeive    the 

.  qaaintatice  undertook,  by  way  ot  bet.  to  find 
tbor  ertors  per  hour  in  Thiers:  he  won  aiopiy 
OB  Ihe  first  (rial  or  two.*  And  yet.  readers 
(we  must  addUaking  all  this  along  vith  Ihem, 
nay  peruse  Thiers  with  comrort  in  certain 
etnn  ID  stances,  ■  ay,  even  with  profit;  Tor  be 
is  a  brisk  roan  of  his  son;  and  does  tell  yon 
Bach,  if  you  knew  nothing. 

Miguel's,  again,  is  a  much  more  honestly 


virtually  fallen,  i 


Aetory  c 


;  aboa 


lenlly  u 


1  fat 


I   volames 
1  and   inveGligation 
than  Thiers's  wn :  theirdegree  of  preferabiliiy 
4herefore  is  very  high;  for  il  h      ' 
"Call  a  book  diffuse,  and  you 
.....  ,|.  (^„]j  no,  jinij  [he  rifrhl 


laid  n 


irroog  ones;  did  not  hit  the  tiail  on  the  head, 
only  smote  and  bungled  aboiii  it  and  about  it." 
Mignet's  book  has  a  compactness,  a  rigour,  as 
if  rivetied  with  iron  rods:  thtB  also  is  an  image 
«f  what  syinineiry  it  has;— symmetry,  if 
«f  a  living  earth-born  Tree,  yet  of  a  firm  w 
Manufactured  Gridiron.     Without  life,  w 
If  verdnre:  that  is  to  say,  Migi 


s  heartily  f 


Ilis 


too  happy 


iavi»g 

also  to 

study 

his  philo 

ophical  reflec- 

«fi«e 

how  he 
e  abstr: 

Jingle 

s  and  run 

and  dead 

bles  a  quantity 
logical  formu. 

tea,  aod  calls  it  Thinking-,- 

Urs.  till  he  judges  there  may  be  enough  ;  il 
''t^pnn  again  narrating.  As  thus : — 
■Bft^The  ConstilutioD  of  1791  was  made 
^Hnb  principles  as  had  resulted  from  Ihe  idi 
^Etitte  silnalion  of  France.  It  was  the  wi 
^Btbe  middle  class,  which  chanced  to  be  the 
PWRMSesl  then;  for.  as  is  well  knowi 
nVBT  force  has  the  lead  will  fashion  II 

tUkiDs  according  to  its  own  aims.    Now  this 

Ame,  when  it  belongs  lo  one,  is  despotism 
0  several,  il  is  privilege;  when  "      "  " 


i«  right:  whi. 


1  latter ! 


s  begion 


which   i 


the   B 


France  h 


5  through 
I,  which 


tloD ;  mid  then  through  absoli 
tte  monarchic  one. 

-The  work  of  the   Conslltoent   Assembly 
jMruhed  not  so  much  by  its  own  defecis 
f'Ac  assaults  of  factions.    Standing  bei 
~'|K  aristocracy  and  Ihe  multitude,  it  was  at- 
1  by  the  former,  and  stormed  and  won 

■kil  u4  (iMn  '  Bnnu  Bniiak  look  jrinn  db  ihs  Wta 
Vtt  nna  nxHillk  <l«tti  or  quIH!  >  dilT'iFnt  ironih.  not 

iiM,  am  BHt  10  lh«  uncil    'D'Eapninenll,  ■ 

CoohhUiii'  (oT  fOnj  and  odd  i)  *  Dvpui,  ■  jroiuf 


by  Ihe  latter.  The  maUitnde  would  t 
have  become  supreme,  had  not  civil  war  and 
the  coaliiioD  of  foreign  stales  rendered  its  in- 
tervenlion  and  help  indispensable.  To  defend 
the  country  ijie  multitude  required  to  have  the 
govemiog  of  if;  thereupon  (aJni)  it  made  iff 
.as  Ihe  middle  elas$  had  made  its. 
The  multitude  too  had  its  ffuritcnlh  o/  /k/j, 
which  was  the  Tr-nlltef  Juguit ;  iis  ConstitH- 

il,  which  was  Ihe  Convention;  its  Govern- 

enl,  which  was  the  Committee  of  Salni  Pub- 
;  but,  as  we  shall  see,"  &C.      (Chap,  iv., 

il.I.,p,  271.) 

Or  thus ;  for  there  is  the  like  al  ihe  end  of 

S  chapter; — 
111  royalty  ha 
Tenth  of  Augusl;  that  , 
'  in  of  the  multiluile  against  Ihe  middle  class 
id  consliniiional  throne,  as  the  Fourleenib 
of  July  had  been  the  insurrection  of  the  mid- 
dle classes  againsi  the  privileged  classes  and 
absolute  throne.  The  Tenth  of  August 
witnessed  Ihe  commencement  of  the  dictato- 
rial and  arbitrary  epoch  of  the  Revolution. 
Circumslancea  becoming  more  and  more  difB- 
cnit,  there  arose  a  vast  war,  which  required 
increased  energy;  and  this  energy,  unregu- 
lated, inasmuch  as  it  was  popular,  rendered 
Ihe  sway  of  the  lower  class  an  unquiet,  oppres- 
sive, and  cruel  sway."  "It  was  not  any  way 
possible  thai  ibe  Bmretoiiic,  (middle  class,) 
which  had  been  strong  enough  lo  slrike  down 
the  old  govemmenl  and  the  privileged  claases, 
hul  which  had  taken  to  repose  after  this  vic- 
lory.  could  repulse  ih«  Emigration  and  united 
Europe.  There  was  needed  for  that  a  new 
shock,  a  new  faith ;  there  was  needed  for  thai 
a  new  Class,  numerous  ardent,  not  yet  fa- 
tigued, and  which  loved  its  Tenth  of  August, 
aslhe  Burgherhood  loved  ils  Fonrieenih  of," 
4c.,  Ac.    (Ch.  v.,  vol.  I.,  p.  371.) 

Bo  uncommonly  livtly  arc  these  Abslraclions 
(at  boiiom  only  occurrences,  »imiliiudes,days 
of  the  months,  and  such  like)  as  rumble  here 
in  Ihe  historical  head !  Abstractions  really 
of  the  most  lively,  insurrectionary  character; 
nay,  which  produce  offspring,  and  indeed  are 
oftenest  parricidally  devoured  thereby :  such 
is  the  jingling  and  rumbling  which  calls  itself 
Thinking.  Nearly  so,  Ihough  with  greater 
effect,  might  algebraical  x's  go  rumbling  in 
some  Pascal's  or  Babbage's  mill.  Ju't  so,in- 
deed,  do  the  Kalmuck  people  pray :  quantitie* 
of  written  prayers  are  pul  in  some  rotary  pip- 
kin or  calabash,  (hung  on  a  tree,  or  going  lite 
Ihe  small  barrel-chum  of  agriculiural  dis- 
tricts ;)  this  the  devotee  has  only  lo  whirl  and 
chum;  so  long  as  he  whirls,  it  is  prayeri 
when  he  ceases  whirling,  ihe  prayer  is  done. 
Alas!  this  is  a  sore  error,  very  generally. 
among  French  thinkers  of  the  present  lime. 
One  ought  to  add  that  Mignet  takes  his  place 
at  the  head  of  that  broiherhoodof  his;  that  his 
little  book,  thongh  abounding  loo  in  errors  of 
dclBil,  belter  deserves  what  place  il  has  than 
any  other  of  recent  date. 

The  older  Desodoards,  Barruels,  Lacreleltes, 
and  such  like,  exifU  bul  will  hardly  profit 
much.  Touloti^eon.  a  man  of  talenl  and  in 
tegrily.  is  very  vague;  often  incorrect  for  an 
eyewitness:  his  military  details  used  to  be 


SU 


J 
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TecVoned  raloibtc;  boi.  «e  suppose,  Jumioi 
bM  eclifMtil  ihrm  now.  The  AbW  Munt- 
gttlUnl  has  shrewdnen,  rteci^inn,  in^ighi ; 
ibotiadt  in  llDfcdalc^  stiange  facts  and  re- 
portt-of  fteu  :  his  bonk,  being  wnuen  in  ihc 
form  or  Jumalt,  i*  cunvFDieoi  for  coomliing. 
For  Ibe  rest,  he  is  acrid,  eiaggeraied.  occa- 
tiontllj  aliiignher  perverse ;  «nc],  viih  hn 
h»W  and  hi*  K^treds,  falls  in  la  the  ^imiige~l 
IwllticiaMioa ;— as,  for  «amplc,  when  he  , 
eoot^  records  4hat  "  M«d»nie  de  Siaf  1.  Neck- ' 
eHa  ilaughtcc,  was  seen  (<m  <■•!)  disiribiiiing 
.  brand}' lo  the  Gurdn  frnnpi'if'  in  iheir  bar- 
'rack*;**  (hat  D'Orleam  Egaliie  bad  "apairor  | 
■un-skin  breeches,"  —  leather  breeches,  of 
human  skia,  such  as  Ihey  did  prepare  in  ibe 
tannery  of  Meudeo.  but  '*»  fufr fitr  O'Orieans. 
llie  history  by  Jlinj:  Amii  it  L<UtU  (if  the 
reader  secure lh«  originai edilion)  is..parliaps, 
worth  all  the  oibers,  and  offers  (at  iokst  till 
17aa,  after  which  il  becomrs  contralsivf.  semi- 
fatuoat,  in  Ihe  remainitig  dozen  volames)  ihe 
be*<,  corrccie«i,  mail  piciuresque  narratire 
yel  pDblished.  Il  is  very  correct,  very  pic- 
taresque)  wants  only /urF-iW''tn><ifr,  shadow, 
and  compression;  a  work  of  decided  meril: 
the  anlbors  of  il,  wfaal  is  singular,  appear  uoi 
lo  be  known. 

Finatly,  onr  Eoglish  histories  do  likewise 
abound:  copioas  if  noi  in  facls, yei  in  reflec- 
tions on  facts.  They  will  prove  lo  ibe  most 
increditloos  that  this  French  ReTolmion  was, 
■s  Ghamfart  said,  no  "rose-waier  Revolu- 
tion;" that  the  aniversal  insurrectionary  a b- 
rf^ation  of  law  and  casiom  was  luanaped  in  a 
aosi  unlawful,  oncustomary  manner.  He  who 
wishes  to  know  how  a  solid  fuiiDi  rrAuiarwa, 
sp«culaiiug  over  his  port  aJler  dinner,  inier- 
preti  ibe  phenomena  of  contemporary  univer- 
aal  history,  may  look  in  these  books:  he  who 
does  not  wish  that,  need  not  look. 

On  the  whole,  aHer  all  ihese  writings  and 

f<rlniin|;s,  Ihe  weight  of  which  woald  sink  an 
ndiaman.  there  are,  perhaps,  only  some  three 
publications  hitherto  thai  can  be  considered 
as  forwarding  essentially  a  right  knowledge 
of  this  mailer.  The  pri  of  Ihese  is  Ihe 
"  Analyse  du  Monileur,"  (complete  eiposilory 
lodei,  and  Syllabus  of  ihe  Momieur  news- 
paper from  178B  lo  1799;)  a  work  carrying 
Its  significance  in  its  title; — provided  it  be 
ftUhfully  eiecQled ;  which  il  is  well  known  lo 
be._  Along  with  ihis  we  may  mention  the 
•cries  of  poriraits,  a  hundred  in  number,  pub- 
liahed  with  ibe  original  edition  of  il:  many 
of  Ihem  understood  to  be  accurate  likenesses. 
The  natural  face  of  a  man  is  oAen  worth  more 
than  several  biographies  of  him,  a^  biogra- 

Shies  are  written.  These  hundred  portraits 
ave  been  copied  iaio  a  book  called  "Scdnes 
de  la  Revolution,"  {which  contains  other  pic- 
lures,  of  small  value,  and  some  not  useless 
Wriling  by  Chamfort;)  and  are  often  lo  be 
found  in  libraries.  A  repubhcalion  of  Vernet's 
Caricainres*  would  be  a  most  acceptable  ser- 
vice, bul  has  noi  been  thought  of  hilherlo. 
The  H«W  tmtk  to  be  counted  here  is  Ihe 
"Choii  des  Rapports,  Opinions,  ei  Disconrs." 
in  some  twenty  volumes,  with  an  eiccllenl 

•  ae>Hercler'>N«iirwu  ruU,TBl.  It.  p.  1M. 


index:  parliamecil*)7  • 
are  fnroisheii  ta  abt  ' 
tralion  oC  all   ihat  1 

TArrdiy.  we  bi 
Memoirs."   ei 
above  a  bondM 
douin.  Edm 
doD»  [h«iT  ui 

reclllkalinns. »  ,  ,  -, 
Lonvei, Rioufli>,  ttM  ihe  I«rtt4l 
moiri  on  ihe  JVisons"  are  tfefl 
pieces.  Tbu  Baudouin  C^j 
joiDS  iiseir  to  thkl  «f  Prtitoi,  adj 
And  uon-  a  ybiir4&  work^fl 
:  the  train  of  these,  and  deser^ 

I  mentaire"  of  Messieurs  Bm 
The  authors  are  men  of  abfl 
Buchei,  if  we  misiahe  not.  is 
practises  medicine  with  acce| 
known  as  an  essavist  and  j 
once  listened  a  liltle  to  Sain 
was  before  Saint  Simoniam  i 
religion,"  and  vanished  Id  Be 
understood  there  is  a  jcertai 
military  genllemaa  in  Paris,  w 
of  years  has  amassed  the  m 
collection  of  revolDtionary  wa. 
phleti,  newspapers,  even  sheei 
ephemeral  printings  and  pai 
ihe  day  brought  them  forth,  li 
end.*  Inio  this  warehouse  (i 
ner  of  other  reposiloriei)  I 
and  Rom  have  happily  fou 
"  Hisloire  Parlementaire"  \s\ 
labours  ihere.  A  number  ( 
volume)  is  published  every 
have  Ihe  first  twenly-two  voli 
which  bring  duwn  the  aarral 
ITS3:  there  must  be  sereral 
out,  which  we  have  dm  yel  ! 
a  judicioQs  compilalioa  with  ' 
PBrliamentary  Debates, in  siun 
the  occasion  warrants  ii)  give 
is  by  no  mean^  Ihe  most  iiite 
Ihe  maiieV-  we  have  excerpb 
of  all  imaf|;inB.ile  sons;  of 
pamphleis,  of  Seciionary  ani 
cords,  of  the  Jacobins'  club, 
nals  nay,  of  placard*  and  e 
livelier  emblem  of  Ihe  lime,  in 
ment  and  tumult,  cuuld  be  j 
editors  connect  these  fragment 
such  as  are  needful;  so  that  a 
unprepared  lo  the  work  can 
be  is  about.  Their  expositi< 
testify,  are  handsomely  daon 
apart  from  the.'e,  the  eicera"" 
the  valuable  ihing.     The  a 
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oec  mnn  eiiket  <mii  for '.  TobbUb  uid  pcniaee  «i 
■■■,  or  B*Be  some  iKb«c.'  '  Wdl,  thf  n,  Dune  compass,  a  ■■  Li/«  «af 
AmBj,  nri  do  ■■  jparstlL'  '  Camillc     Wc  (nek  4 

'  At  k^flk  cbr  Ekcion  aerml  W  proceed  to '  illasinhre  of  hua  a 
Myi III.  PmIw  vu  aeatn  bron^i  in.  He,  m :  ihry  relair  m  thi 
ft«i  ■i»ii  pan  of  ^  croird  joion]  banils,  and ,  ( 1799,)  wbm  ibp  v 

(tMHwJ  ■  rhiin^rviiiil  i  iirt    itri|i.  in  il 1     The  Palaii   Rojal  a 

0«or«b>chk  MB  FMeived.   At  this  moiDEnt ,  hstE  been  boty  od  I  _^ 

■L  Lab  jntr  rune  in;  wrniand  took  his  place  ^  TanendalJ's  prapoul  o<aB«| 
al  the  board  uiodc  ibr  etcclors.  ami  ihen  ad-  .  "  Wax  the  Palais  Horal  i* 
4rEU«d  lolfae  people  a  dijciiorse.  of  which  ihe  '  Camille,  "  lo  crj  ami  ^ailaX 
AnAi  An  and  the  Recordsof  iheToinchal),  IkDuw  ifaal  the  Palais  Ko^ 
the  (»o  Bathoniies  me  boriD'rr  from  here,  gire '  Kirangely  miscdlanMios :  r*~~™ 
Mtritut  reporu."  I  qi 

l>a&frtie'«  Epeech,  according  lo  both  ver-   n 


j>  ihe  effrct  Ihal  FoatoD  ii  guitly :  I 
Aat  he  donbUess  has  accompUcei) ;   ihal 
KM  b«  (alen  to  the  Abbaye  pri^oti.  and 
mtigated  there    "  Vrs,  yes,  lo  prison '.     I 
wilb  bim,  off!"  cried  the  crowd.    The  Cnu 
Ah  add  another  not  losigniiicaJit  circam 
nance,  thai  poor  FobIoo  himself,  hearing  ihi! 
con  elusion    of   Lafajeltr's.    clapped    hands 
whcrrupon  the  croa-d  said,  "  8ee !   ihej  an 
both  ill  a  storf!"    Our  ediion  continue  and 
Conclade : — 

"  At  this  mmneui  then  ro»e  a  great  clamoar 
in  the  square.  '  It  is  Ihe  Palais  RayaJ  coming.' 
•aid  one;  ■  [l  is  ibe  Faubourg  Saint  Anioine.' 
■aid  another.  Then  a  well  dressed  person 
(liantBU  Inm  ml)  advanced  luwnrds  ihe  board. 
and  said. '  IW:  tvui  ntajvt:  :  what 
judging  a  man  who  has  been  judged  ihese  ihiny 

tears  V  Ai  ihis  word.  Foulon  was  clutched; 
uiled  oDi  to  the  square ;  and  finally  tied  lo  ihe 
fatal  rope,  which  hung  from  the  Lonlmu  at  ibe 
comer  of  the  Rue  de  la  Vannerie.  The  rope 
was  afierwardt  cat;  Ihe  head  was  pni  on  : 
pike,  and  paraded," — with  "  fsfass"  in  the  mnull 
of  il.  they  might  have  added !— Vol.  ii.  p.  I4B. 
From  the  "  Heyoloiion  de  France  ei  dr 
Brabant,"  Camille  Desmoutin's  newspaper 
furnishes  numerous  eilracts,  in  Ihe  earlier 
Tolumes;  always  of  a  remarkable  kind.  This 
Prscurmr  Uincral  dt  la  Lanimtr  has  a  place  of 
hilt  own  in  the  history  of  the  Revolution ; 
there  are  not  many  notabler  persons  in  ii  than 
A  light,  harmless  creature,  as  he  says  of 


bimself;  " 


/erthro 


bas- 


r  for  doing  that 
now  sucn  a  man  win  coioporl  iumself  in  a 
French  Revolution,  as  he  from  lime  to  lime 
turns  up  ihere.  is  wonh  seeing.  Of  loose,  head- 
long characler;  a  man  sluileriag  lo  speech; 
atutiertng.  infirm,  in  conduct  u>o,  lill  one  huge 
idea  laid  hold  of  him:  a  man  fur  whom  art, 
fortune,  or  himself,  woald  never  do  much,  but 
lo  whom  Nature  had  been  very  kind!  One 
meets  him  always  with  a,  sort  nf  forgiveness, 
almost  of  underhand  love,  as  for  a  prodigal 
son.  Ue  has  good  gifts,  and  even  acquire- 
ments: elegant  law-scholarship,  quick  sense, 
Ihe  freest  joyful  bean :  a  fellow  of  endless  wit. 
olearness,   soil   lambent  brilli 


you. 


1  list 


proving,  jiei  withoni . 

lact,  there  is  nothing  French  thai  we  have 
heard  of  superior  or  equal  lo  him  for  iheso 
fifty  years.  Probably  some  French  editor, 
fome  day  or  other,  will  ti/i  that  journalistic 


menaders  in  ihis  Ly-c«aa  i 
Palais  Royal  gardro  is  ihr  foci 
there  dn  the  chosen  jtatTiots  i 
have  left  their  hearths  and  tfa 
wiiness  this  ma^i6ceikl  ajtei 
volution  of  1789,  mad  not  to 
aiding  iti  il    TTiey  are  Fmck 


may  speak,  and  wait  two  h  ._ 
comes.  Yoa  propose  yoaw  m 
supporters,  they  set  yon  on  a  c 
applauded,  you  proceed  lo  th 
you  are  hissed,  yoa  go  your  w 
much  Ibe  mode  ihc  RuDaM 
Forum  and  our  Palais   BmJ| 

Then  a  few  days  further  <■ 

military  dmner  at  Versaill^ 

cockades,  black  cockades,  aajl 

mon  Roi,'"  having  been  iraiiM 

"  Para,  Sunday,  4ltt  Ortabw.  * 

had  been  so  gratified  viih  tt,  )| 

rpati  of  Thursday  mast  needs 

was  so  on  ibe  Saturday,  and 

lions.     Our  patience  was  won 

ppose  whatever  patriot  obser 

Versailles  hastened  lo  Pans 

at  least  sent  ofi'deapaicbcso 

Thai  same  day  (Saloidar  «*« 

—   itself  astir.      It   was   ■   ]] 

ng  Ihal  her  husband  iraa  ni 

District,  came  lo  the  bar 

.  to  denounce  the  avtirnali 

M.  Maral   flies   lo   Venaitlr«: 

lightning;  makeia  noise  like 

of   doom,  crying  lo   tix Aw« 

DanloD.  on  his  side,  sotinds  Ih 
Cardttitn.  On  Sunday  this  in 
liers'  Disirici  posts  its  maoifi 
very  day  they  wonld  have  ^oqi 
not  M.  CrevecvQi 
in  the  way.    People  , 


elapse.    A  military  genlt* 

cockade,  is  for  faaleniM 

hundred  canes  start  into  iIm, 

The  whole  Sundav  passes   \ 
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white  and  the  black  cockades ;  in  holding 
icil  at  the  Palais  Royal,  over  the  Faubourg 
t  Antoine,  at  the  end  of  bridges,  on  the 
s.  At  the  doors  of  the  coffee  houses  there 
9  free  conferences  between  the  Upper 
se,  of  the  coats  that  are  within,  and  the 
er  House,  of  jackets  and  wool-Caps,  as- 
3led  extra  murot.  It  is  agreed  upon  that 
audacity  of  the  aristocrats  increases  ra- 
r ;  that  Madame  Villepatonr  and  the  queen's 
ten  are  distributing  enormous  white  cock- 
to  all  comers  in  the  (Eil-de-Bceuf ;  that 
•ecointre,  having  refused  to  take  one  from 

hands,  has  all  but  been  assassinated.  It 
Teed  upon  that  we  have  not  a  moment  to 
;  that  the  boat  which  used  to  bring  us 

from  Corbeil,  morning  and  evening,  now 
3S  only  once  in  two  days: — do  they  plan 
ake  their  attack  at  the  moment  when  they 

kept  us  for  eight-and-forty  hours  in  a 
ig  state  ?  It  is  agreed  upon,"  &c — Vol. 
.63. 

e  hasten  to  the  catastrophe,  which  arrives 
le  morrow.    It  is  related  elsewhere,  in 
ler  leading  article : — 
Lt  break  of  day  the  women  rush  towards 
lotel  de  Ville.    All  the  way,  they  recruit 

hands,  among  their  own  sex,  to  march 
them ;  as  sailors  are  recruited  at  London : 

is  an  active  press  of  women.    The  Quai 

Ferraille  is  covered  with  female  crimps. 

robust  kitchen-maid,  the  slim  mantua- 
!r,  all  must  go  to  swell  the  phalanx;  the 
!nt  devotee,  tripping  to  mass  in  the  dawn, 
herself  for  the  first  time  carried  off,  and 
ks  heip!  whilst  more  than  one  of  the 
ger  sort  secretly  is  not  so  sorry  at  going 
>ui  mother  or  mistress  to  Versailles  to 
ler  respects  to  the  aagust  Assembly.  At 
Lme  time,  for  the  accuracy  of  this  narra- 
r  must  remark  that  these  women,  at  least 
attalion  of  them  which  encamped  that 

in  the  Assembly  Hall,  and  had  marched 

the  flag  of   M.  Maillard,  had  among 

dves  a  Presidentess  and  Staff;  and  that 

woman,  on  being  borrowed  from  her 

T  or  husband,  was  presented  to  the  Pre- 
«ss  or  some  of  her  aids-de-camp,  who 
ed  to  watch  over  her  morality,  and  in- 
i«r  honour  for  this  day. 
:*  ce  arrived  on  the  Place  de  Gr^ve,  these 
El  piously  begin  letting  down  the  Lan- 
9s,  in  great  calamities,  you  let  down  the 
'  of  Saint  Genevieve.  Next  they  are  for 
-ing  into  the  Hotel  de  Ville.  The  Com- 
*.jat  had  been  forewarned  of  this  move- 
he  knew  that  all  insurrections  have 
by  women,  whose  maternal  bosom  the 
^t  of  the  satellites  of  despotism  respects. 

thousand  soldiers  presented  a  front 
cig  with  bayonets;  kept  them  back  from 
■p:  but  behind  these  women  there  rose 
»"cw  every  moment  a  nucleus  of  men, 
with  pikes,  axes,  bills ;  blood  is  about 
^  on  the  place ;  the  presence  of  these 
-  women  hindered  it.  The  National 
»  which  is  not  purely  a  machine,  as  the 
■^r  of  War  would  have  the  soldier  be, 
'  use  of  its  reason.  It  discerns  that 
^omen,  now  for  Versailles,  are  going  to 
ot  of  the  mischief.    The  four  thousand 


Guards,  already  getting  saluted  with  stones^ 
think  it  reasonablest  to  open  a  passage ;  and, 
like  waters  through  a  broken  dike,  the  floods 
of  the  multitude  inundate  the  Hotel  ^e  Ville. 

**  It  is  a  picture  interesting  to  paint,  and  one 
of  the  greatest  in  the  Revolution,  this  same 
army  of  ten  thousand  Judiths  setting  foi:th  to 
cat  off  the  head  of  Holofernes;  forcing  the 
Hotel  de  Ville ;  arming  themselves  with  what' 
ever  thty  can  lay  hands  on ;  some  tying'JTopes 
to  the  cannon-trains,  arresting  carts,  loading 
them  with  artillery,  with  powder  and  balls  for 
the  Versailles  National  Guard,  which  is  left 
without  ammunition  ;  others  driving  on  the 
horses,  or  seated  on  cannon,  holding  the  re* 
doubtable  match  ;  seeking  for  their  generalise 
simo,  not  aristocrats  with  epaulettes,  but  Con-' 
qaerors  of  the  Bastille!" — Vol.  iii.  p.  110. 

So  far  Camille  on  veto,  scarcity,  and  the 
Insurrection  of  Women,  in  the  end  of  1789. 

We  terminate  with  a  scene  of  a  very  dif" 
ferent  complexion,  being  some  three  years 
farther  on,  that  is  to  say,  in  September,  1793  \ 
Filfimhen,  (anagram  for  Mihie  FiUt)  in  his 
**  V6rit^  toute  entiere,'*  a  pamphlet  really  more 
veracious  than  most,  thus  testifies,  after  a  good 
deal  of-preambling : — 

"I  was  going  to  my  post  about  half  past 
two,"  (Sunday,  the  2d  of  September,  tocsins 
all  ringing,  and  Brunswick  just  at  hand;)  **I 
was  passing  along  the  Rue  Dauphine;  snd^ 
denly  I  hear  hisses.  I  look,  I  observe  four 
hackney-coaches,  coming  in  a  train,  escorted 
by  the  TMM*s  of  the  departments. 

**  Each  of  these  coaches  contained  four  per** 
sons :  they  were  individuals"  (priests)  **  ar^ 
rested  in  the  preceding  domiciliary  visitSr 
Billaud-Varennes,  Procureur-Substitute  of  the 
Commune,  had  just  been  interrogating  them 
at  the  Hotel  de  Ville ;  and  now  they  were  pro* 
ceeding  towards  the  Abbaye,  to  be  provision- 
ally  detained  there.  A  crowd  is  gathering; 
the  cries  and  hisses  redouble :  one  of  the  pri- 
soners, doubtless  out  of  his  senses,  takes  fire 
at  these  murmurs,  puts  his  arm  over  the  coach- 
door,  gives  one  of  the  Fed^r^*s  a  stroke  over 
the  head  with  his  cane.  The  F^d6r^,  in  a 
rage,  draws  his  sabre,  springs  on  the  carriage- 
steps,  and  plunges  it  thrice  over  into  the  heart 
of  his  aggressor.  I  saw  the  blood  come  out  in 
great  jets.  '  Kill  every  one  of  them ;  they  are 
scoundrels,  aristocrats !'  cry  the  people.  The 
Fed^r6*s  all  draw  their  sabres,  and  instantly 
kill  the  three  companions  of  the  one  who  had 
just  perished.  I  saw,  at  this  moment,  a  young 
man  in  a  white  nightgown  stretch  himself  out 
of  that  sante  carriage:  his  countenance,  ex- 
pressive, but  pale  and  worn,  indicated  that  he 
was  very  sick;  he  had  gathered  his  staggering 
strength,  and,  though  already  wounded,  was 
crying  still,  •  Grace,  grace,  pardon  /'  but  in  vain  ^ 
— a  mortal  stroke  united  him  to  the  lot  of  the 
others. 

"  This  coach,  which  was  the  hindmost,  now 
held  nothing  but  corses;  it  had  not  stopped 
during  the  carnage,  which  lasted  about  the 
space  of  two  minutes.  The  crowd  increases, 
trescit  eundo ;  the  yells  redouble.  The  coaches 
are  at  the  Abbaye.  The  corpses  are  hurled 
into  the  court-,  ihe  Vm^Vn^  \vqvxi%  ^Tv&^xskftx^ 
dismount  \o  euiet  \2ti^  coxni&iwjb^t^^^su  ^^^ 
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an  uerifieaJ  o»bighdDg;  ten  succeed  in  ca- 
tering. The  oimmiittee  had  not.  had  time  to 
pat  &a  sligbteM.qaestion,  when>a  maltitude» 
armed  with  pilA>tbres,  swords,  and  bayonats, 
dashes  in ;  seizes  the  accnsed,  and  kills  them. 
One  prisoner,  already  much  woandad,  kept 
hanging  by  the  skirts  of  a  Committee-member, 
and  still  straggled  against  death. 

** Three  yet  remained;  one  of  whom  was  the 
Abb^  Sieaid,  teacher  of  the  deaf  and  dumb.  The 
aabres  were  already  over  his  head,  when  Mon* 
not,  (he  watchmaker,  flong  himself  before 
them,  crying,  'Kill  me  rather,  and  not  this 
man,  who  is  osefhl  to  oar  country !'  These 
words,  nttered  with  the  fire  and  impetuosity 
of  a  generous  sonl,  suspended  death.  Profit- 
ing by  this  moment  of  calm,  Abb^  Sicard  and 
the  other  two  were  got  conreyed  into  the  back 
part  of  the  room.** 

Abb6  Sicard,  as  is  well  known,  sunrired ; 
and  the  narratiTe  which  he  also  pabUshedi  ez- 
isla— snlBcient  to  prove,  among  other  things, 
that  •^F^l^mhesi"  had  but  two  eyes,  and  his 
own  share  of  sagacity  and  heart ;  that  he  has 
«i»4een»  miseountad,  and^  knowingly  or  un- 
knowingly, misstated  not  a  Uttler-M  one  poor 
nan,  in  these  circumstances,  might.  F41tohe- 
ai  continues^-^we  only  inverting  hia  arrange- 
ment someirliat  :— 

"Twelve  acoimdrels,  presided  by  Maillaxd, 
with  whom  they  had  probably  combined  this 
project  beforehand,  find  themselves  *  by  chanced 
among  the  crowd;  and  now,  being  well-known 
one  to  another,  they  unite  themselves '  in  the 
name  of  the  sovereign  people,'  whether  it  were 
of  their  own  private  audacity,  or  that  they  had 
secretly  received  saperior  orders.  They  lay 
hold  of  the  prison  registers,  and  turn  them 
over ;  the  turnkeys  fall  a-trembliog ;  the  jail- 
er's wife  and  the  jailer  faint;  the  prison  is 
sarroanded  by  farious  men;  there  is  shouting, 
clamouriDg :  the  door  is  assaulted,  like  to  be 
forced ;  when  one  of  the  Committee-members 
presents  himself  at  the  outer  gate,  and  begs 
audience :  his  signs  obtain  a  moment's  silence  ; 


the  doors  open,  he  adtrances,  gets  a  chair, 

mounts  on  it,  and  speaks: — *  Comrades,  friends,'  j  more! 

said  he,  *  you  are  good  patriots;  your  resent-       Touching  the    political  and  meUj 


the  villains  in  Uiia  priaon»  wfaom  odier  viUb 
outside  will  opten  the  doors  lo,  ahall  go  ti 
kill  my  .wife  and  children  in  the  meaawhik 
I  )iave  thfce  boys,  who  I  hope  will  be  usefidh 
to  their  country  one  day  than  these  raseah|s 
want  to  sav*  Any  way  you  have  b«t  m  m 
them  out ;  we  will  give  them  arma,  and  ffji 
them  number  for  number.  Die  here  or  die  a 
the  frontiers,  I  am  sure  enough  to  be  UMIp 
these  villains,  but  I  mean  to  sell  them  my  life 
and,  be  it  I,  be  it  others,  the  prison  shall  h 
purged  of  these  $aaru  gurux  la.  ■  He  is  rigH! 
responds  the  general  cry.^'-r.And  so  the  frfh 
ful  **  purgation"  proceeds. 

**  At  five  in  the  aAemoon,  Billaud  Vaxeaaa 
Procureur-Substitut,  arrives ;    he  had  oa  U 
sash,  and  the  small  puce   coat  and  black  a^ 
we  are  used  to  see  on  him  :  walking  overeat 
casses,  he  makes  a  abort  harangoe  to  the  |k» 
pie,  and  ends  thus :  '  People,  thou  art  saoile' 
mg  thy  enemies;  thou  art  in  thy  duty.'  Ki 
cannibal  speech  lends  them   new  tn*—**^*- 
The  killers  bUure  up,  ciy  loader  than  efcrfir 
new  victims :— bow  to  staunch  this  new  lU 
of  blood  t  A  voice  apeaka  finom  beside  BOWj 
it  was  Maillard's  voice:    'There  is  aiiiv 
more  to  do  here ;  let  us  to  the  Cmmmf  llf 
run  thither:  in  five  miantea  more  I  saw i4 
trailing  corpses  by  the  heela.    A  kiOei;  (!•# 
not  say  aman,}  in  very  coarse  clothe^ 
it  would  seem,  been  specially  coi 
to  dispatch  the  Abb6  Lenfant;  ibr,  _ 
sive  lest  the  prey  mi^t  be  aoussc^ 
water,  flings  it  on  the  corpses*  wa^  _. 
blood-smeared  faces,  turns  thea  ofCi»  as 
seems  at  last  to  ascertain  that  the  hMUk 
iant  is  among  them/* — Vol.  xviii.  p  \9k 

This  is  the  September  massacre,  t^  ^^  1% 
scene  we  can  give  as  a  specimen.  Tkiiba  l^ 
these  curious  records  of  the  **  Histoire  ftd>  14^^ 
meniaire,"  as  in  some  Ezekiel  vision  bieMi  |l  £ 
real,  does  scene  after  scene  disclose  itxKaJ 
in  rose-light,  now  in  sulphurous  U^* 
grow  ever  more  fitful,  dream-Iiker-*ifl  • 
Vendemiaire  scene  come,  and  Napokon  Mi^ 
forth  his  grape-shot,  and  8ansculottisa  h  V 1^ 


ment  is  just.     Open  war  to  the  enemies  of  the  '  speculations  of  our  two  editors,  we  <^f  j 
common  good ;  neither  tmce  nor  mercy ;  it  is  !  little.    They  are  of  the  sort  we  laAMiaJl 


t 


war  to  the  death  !  I  feel  like  you  that  they 
must  all  perish  ;  and  yet,  if  you  are  good  citi- 
zens, you  must  love  justice.  There  is  not  one 
of  you  but  would  shudder  at  the  notion  of 
shedding  innocent  blood.'  *  Yes,  yes  !*  reply 
the  people.  *  Well,  then,  I  ask  of  you  if,  with- 
out inquiry  or  investigation,  you  fling  your- 
selves like  mad  tigers  on  your  fellow-men V 

Here  the  speaker  was  interrupted  by  one  of, „   -^  . 

the  crowd,  who,  with  a  bloody  sabre  in  his  !  their  shoulder  rightly  to  the  wheel,  •» 


Mign'et,  and  generally  in  Frenchneiy 
day — a  jingling  of  formulas;  nnfrnilM^^ 
that  Kalmuck  prayer !  Perhaps  ^'^jffj 
looking  particular  doctrine  we  hire  oowajl 
this :  that  the  French  Revolution  was  it»l 
torn  an  attempt  to  realize  Cbristiasi?!^. 
fairly  put  it  in  action,  in  our  worid.  '^^  Jjl 
teen  centuries  (it  is  not  denied)  men  hiii*| 
doing  more  or  less  that  way ;  but  ib«y ' 


yr. 


hand,  his  eyes  gldincing  with  rage,  cleaves  the   a  dead-lift,  for  the  first  time  (Am. 
press,  and  refutes  him  in  these  terms  :  *Tell  us,   Roux !   and  yet  the  good  Roux  does 
Monsieur  le  Citoyen,  explain  to  us  then,  would  \  something  by  this ;  and  even  someihisf 
the  tacr€$  guevx  of  Prussians  and  Austrians,  if  |  But  a  marginal  anaotator  has  written 
they  were  at  Paris,  investigate  for  the  guilty  1 1  copy — "For  the  love  of  Heaven,  Mrt 
Would  they  not  cut  right  and  left,  as  the  Swiss  '  humcz  vo$  formuUt  :**    make  away  witt 


■!•!-, 


on  the  Tenth  of  August  did  1  Well,  I  am  no 
speaker,  I  can  stuff  the  ears  of  no  one ;  but 
I  iel\  you  1  \vave  a.  mfe  axidfive  children,  whom 
I  leave  wuV\  my  setuoxi  Vvtit  N!\i\\^  \  ^^  wd 


formulas ;  take  off  your  facetted  sj 


!>** 


fight  the  enem^ :  \wX  Sx  \s  iio\  m^  Xax^^j^sl  ^-axXX^^^  «niQ^^«cQiui^  Progress  of  the  ^»>* 


open  your  eyes  a  little  and  look!   *■»* 
indeed,  here  and  there,  considerable  rBjJjJ      , 
of  the  rotatory  calabash,  which  rattles  aw  ^  Iil 
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trtMC  du  Progru,  Exploitations,  le  Clritt,  the 
Vtrbtf  and  what  not ;  written  in  a  vein  of  deep, 
even  of  intense  seciousness ;  but  profitable, 
one  would  think,  to  no  man  or  woman.  In  this 
Style  M.  Koux  (for  it  is  he,  we  understand) 
painfully  composes  a  preface  to  each  volume, 
mod  has  even  given  a  whole  introductory  his- 
tory of  France:  we  read  some  seven  or  eight 
ct  bu  first  prefaces,  hoping  always  to  get  some 
Boarishment ;  but  seldom  or  never  cut  him 
open  now.  Fighting  in  that  way,  behind  cover, 
lie  ia  comparatively  harmless ;  merely  wasting 
joa  so  many  pence  per  number :  happily  the 


space  he  takes  is  small.  Whoever  wants  to 
form  for  himself  an  image  of  the  actual  state 
of  French  Meditation,  and  under  what  sur- 
prising shackles  a  French  thinking  man  of 
these  days  finds  himself  gyved,  and  mechan- 
ized, and  reduced  to  the  verge  of  zero,  may 
open  M.  Rouz\s  Prefaces,  and  see  it  as  in  an 
expressive  summary. 

We  wish  our  two  French  friends  all  speed 
in  their  business ;  and  do  again  honestly  re- 
commend this  '*Histoire  Parlementaire*'  to  any 
and  all  of  our  English  friends  who  take  inte- 
rest in  that  subject. 


MEMOIRS  OF  THE  LIFE  OF  SCOTT.* 

[London  and  Westminster  Review,  1838.] 


iicAN  Cooper  asserts,  in  one  of  his 

that  there  is  "  an  instinctive  tendency 

Jb  men  to  look  at  any  man  who  has  become 

'  True,  surely;  as  all  observa- 
.nd  survey  of  mankind,  from  China  to 
I,  from  Nebachadnezzar  to  Old  Hickory, 
testify !  Why  do  men  crowd  towards  the 
ived  drop  at  Newgate,  eager  to  catch  a 
It  1  The  man  about  to  be  hanged  is  in  a 
^1^  ^tlnniii  ihi  (I  situation.  Men  crowd  to  such 
^^«nt,  that  Grcenacre's  is  not  the  only  life 
out  there.  Again,  ask  of  these  leathern 
cabriolets,  neat-flies,  with  blue  men 
women  in  them,  that  scour  all  thorough- 
Whither  so  fast!  To  see  dear  Mrs. 
^_  irole,  the  distinguished  female!  Great 
'^  Rigmarole,  the  distinguished  male.  Or, 
.^ider  the  crowning  phenomenon,  and  sum- 
of  modem  civilization,  a  soirSe  of  lions. 
h'^A^Mwing  are  the  rooms,  well-lighted,  throntred ; 
'At  flows  their  undulatory  flood  of  blonde 
IS  and  dress-coats,  a  soft  smile  dwelling 
11  faces;  for  behold  there  also  flow  the 
hovering  distinguished:  oracles  of  the 
of  one  sort  or  another.  Oracles  really 
it  to  see ;  whom  it  is  worth  while  to  go 
:  look  at  them,  but  inquire  not  of  them, 
^*t  rather  and  be  thankful.  For  your  lion- 
■*  admits  not  of  speech;  there  lies  the  spe- 
"^*y  of  it  A  meeting  together  of  humcin 
'^Vres;  and  yet  (so  high  has  civilization 
^)  Uie  primary  aim  of  human  meeting,  that 
'^^>&ight  in  some  articulate  utterance  unfold 
Ko  soul,  can  be  dispensed  with  in  it. 
^Hce  there  is  not :  nay,  there  is  a  certain 
^g  play  of  tongue-fencc,and  make-believe 
^^•erance,  considerably  worse  than  none. 
^hieh  reason  it  has  been  suggested,  with  an 
sioderity  and  silence  in  such  ]ion-M>trrV.<!, 
1^  liot  each  lion  be,  for  example,  ticketed, 
'^Be-decanters  are  ?  Let  him  carry,  slung 
bim»  in  such  ornamental  manner  as 
good,  his  silver  label  with  name  en- 
•  you  lift  his  label,  and  read  it,  with 


mf  tk9  Uh  '/  ^  Wiklfr  Seott,  Baronet. 
dutU.    EdiBkargh,  1817. 


what  farther  ocular  survey  you  find  useful,  and 
speech  is  not  needed  at  all.  O  Fenimore 
Cooper,  it  is  most  true  there  is  "  an  instinctive 
tendency  in  men  to  look  at  at  any  man  that  has 
become  distinguished ;"  and,  moreover,  an  in- 
stinctive desire  in  men  to  become  distinguished 
and  be  looked  at ! 

For  the  rest,  we  will  call  it  a  most  valua- 
ble tendency  this ;  indispensable  to  mankind. 
Without  it  where  were  star-and-ganer,  and 
significance  of  rank;  where  were  all  ambition, 
money-getting,  respectability  of  gig  or  no  gig; 
and,  in  a  word,  the  main  impetus  by  which 
society  moves,  the  main  force  by  which  it 
hangs  together  ?  A  tendency,  we  say,  of  mani- 
fold results:  of  manifold  origin,  not  ridiculous 
only,  but  sublime; — which  some  incline  to 
deduce  from  the  mere  gregarious  purblind 
nature  of  man,  prompting  him  to  run,  "  as  dim- 
eyed  animals  do,  towards  any  glittering  object, 
were  it  but  a  scoured  tankard,  and  mistake  it 
for  a  solar  luminary,'*  or  even,  "  sheep-like,  to 
run  and  crowd  because  many  have  already 
run  !"  It  is,  indeed,  curious  to  consider  how 
men  do  make  the  gods  that  themselves  worship. 
For  the  most  famed  man,  round  whom  all  the 
world  rapturously  huzzahs,  and  venerates  as 
if  his  like  were  not,  is  the  same  man  whom  all 
the  world  was  wcmi  to  jo.Atle  into  the  kennels; 
not  a  changed  man,  but  in  every  fibre  of  him 
the  same  man.  Foolish  world,  what  went  ye 
out  to  see  ?  A  tankard  scoured  bright ;  and  do 
there  not  lie,  of  the  self-same  pewter,  whole 
barrowfuls  of  tankards,  though  by  worse  fortune 
ail  still  in  the  dim  state  1 

And  yet,  at  bottom,  it  is  not  merely  our  gre- 
garious sheep-like  quality,but  something  better, 
and  indeed  best;  what  has  been  called** the 
perpetual  fact  of  hero-worship;"  our  inborn 
sincere    love   of   great   men !      Not   the   gilt 

i  farthing,  for  its  own  sake,  do  even  fools  covet; 
but  the  g(»ld  guinea  which  they  mistake  it  for. 
Veneration  of  great  men  is  perennial  in  the 
nature  of  man ;  this,  in  all  times,  especially  in 
these,  is  one  of  the  blcssedest  facts  predicable 
of  him.    In  all  times,  evetv  \tv  ^^v»t  ^t^tcCvcv^'^ 

■  so  disobedient  V\me^,  **  \\  texikalvcA  ^  \}«aa«^ 
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tne%  m  eanmin^f  has  nalure  ordered  it,  tUi 
wtkmtmntr  mtm  OMfkl  fe  chef  ki  eammtt  kmi  c6qL 
Show  the  doUettclodpole,  nbow  the  banghtiett 
ftatherhead,  thit  a  soal  higher  than  himself  is 
•etnallv  here;  were  his  knees  stifieoed  into 
brass,  ne  mast  down  and  worship."  80  it  has 
beea  written;  and-  may  he  cited  and  repealed 
till  known  to  all.  Understand  it  well,  this  of 
*  hero-worship"  was  the  primary  creed,  and  has 
intrinsicaily  oeen  the  secondary  and  ternary, 
and  will  he  the  nltimate  and  final  creed  of  man- 
Und ;  indestmctible.  changing  in  shape,  bnt  in 
waence  unchangeable;  whereon  polities,  re- 
ligions, loyalties,  and  all  highest  human  inte- 
feats  haTC  been  and  can  be  boilt,  as  on  a  rock 
tfMt  will  endnre  while  man  endures.  Bach  is 
hero-worship ;  so  mnch  lies  in  that  onr  inborn 
aineere  love  of  great  men  l^ln  (kvoar  of  which 
vaspealcable  benefits  of  the  reality,  what  can 
we  do  bat  cheerfollT  pardon  the  multiplex 
iMptitodes  of  te  sembUnee^— cheerfUl^  wish 
•ren  lion-soir^  with  labels  for  their  lions  or 
withoQt  that  improrement,  all  manner  of  proe- 
poityt  Let  hero-worship  flourish,  say  we; 
and  the  more  and  more  assiduous  chase  after 
gilt  IhrtUnn  while  guineas  are  not  yet  ibnh- 
eorning^  Herein,  at  lowest,  is  proof  that 
fvneaa  exist,  that  they  are  belieTcd  to  exist, 
and  valued.  Find  great  men  ifTOU  can;  if  you 
cannot,  still  quit  not  the  search ;  in  defect  of 
great  men,  tet  there  be  noted  men,  men,  in 
avch  number,  to  such  degree  of  intensity  as  the 
public  appetite  can  tolerate. 

Whether  8ir  Walter  Scott  was  a  great  man, 
is  still  a  question  with  some;  but  there  can  be 
no  qoestion  with  any  one  that  he  was  a  most 
noted  and  even  notable  man.  In  this  gene- 
ration there  was  no  literary  man  with  such  a 
popularity  in  any  country ;  there  have  only 
been  a  few  with  such,  taking  in  all  generations 
and  all  countries.  Nay,  it  is  farther  to  be  ad- 
mitted that  8ir  Walter  Scott's  popularity  was 
of  a  select  sort  rather;  not  a  popularity  of  the 
populace.  His  admirers  were  at  one  time 
almost  all  the  intelligent  of  civilised  countries ; 
and  to  the  last,  included  and  do  still  include  a 
great  portion  of  that  sorL  Such  fortune  he  had, 
and  has  continued  to  maintain  for  a  space  of 
aome  twenty  or  thirty  years.  80  long  the 
observed  of  all  observers ;  a  great  man,  or  only 
a  considerable  man ;  here  surely,  if  ever,  is  a 
singularly  circumstanced,  is  a  "distinguished*' 
man  !    In  regard  to  whom,  therefore,  the  *'  in- 


eril  or  to  do  no  evil;  will  depend 
multitude,  but  on  himself.  One  t 
decidedly  wish;  at  lei^  to  wi 
work  were  finished  ^  for  the  sij 
▼olumes,  as  the  world  knows,  h 
over  into  a  aeventh,  which  will  w 
weeks  yet  see  the  light.  But  tl 
powers,  wearied  with  waiting,  hu' 
peremptory ;  and  declare  that,  fini: 
finisbcSd,  they  will  have  their  hands 
it  at  this  openin|;  of  the  year.  Pc 
best  The  physiognomy  of  Scott  1 
much  altered  for  us  by  the  scTeni 
the  prior  six  have  altered  it  bat  litti 
deed,  a  man  who  has  written  some  ti 
volumes  of  his  own,  and  lived  for  t 
amid  the  univerMl  speech  of  friends 
already  left  some  kkeness  of  him 
as  the  peremptory  editorial  powers 
First,  therefore,  a  word  on  the  **  ] 
Mr.  Lockhart's  known  powers  jt 
requisition  in  his  case.  Our  verdic 
would  be,  that  he  has  accomplishec 
he  schemed  for  himself  in  a  credii 
manlike  manner.  It  is  true,  hit 
what  Uie  work  was  does  not  seem  u 
very  elevated.  To  picture  forth  the 
according  to  aay  niles  of  art  or  C4 
so  that  a  reader,  mi  ndMuately  ex 
might  say  to  himself;  ^  Tbere  is  I 
is  the  physiognomy  and  meaning  oi 
pearance  and  transit  on  this  eaith 
he  by  nati^re,  so  did  the  world  act 
he  on  the  world,  with  auch  result 
cance  (or  himself  and  us  ;**  this 
manner  of  means  Mr.  Lockhart's  p! 
which,  it  is  rashly  said,  should  pi 
every  biography !  It  might  have  b€ 
with  all  degrees  of  perfection  fro 
the  **  Odyssey"  down  to  "  Thomas  I 
lower.  For  there  is  no  heroic  pc 
world  but  is  at  bottom  a  biography, 
a  man :  also,  it  may  be  said,  ther 
of  a  man,  faithfully  recorded,  but  i 
poem  of  its  sort,  rhymed  or  unrhyra 
plan  one  would  prefer,  did  it  othe 
which  it  does  not  in  these  day:>.  $evi 
sell  so  much  dearer  than  one ;  ar 
easier  to  write  than  one.  The  "Od 
instance,  what  were  the  value  of 
sey,"  sold  per  sheet  1  One  paper 
wick ;"  or  say,  the  inconsiderable 
one.  This,  in  commercial  algebra 
equation  :  "  Odyssey"  equal  to  "  Pic 


stinctive  tendency"  on  other  men's  part  can-   vided  by  an  unknown  integer. 


There  is  a  great  discovery  still  i 
in  literature,  that  of  payin?  literar 
the  quantity  they  do  not  write.    Na 


not  be  wanting.  Let  men  look,  where  the 
world  has  already  so  long  looked.  And  now, 
while  the  new,  earnestly  expected  "  Life  by  his 

Son-in-law  and  literary  executor"  again  sum- 1  truth,  is  not  this  actually  the  rule  in  a 
mons  the  whole  world's  attention  round  him,  ,  and,  moreover,  in  all  conduct  and  aci 
probably  for  the  last  time  it  will  ever  be  so  i  what  stands  above  ground,  but  wh 
summoned;  and  men  arc  in  some  sort  taking  seen  uii^rrit,as  theriK)tan<.1subierrPi 
leave  of  a  notability,  and  about  to  go  their  way,  |  it  sprang  from  and  emblemed  forth,  d 
and  commit  him  to  his  fortune  on  the  flood  of  1  value.  Fnder  all  speech  that  is  c« 
things, — why  should  not  this  periodical  puhli-  !  thing  there  lies  a  silence  that  is  b<riter 
cation  likewise  publish  its  thought  about  him  ?  is  deep  as  eternity;  speech  is  shalloi 
Readers  of  miscellaneous  aspect,  of  unkuown  Paradoxical  docs  it  seem?  Wo  foi 
quantity  and  quality,  are  waiting  to  hear  it  wo  for  the  man,  quack-ridden.  besp« 
done.  WwVi  sma.ll  inward  vocation,  but  cheer-  spouted,  blown  about  like  barren  S. 
falVy  o\Sed\eii\,  \o  ^ft%v\Xi^  ^ja.^  "^^Q.essiiy,  the  i  whom  this  world-old  iruth  were  « 
pn^aenl  remw^x  w'lXLlci^w  %m\i^)iv^^^  \k>  ^A^\x%x\!^^l— 8uch  we  say  is  the  nile,ac 
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tmM  or  thin 


nd  be  who  drpaiis 
bui  spread  himseir 
lo  superficial  ily  and 
BS  fil,gree.  become 
3ne  ibiDk9,  had  bill 

mdy  for  the  ^jiennels,  been  diiiilM,  been 
Rralnil     Our  dear   Fenlmnre   Cooper, 
we  Started  wilb,  mighl,  in   Ihal  way, 
I  us  one   Hutlii  Leathtntotking,  one 
sjDop&is  of  man  and  naliire  in  the 
(for  il  laj  in  him  Id  do  il,)  almost  as  a 
Pierre  did  for  ihe  islands  nf  ihe  Easl ; 
hundred  Incoherenceij.  cobbled  haslily 
'  bf  order  or  Colbura  and  Company, 
_  mbered  in  Chaai,  as  all  incoherences 
if  pMsible  10  do.     Verily  Lhis  same  ge- 
diHnse-w riling,  of  diffnse-aciing,  is  a 
1  .and  Kouls  pass   ibrough  the  Gre   lo 
re  ihan  enough.    Surely  if  ever  disco- 
is  valuable  and  needral,  it  were  thai 
indicated,  of  paying  by  the  work  noi  vi- 
~ie! — Which  needful  discovery  we  will 
whole  projecting,  railwaying,  know- 
fiuing,  ntarch-of-intellect,  and  otber- 
imotive  and  locomotive  societies  in  the 
id  New  World,  any  required  lejiglh  of 
(u  lo  make.    Once  made,  such  disco- 
We  made,  we  loo  will  fling  cap  into  the 
I  chDut  /a  Pann,  the  Devil  ii  conquered ; 
Ihemtanwhile  study  to  think  il  nothing 
ans  that  seven  biographical  volumes 
D  where  one  had  been  better;  and  that 
other  things   happen,  vrry  much   as 
ai  of  old  were  knoffD  to  do,  and  are 
soalinue  doing. 

Kkharl's  aim,  we  tabe  it,  was  not  that 

icing  aoy  such  highOown  work  of  an 

mat:  or  indeed  todomuch  oiherthan 

,  intelligibly  bound  together  by  order  of 

^^1  «ome  requisite  intercalary  exposition. 

letlers.  documents,  and  notices  about 

I  he  foDnd   tying   suitable,  and  as  it 

priikelf  Ihe  world  woold  undertake  to 

Bia  work,  accordingly,  fs  not  so  much 

uilion.as  what  we  may  call  acompila- 

I  ioDeS  Neither  is  this  a  task  of  no  dif. 

this  trio  is  a  task  that  may  be  performed 

tremelj  varioas  degrees  of  talent:  from 

ife   and  Correspondence   of   Hannah 

Tor  instance,  up  to  this  "Life  of  Scott," 

k  wide  range  indeed !     Let  os  take  ibe 

rolames,  and  be  (hankfal  tbai  they  are 

I  in  their  kind.    Nay,  as  to  that  of  their 

nren  and  not  one,  il  is  right  to  say  that 

lie  so  required  it.    To  have  done  oiher 

llBre  shown  tittle  policy  in  an  aathor. 

"r.   Lockhart    laboriously  compressed 

and  instead  of  well-done  compilation, 

out  the  well-done  composition  in  one 

inMead  of  seven,  which  not  many  men 

iDd  are  beiier  qualified  to  do,  there  can 

dimb)  that  his  readers  for  ibe  lime  bad 

.mcaiurably  fewer.    If  the  praise  of 

iailf  be  denied  him,  thai  of  prudence 


wtipeded,  1 


is,  the  work,  done  in  Ibis  manner, 
w  good  lo  have ;  Scott's  Biography,  if 
poted,  lies  printed  and  indestructible 
I  the  elementary  state,  and  can  at  any 


lime  be  composed,  if  necessary,  by  whosoever 
call  lo  that.  As  it  is,  as  ii  was  meant  to 
be,  we  repeat,  the  work  is  vi^^oniiisly  done. 
Sagacity,  decision,  candour,  diligence,  good 
n»e:  these  qiialilies  areihroughoiitobserva- 
e.  Tbe  dates,  calculalionB,  a'ateinents,  we 
ppoae  lo  be  accurate;  much  laborious  In- 
quiry, some  of  il  imposMble  for  nnotber 
man,  has  been  gone  into,  tbe  results  of  which 
are  imparled  with  due  brevity.  Scull's  letters, 
not  inieresting  generally,  yet  never  absoluiely 
wilhool  interest,  are  0"ptouslygiven;copiooHly, 
but  wiib  seleclion  j  the  answers  lo  them  slill 
more  select.  Narrative,  detineatioD,  and'  at 
length  personal  reminiscence*,  occasionly  of 
much  merit,  of  a  certain  rough  force,  sincerity, 
and  piciuresqueness,  duly  intervene.  The 
scattered  members  of  Bcott'a  Life  do  lie  here, 
and  could  be  disentangled.  In  a  word,  this 
compilation  is  the  work  of  a  matifiit,  cleai^ 
seeing,  conclusive  man,  and  has  been  eiecuied 
with  the  ftcully  and  combination  of  fioultiea 
tbe  public  had  a  right  to  expect  from  Ihe  name 
attached  lo  iU 

One  thing  we  hfar  greally  blamed  in  Mr,  / 
Lockhart;  that  he  bas  been  loo  communica-  y 
live,  indiscreet,  and  has  recorded  mnch  thai 
ought  to  have  lain  suppressed.  Persons  are 
mentioned,  and  circomslances,  not  always  of 
an  ornamental  sorL  It  would  appear  there  is 
far  less  reticence  ihan  was  looked  for !  Vari- 
ous persons,  name  and  surname,  have  "  re- 
ceived pain:"  nayrthe  very  hero  of  Ihe  bio- 
graphy is  rendered  unheroic;  unornamenUl 
facts  of  him.  and  of  those  he  had  lo  do  with, 
being  set  fiiith  in  plain  English;  hence  "per- 
sonality," "  indiscretion,"  or  worse, "  sanctiliei 
of  private  life,"  Ac.  *c.  Hoiy  delicate,  decent 
English  bio^rriphv,  ble^j  its  mealy  mouth,! 

.  .     Til  -1  -il    I  :-\triler.  (aait 
(Ipc^  i.i'fi-    f.i     I    i'.  .  ,  L;tri,:"rai,J-Bnd 

rtdiK-.'s  t,ir^,   :.■■  ■         ■  I  ilvsi-..    Thai 

Il  ha,-  l.ipciL  '.,'.1  ■■i:.M-;,  ■■  ..  T?n"pn31i  lives 
wonh  rending  eicepl  iho-c  uf  Players,  who  by 
Ihe  nature  of  the  case  have  bidden  Respectabi- 
lity good  day,"  The  English  biographer  has 
long  felllhalif  in  writing  his  Man's  Biograpbyi 
he  wrote  down  any  thing  that  could  by  possi- 
bility cSend  any  man,  he  had  written  wrong. 
The  plain  consequence  was  that,  properly 
speaking,  no  biography  whatever  could  be  pro- 
duced. The  poor  biographer,  having  Ihe  fear 
not  of  God  before  his  eyes,  was  obliged  lo  retire 

melancholy,  slrailened  manner,  wirh  only 
vacuum  for  a  result.  Vain  that  he  wrote,  and 
thai  we  kept  reading volome on  volume;  there 
was  no  biography,  but  some  vague  ghost  of  a 
biography,  while,  stainless;  without  feature 
or  subslanee  -,  raciium,  as  we  iay,  and  wind  and 
shadow. — which  indeed  the  maierial  of  it  was. 
No  man  lives  without  jostling  and  being 
jostled ;  in  all  ways  he  has  to  riboic  himself 
through  the  world,  giving  and  receiving  of- 
fence. His  life  is  a  battle,  in  so  far  as  it  is  an 
entity  at  all.  Tbe  very  oyster,  we  suppo.ie, 
comes  in  collision  wiih  oysters:  undoubiedly 
enough  it  does  come  in  collision  wiih  Neces- 
sity and  Difficulty;  and  helpa  itself  thrau^ti, 
not  as  a  perfect  vU«,V  o'j^Vev^Vn'L  vs  ve,  vik^«- 
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tttl  ml  one.    Some  kind  of  remorse  must  be  ]  (ore  his   Cf*^' 
Inown  lo  ibe  oytlerj  cervain  balredt,  certain  I  C»iiire   IM   b 
pa«ill»iiiiniliei.    Bol  at  f^r  man,  bU  eouSict  |  rrom  Uie 
ti  conriunal  with  the  <piril  uf  conlradiclion,    h;  be  all 
tbal  isvilboni  and  Tiibm:  viibibeeril  ipirii. ;  t-e   iFI   i^raiii 
(or  call  il  viih   Ibc   weak,  mmt  nKctiiious,  i  difiiinrij  anJ  eo 
pitiable  spiril.)  thai  if  la  ilbrrs  and  io  biio-  I  plan  liiiI/.  eiecaled. 
wir.    Hi*  walk. like  all  walking,  (iaj  the  roe- 1  btcgfipher   bojw  -- 
cbaaiciani.)  is   a  series  at  f'Ui.    To   parailHame  him   not  t 
man's  life  is  to  reprucat  Ibe^e  tliinfs.     Let   Ihe  irorM  faoll 
rhem  be  npreseotrd,  fiilf,  with  iligiiiiy  anit 
measure ;  but  aboin:   »ll.  lei  ihetn   b<  repre- 
femed.    No  iragedf  of //imh/,  wiih  the  pan 
of  Hamlet  vmiileil  by  paniciibr  desire  !    No 
|Eho-l  ufa  Biographr,  lei  the  Daraoelsi'  sword 
of   Bopectabihij  (•rhich   after  alt  is  but 
pailebiiard   oar)  threatrn    as    it    will !     O, 
hopes  thai  the  poblic  Utie  is  much  mended 
chi»  matter!  iliil  vacuum-bin^raphiei,  with 
good  many  (It  her  racuiiiei  related  to  them,  a 
withdrawn  or  wiibdriwiiig  into  Tscaum.   Pro- 
bably il  was  Mr.  l-ochbail's  feeling  of  whai 
the  great  public  would  approve  ifaatled  him, 
open-eyed,  inio  ihls  ii/Tence  a^iujl  the  small 
criticising    public;    re    joyfully   accept  ibe 


PertMps  then,  of  all  ih^  praises  copioi 
beslowej  on  his  work.  Ifaere  is  none  in  lel 
ao  creditable  to  him  as  this  ^ame  cens 
which  ba5  also  been  pretty  copioils.  It 
censure  better  tbao  a  good  many  praises, 
is  found  goilty  of  having  said  this  and  that, 
calculated  doi  io  be  enlirely  pleasant  lo  1' 
man  and  that;  in  other  words. calculated 
^ive  him  Ihe  thing  he  worked  in  a  living 
of  fealures,  not  leave  him  vague,  in  Ihe  while 
beatified  ghost  cotidiiion.  Several  men,  as 
we  hear,  cry  out,  "See,  there  is  something 
written  not  entirely  pleasant  to  me !  Good 
friend,  it  is  pity ;  but  who  can  help  it  1  They 
Ifaat  will  crowd  about  bonfires  may.  sometimes 
very  fairly,  get  their  beards  siugedj  it  is  the 
price  they  pay  for  such  illumiaalioa ;  natural 
twilight  is  ta(f  and  free  to  all.  For  our  part. 
we  hope  all  manner  of  biographies  that  are 
WTitlen  in  England  will  heticefKrlb  be  written 
(o.  If  it  is  fit  that  they  be  written  otherwise, 
then  it  is  still  finer  that  Ihey  be  not  written  at 
all:  to  produce  not  things,  but  ghosts  of  Ihings, 
can  never  be  the  duty  of  man.  The  biogra- 
pher has  this  problem  set  before  him ;  to  de- 
lineate a  likeness  of  the  earthly  pilgrimage  of 
B  man.  He  will  compute  veil  what  profit  is 
in  it,  and  what  disproGl;  under  which  latter 
bead  this  of  offending  any  of  his  fellow-crea- 
lurei  will  surely  not  be  forgotieu.  Nay,  this 
may  so  swell  the  disproGi  side  of  his  accouni, 
that  many  an  enterprise  of  biography,  other- 
wise promising,  shall  require  to  be  renounced. 
But  once  taken  up.  the  rule  above  all  rules  is 
to  do  il,  not  to  do  the  ghosi  of  it.  In  speaking 
of  the  man  and  men  he  has  to  deal  with,  he 
will  of  course  keep  all  his  chanties  aboot 
htm,  but  also  all  his  eyes  opeo.  Far  be  il 
from  him  lo  set  down  aught  iiH/rur ,-  nay,  not 
to  abstain  from,  and  leave  In  oblivion,  much 
that  i*  true.  But  having  found  .i  thing  or 
Ihingi  essential  for  his  subject,  and  well  com- 
puted the  for  and  against,  he  will  in  very  deed 
set  down  such  thing  or  Ibiop,  nothing  doubi- 
iugf—liawst  <te  nay  sap,  the  Ibar  of  God  bc- 


mcals  about  the  B 
a^riered.  which  at^ 
ai  present  in  sobm 
at  all.  IT  Ihey  an 
corrected;  if  the  inace 
let  the  anihur  bear  rel 
for  11.  We  can  only  s 
no  look  of  inaccDraar 
neither  n  sajvherc  loi 
will  or  na just  frelins  d 
Ibe  probabilities  are,ai 
arise,  the  fair  coeelnsii 
sTands  very  taucb  as  il 
cititler  of  CI  ""   " 
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ally  amounts  to  this  t^ 
ihat.  standing  full  in  IM 
hassetat  naughl,  andfi 
do  iE,  a  public  piece  flfj 
monest  we  have,  and  i 
others  of  the  fellesl  soft. 
The  other  censure:,  at 
heroic,  springs  (ram  th 
perhnps,  a  still  more  w 
f  oar  true  hero  ransl  hi 

But  connected  with  this 
now  current,  due  protu 
name,  for  lis  awn  tome 
That  Mr.  Lockban  HBi 
Scotland  has  donejfafl 
treacherous  manlier  J 
byputbesis  is  acWalfl| 
:irs  may  heaj"  it  ii«B 
-ilonishing  hypolfaesU. 
lid,  it  can  only  be  an 
ihat  there  are  things 
ituck  silent,  as  at  first 
or  if  Mr.  Lockhan  is 
ay  radical  defect,  if  oi 
nlirely  fails  bim.  it  set 
that  Scott  is  altogether 
Scott's  greatness  spnw 
hands  beyond  reaeb  a 
faults  become  bcaaliH 
<s  are  solid  prwHl 
of  his  worth  there  ia  a 
the  patient  biogr&pber  a 
ritfi,  and  hasiy  ibeatr 
affeclionately  analyzing 
Raphael  pictures,  limc-dt 
The  novel-manufactory, 
year,  is  sacred  to  him  ^ 
which  carries  the  noble 
Scon  is  to  Lockhart  th 
lime ;  an  object  sprvadiv 
a  sea  wtthont  shore.  0£| 
thesis,  let  eiprcsaive.  a 
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Boll,"  readers  thw  believe  in  us  shall 
ith  the  reeling  ihal  a  man  of  talent, 
and  iDsight  wroic  in  wrote  il  in 
tuioes,  DDl  in  one,  becaDse  the  public 
3  for  il  belief  lit  Ihai  stale ;  bin  wroie 
Inrage,  irilh  frankness,  sinceritf ;  on 
e,  in  a  very  readable,  reeontmenda- 
«r.BS  Ihings  go.  Whosoever  needs 
irenaae  it,  or  ihe  loan  of  n,  vilh  as- 
Bore  llua  asual  ibai  he  has  ware  for 
!j.  And  now  enough  of  the  written 
vill  glance  a.  little  at  the  man  and  his 


e  question  whether  9cott  was  a  great 
tol,  we  do  not  propose  lo  enter  deeply, 
too  usual,  a  question  about  words. 
in  be  no  doubt  but  many  men  bave 
■ed  and  primed  great  who  were  vastly 
ban  he:  aa  little  doubt  moreover  that 
lecially  good  a  very  large  portion,  ac- 
ta any  genuine  standard  of  man's 
tn  worthless  in  comparison  lo  him. 
^m  Beolt  is  great  may  most  inno- 
ane  bim  so ;  may  with  advantage  ad- 
-  great  qualities,  and  ouphi  with  sin- 
1ft  lo  emulate  them.  At  the  same 
I  good  ibet  there  be  a  certain  degree 
ion  in  onr  epithets.  It  is  good  to  an- 
,for  one  thing,  that  no  popularity,  and 
■Ihed  wonder  of  all  the  world,  con- 
ren  for  a  long  series  of  years,  can 
Ban  great    Buch  populadiy  is  a  re- 

I  furtune ;  indicates  a  great  adaptation 
IM)  to  his  element  of  circumstances; 
Or  may  not  indicate  any  thing  great  in 
I,  To  our  ima^nation,  as  above 
itre  is  a  certain  apotheosis  in  it;  but 
■Uty  no  apotheosis  ai  all.  Popnlariiy 
taze  of  illumination,  or  alas,  of  cod- 
■  kindled  round  a  man ;  lAmring  what 
i;  not  putting  the  smallest  item  i 
;  oflen  abstracting  mach  from  him ; 
airtg  the  poor  man  himself  into  ashes 

II  popularity  is  transient;  your  "series 
i"  quite  unexpectedly,  sometimes  hI- 

on  a  sudden,  terminates!  For  the 
of  men,  especially  of  men  congre- 
maases  roand  any  object,  is  extreme. 
bminalions  and  conflagrations  have 
themselves,  as  if  new  heavenly  suns 
^  vhieh  proved  only  to  be  lar-bnrrels, 
mtrial  ioclis  of  straw '.  Profane 
n  cried  out,  "One  God,  one  Fari- 
md  whither  now  have  they  and  Fari- 
leedl  In  literature,  too,  there  have 
IB  popularilies  greater  even  than 
md  nolhiag  perennial  in  the  interior 
Lone  de  Vega,  whom  all  the  world 
'i  aDd  made  a  proverb  of;  who  could 
■ucfptable  five-act  tragedy  in  almost 
lMars;tfae  greatest  of  all  popularities 
IBlcnI.  and  perhaps  one  of  the  great- 
fia,  ever  ranked  among  popnlarilies : 
llMlf,  SO  radiant,  far-shining,  has  not 
kU  BKun  or  star  of  the  firmament; 
^Md  al  lost  and  gone  out,  or  plays  at 
we  tftB  of  some  (ev,  as  a  vague 
hvalJi>  and  brilliant  itteflectualiiy. 
ll'IMB  of  8pata  sat  obscure  ai  the 


lime,  all  dark  and  poor,  a  maimed  soldier  i 
writing  his  Don  Quiioie  in  prison.  And 
Lope's  fate  withal  was  &Qd,hi5  popnlariiy  per- 
haps a  curse  to  him;  for  in  this  man  there 
was  something  ethereal  loo,  a  divine  particle 
IrBceable  in  few  other  popular  men ;  and  5ueh 
far  shining  diSbsion  of  himself,  though  all  the 
world  swore  by  it,  woQld  do  nothing  Cor  the 
true  life  of  him  even  while  he  lived:  he  had 
to  creep  into  a  convent,  into  a  monk's  cowl, 
and  learn,  with  infinite  sorrow,  that  his  bless- 
edness had  lain  elsewhere;  that  when  a  man's 
life  feels  itself  ro  be  sick  and  an  error,  no 
voting  of  by-standers  can  make  it  well  and  A 
truth  again.  Or  coming  down  to  our  own  ' 
times,  was  nul  August  Kotzebue  popular  1 
Kolzebue,  not  so  many  years  since,  saw  him- 
aelf,  if  rumour  and  hand-clapping  could  be 
credited,  the  greatest  man  goingi  saw  miblf 
hi3,Thoughi$,  dressed  out  in  plush  and  paste- 
board, permeating  and  perambulating  civilized 
Europe;  the  most  iron  visages  weeping  with 
bim,  in  all  theatres  from  Cadiz  to  Ksmschat- 
ka;  his  own  "astonishing  genius,"  mean- 
while, producing  two  tragedies  or  so  per 
month :  he  on  Ihe  whole  blazed  high  enough  : 
he  too  has  gone  out  into  Night  and  Ormi,  and 
already  is  not.  We  will  omit  this  of  populari- 
ty altogether,  and  account  il  as  making  simply 
nothing  towards  Scott's  greatness  or  non- 
greatness,  as  an  accident,  not  a  quality. 

Shorn  of  this  falsifying  nimiut,  and  reduced 
to  his  own  natural  dimen.tions,  there  remains 
the  reality.  Waller  Scott,  and  what  we  can  Sod 
in  him :  lo  be  accounted  great,  or  not  grent, 
according  to  the  dialects  of  men.  Friends  to 
precision  of  epithet  will  probably  deny  his  title 
lo  the  name  "great."  It  seems  to  us  there 
goes  other  stuff  to  the  making  of  great  men 
than  can  be  detected  here.  One  knows  not 
what  idea  worihy  of  the  name  of  great,  what 
purpose,  instinct,  or  tendency,  that  conld  be 
called  great,  Scott  ever  was  inspired  with. 
His  life  was  worldly;  his  ambiiioua  were 
worldly.  There  is  nothing  spiritual  in  him ; 
all  is  econiimical,  material,  of  the  earth  earihy- 
A  love  of  picturesque,  of  beautiful,  vigorous, 
and  graceful  things;  a  genoine  love,  yei  not 
more  genuine  than  has  dwell  in  hundreds  of 
men  named  minor  poeis:  this  is  Ihe  highest 
quality  to  be  discerned  in  him.  Bis  power 
of  representing  these  things  too,  his  poetic 
power,  like  his  moral  power,  was  a  genius  in 
ixlinio,  as  we  may  say,  not  in  inlinmi.  In  ac- 
tion, in  speculation,  brand  as  he  was,  he  rose 
nowhere  high;  productive  without  measnre  as 
to  quantity,  in  qnaliiy  he  for  the  most  part 
transcended  but  a  little  way  the  regiou  of 
commonplace,  It  has  been  «aid,  "no  man  has 
wntlen  as  many  volumes  with  so  few  sen- 
tences that  can  be  quoted."  Winged  words 
were  not  his  voealion ;  nothing  nrged  him  >hat 
way  ;  the  great  mystery  of  eiislence  was  not 
great  to  him;  did  not  drive  him  into  rocky 
solitudes  lo  wrestle  with  it  for  an  answer,  to 
be  answered  or  lo  perish.  He  had  nothing  of 
Ihe  martyr:  into  no  "dark  region  to  slay 
monsters  for  us,"  did  he,  either  led  or  driven, 
venture  down ;  his  conquests  were  for  his  owu 
behoof  mainly,  conquests  uve 
ket  labour,  and  reduit^U  v 


BrvtWr  BiacUlab,  (W  mitiu(iasi7,  inqnired 
of  Ram-Dua,  ■  Hioioo  msD-^od,  who  bia  wet 
«p  Tor  cudbood  Uiclf.  Wtuu  br  mcani  lo  ^ 
iImd,  wTlh  lb«  (iiK  or  manklEulT  To  wbieh 
lUm-DlU  ax  oact  •niwerrd.  he  bad/ri  rnomfk 
In  Alt  lvU|r  10  born  up  alt  tbc  »n)  in  ihe  vorld. 
lUm-Uut  «at  flftbl  ic  far,  anil  had  »  &pica 
cr  MDH  ID  him;  (lit  KDrely  ii  is  (be  trstof 
ivtiy  (livln*  mau  tbii  lamc.aad  vitbaot  ilbe 
U  nol  Jivlna  or  srrai, — thai  he  Ash  6it  in  bim 
lo  bucD  ap  loiiKvhat  uf  ihe  sina  of  ibv  vorld, 
of  Ibe  miaerLca  and  Erron  of  the  world  i  wby 
•Ea«  i>  h«  Ihem  t  Far  be  ii  from  at  to  lay 
dial  a  icrpat  maa  mual  D«dti,  with  beneroleDce 
prrpDiiMi,  b(cnin«  a  "friend  of  humaiiiiy;'' 
nay.  ihai  tuch  profeMinnal  aclf-coDiicioas 
frianil)  of  huinaoiiy  are  nol  ihe  falalnl  kind 
of  parkoni  Iq  bt  met  with  in  our  day.  All 
grtatHWia  la  unvuuicioua,  or  it  is  lilllc  and 
niughi.  And  yoi  u  grrai  man  wiihnut  luch 
flraln  him.  burnknK  dim  nr  ievtiaped  as  a  di- 
vine bahoM  in  bin  hvarl  at  bearta,  never  reM- 
Uif  till  it  be  fulAllsd,  were  a  solociira  in  na- 
ture. A  Rrnal  man  ix  ever,  as  ibe  Traniicen- 
ilf  nlallali  apeak.  pDXtiexaiid  willi  an  id>a.  Na- 
poleuD  hima«lf,  nol  the  FuperllDCsl  of  great 
men,  and  ballaaied  tnffldcnily  viih  prndencM 
and  oguliMit,  hail  ncverthelei's,  as  is  clear 
«nou|n,  an  idea  to  itarl  with  i  the  idea  that 
|>eouioraC7  van  ibe  Cause  nf  Man.  the  right 
tn<l  inflntlt  L'bum.  AceurdinRly  he  made 
iHiuielf  "  iht>  armed  soldier  of  Ueinocrscy;" 
■Dil  did  (indit'aie  it  in  a  rather  great  manner. 
Naji.  Ill  ihe  v*ry  lasl,  he  had  •  kind  nf  idea, 
ihab  namely,  of  -I-  mnifn  eunrlt  ottr  lalt-t, 
lk»  ttKtb  M  hkm  ibal  ean  handle  them  i"  really 
oM  of  tlw  bent  idrai  jtt  pmmulgateJ  on  thai 
NalWt,  or  MiAer  the  on*  true  rrniral  idea,  to- 
iaar\l>  •hioh  all  <lir  .Mlifvs.ir  iheT  lend  any- 
»hi'-. :  ■  ■-inpiiv  II  was  in  the 

Kl>"   '  '111  Sapolrou  could 

tr^  .n«  f-rcfd  Infill 

t,^   ;,  '..■ir  hee.M  il  tried  lo 

••I  .  ^..- ,..i;n<*»f  Ihmrs^his 

h««d  bj  i«i,.tn.Li.>i)  (^^^^(.{no  ht'iJcan 
»HkJ  'w>v(  thaa  n«  muiity;)  and  he  la«i 
kMi4.  a>  «fceT  i*r,  a*!  Warn*  a  M-iSih  »iBh>- 
MM'ii*  »tJt  ^latei.aad  a*^  k«rM  ovt.  trav^ax 

*iiM«.V'«*»f»l    T*w«»Ka»tt.'»**;ifc«- 
^^  <AMMa<flh»««M;«..la 


to  beaoufnll;  Utel.  as 
frutifol  iniern^  vaiiaA 
beaJifay  nan!  The  tr 
tioo  of  Sco{t  w«n  pert 
wai,  ifno  great  Baa,  tfaei 
sanier  to  be,  a  rotnisi.  Il 
wiihal,  Tcry  prospnoni 
An  emioenily  well-eo* 
in  body,  healthy  in  *M1| 
of  the  hrallhiiti  oTmeovJ 
matter:  health  is  a  f^ 
po!^»essor  of  il  and  n^ 
tbBI  humonrisl  in  ibe  M 
far  out.  who  determioei 
only;  and  su  instead  o 
the  highborn,  lo  the  riol 
sifiied  on  dolGag  bat  to  il 
carnages  with  pale  face 
failures  miserable  and  la 
ruddy-cheeUed  strength 
greeted  as  sncceisfiil  an 
not  health  mean  harmot 
thai  is  true,  justly-ordei 
some  sense,  Ihe  nei-toia 
meni.  of  whatever  worth 

so  lar  as  be  gots,  A 
but  a  soul  in  right  heal 
yond  all  oibers  to  be  pn 
eat  thing  this  eat^  recei 
oul  arli&cial  medicami 
tighi-lacing  of  crecdt,  ( 
able.)  the  heallhj  sonl  i 
and  adheres  10  il,  and  rel 
bad.  and  sponianeous 
met  from  nature  he( 
■uidrs  the  wild  minit! 
food,  sbovs  him  ohai 
he  shall  absuin  from, 
rtll  nnl  adhere  to  blm 
■e.  diseased  iBCi«ttab 
:s  WitLrr  Ibe  Or^M 
I  Lrit:h   was    i>  for  1 
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lerringlf  ihe  inward  monilinn  of  \ht 
■whole  DBlarc.  No  need  oflogic  to  prove 
I  argumentaiivir  absurdity  absurd  j  as 
rays  of  himself,  "all  this  ran  down 
•■  like  WBler  from  a  man  in  wax-clolh 
BiMsed  is  the  healthy  naiurei  it  is 
iereot,  sweetly  co-operative,  not  inco- 
aelMislracting,  self-destructive  one! 
hRrmoniona  adjuslmeni  and  play  of  all 
lltiea,  the  just  balance  of  oneselfi^ives 
leliog  towards  all  men  and  all  things. 
|ht  from  within  radiates  outwards,  and 
IS  anA  embellishes. 
■II  this  can  be  predicated  of  Walter 
d  of  no  British  literary  man  that  we 
T  in  these  days,  to  any  sach  eilen), — 
DO!  perhaps  of  one,  ihe  most  opposite 
kble  to  ScotI,  but  his  equal  in  this  quality 
^tholdsofit:  William  Cobbetti     Nay, 

rtither  similarities,  widely  dilferenl  as 
liwk;  nor  he  the  comparison  dis- 
Blo  Scott;  for  Cobbett  also,  as  the 
ohn  Ball  of  his  century,  strong  as  the 
B,  and  with  singular  humanities  and 
les  shining  through  his  thick  skin,  is  a 
rsve  phenomenon.  So  bounteous  vas 
.  n  the  Bicliliesl  of  recorded  ages, 
Iritisfa  literature  lay  all  puking  and 
^g  fn  Werierism,  Byronism,  and  other 
ilalism,  tearful  or  spasmodic,  (fruit  of 
:  iBMd,}  Nature  was  kind  enough  lo 
two  healthy  Meri,  of  whom  she  might 
,  not  withuat  pride,  "These  also  were 
I  Snglind;  such  limbs  I  still  make 
II  is  one  of  Ihe  cheerfullesi  sights, 
fneslion  of  its  greatness  be  settled  as 
.  A  healthy  nature  may  or  may  not 
;  bat  there  is  no  great  nature  that  is 
Ay.— Or,  on  the  whole,  might  we  not 
'    -'  vesture  of  the  nineteenth 

_     ... cally  very  much  the  old 

Bordererof  prior  cefiluriesi  the  kind 
Nature  did  of  old  make  in  Ihat  birth- 
'kial  In  Ihe  saddle,  with  the  foray- 
t'vovii  have  acquitted  himself  as  he 
Wdesk  with  his  pen.  One  fancies  how 
(  of  Hardea's  time,  he  could 

Erod  Beardie's  part;  and  ban  the  slal- 
-behed  Itrm  filivt  he  in  this  late  time 
ly  delist  Id  draw.  The  same  siont 
i  was  in  him ;  the  same  oak  and  triple 
hind  his  heart.  Ht  loo  coald  have 
a  Hed»wire,  cracking  crowns  with  the 
'If  that  had  been  the  task;  could  have 
0»tlle  in  Tynedale,  repaying  injury 

rUDd  m  teres  I ;  a  right  sufGcient 
Den.  A  man  without  ciaalms  or 
tallties;  a  hard-headed,  sound-hearied 
-Joyous  robust  temper,  looking  to  the 
ee,  and  Gghiing  direct  thitherward: 
Tttuhnmo! — How  much  in  ihaiease 
nbered  in  him,  and  passed  away  wiib- 
indeed,  whu  knows  how  much 
k  ill  many  men.  Perhaps  our  jreaJest 
t  the  mMf  Mihons ;  the  vocal  are  those 
J  happy  accident  we  lay  hold  of,  one 
c  Ifaere,  as  it  chance'',  and  make  vocal. 
I  question,  whether,  had  not  want, 
^^  a  and  diii  re  as- warrants  been  bosy 
fftrd«D-AT(in,  Shakspeare  himself  had 
^^  kiUiog  calres  or  combing  wool! 


L- 


HadtheEdial  Boarding-schooUumeil out  welti 
we  had  never  heard  of  Samuel  Johnsonj 
Samuel  Johnson  had  been  a  fat  schoolmaslef 
and  dogmatic  gerund  grinder,  and  never  knoiT 
that  he  was  more.  Nature  is  rich :  those  two 
eggs  ihou  an  eating  carelessly  to  breakfast 
could  they  not  hare  been  hatched  into  a  pair  of 
fowls,  and  have  covered  the  whole  world  with 
poultry  ! 

But  It  was  not  harrying  of  cattle  in  Tynei 
dale,  or  cracking  of  crowns  al  Redswire,  that 
this  stout  Border  chief  was  appointed  to  per- 
form. Far  other  work.  To  be  the  aoag- 
singer  and  pleasant  tale-teller  to  Britain  and 
Europe,  in  the  beginning  of  the  artificial  nine- 
leeuth  century;  here,  and  not  there,  la;  his 
business.  Beardie  of  Harden  would  have 
found  it  very  amaiing.  How  he  shapes  him* 
self  to  this  new  element;  how  he  helps  himself 
along  in  it.  makes  it  too  do  for  him,  lives 
found  and  victorious  in  it,  and  leads  over  the 
marches  such  a  spoil  as  all  the  caltte-droves 
the  Hardens  ever  took  were  poor  in  com-* 
parison  to ;  this  ts  the  history  of  the  life  and 
achievements  of  our  Sir  Walter  Scolt,  Baronet: 
— whereat  we  are  now  to  glance  for  a  little! 
It  is  a  thing  remarkable ;  a  thing  sabEiantJal  i 
of  joyful,  victorious  sort;  not  unworthy  lo  be 
glanced  at.  Withal,  however,  a  glance  her* 
and  there  will  sulEce.  Our  limits  are  onrrow; 
the  thing,  were  it  never  so  victorious,  is  not 
of  the  sublime  sort,  nor  extremely  edifyingi 
there  is  nothing  in  it  to  censure  vehemently, 
ttor  love  vehemently:  there  is  more  to  wondej 
at  than  admire;  and  the  whole  secret  is  nolal 
abstruse  one. 

Till  towards  the  age  of  thirty,  Scott's  Iif8 
has  noihing  in  it  decisively  pointing  towards 
literature,  or  indeed  towards  distinctioD  of  any 
kind;  he  is  wedded,  settled,  and  has  gone 
through  all  his  preliminary  steps,  withont 
symptoms  of  renown  as  yet.  It  is  Ihe  life  oT 
every  other  Edinburgh  youth  of  his  station  and 
time.  Poriunalc  we  most  name  it,  in  many 
ways.  Parents  in  easy  or  wealthy  circum- 
stances, yel  unencumbered  with  Ihe  cares  and 
perversions  of  aristocracy:  noihing  emiflent 
in  place,  in  faculty,  or  culture,  yet  nothing 
deficieDi;  all  around  is  methodic  regulation, 
prudence,  prosperity,  kind-hcurtedness  {  an 
element  of  warmth  and  light  of  aflection,  in' 
dusiry,  and  burgherly  comfort, heightened  into 
elegance ;  in  which  the  youn|;  heart  eaa 
wholesomely  grow.  A  vigorous  health  seema 
to  have  been  given  by  nature;  yet,  as  if  Na- 
ture had  said  withal,  "  Let  it  be  a  health  lo 
express  itself  by  mind,  not  by  body,"  a  lame- 
ness is  added  in  childhood;  ihe  brave  little 
boy,  instead  of  romping  and  bickering,  must 
iearn  to  think ;  or  at  lowest,  what  is  a  great 
matter,  to  sit  still.  No  rackets  and  trundling 
hoops  for  this  young  Walter;  bnl  halladsi 
history-hooks,  and  a  world  of  legendary  stalT, 
which  his  mother  and  those  near  him  an' 
copiously  able  lo  furnish.  Disease,  which  is 
but  superficial,  nnd  issues  in  outward  lame- 
ness, does  not  cluud  the  young  existence, 
rather  forwards  it  towards  the  expansion  il  is 
Jilted  for.  The  miserable  disease  had  been 
□ne  of  Ihc  inlctnai  uiAAgt  «u\«,'(Ku^\>^^n 
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mcnl  ognmintHw ;  under  vbieh  tto  Walter 
Beott  eovld  bare  been  ibrvanled,  or  witb  all 
his  other  endowmeiiif  coald  hare  been  *pn>- 
doctble  or  possible.  *«  NaturejpTes  healthy 
children  pneh :  bow  mach !  Wise  edacation 
it  a  wise  nnfolding  of  this ;  often  it  unfolds 
itaelf  better  of  its  own  accord." 

I 

Add  one  other  circumstance  :  the  place 
where ;  namely,  Presbyterian  Scotland.  The 
inllnences  of  this  are  felt  incessantly,  they 
stream  io  at  evenr  pore.  ** There  is  a  country 
accent,"  says  La  Rochefoocault,  "  not  in 
speech  only,  but  in  thought,  conduct,  charac- 
tar,  and  manner  of  existing,  which  nerer  for- 
sakes a  man."  6cott,we  betiere,  was  all  his 
days  an  Episeopalean  Dissenter  in  Scotland; 
bm  that  miakes  little  to  the  matter.  Nobody 
win  knows- fieotland  and  Beott  can  doubt  but 
Pitibyterianism,  too,  bad  a  vast  share  in  the 
fbnainf  of  him.  A  country  where  the  entire 
people  is,  or  eren  once  has  be«i,  laid  hold  of, 
nfM  10  the  heart  with  an  infinite  religious 
idea*  has  "made  a  step  ftom  which  it  cannot 
retrograde."  Thought,  conscience,  the^siense 
that  man  is  denisen  of  a  uniTerse,  creature  of 
an  elemitf,  has  penetrated  to  the  remotest 
eoCtage»  to  the  simplest  heart  Beautifbl  and 
awftu,  the  fteling  of  a  hearenly  behest,  of  dfity 
ipod-oommanded,  orereanopics  aU  lilb.  There 
u  an  inspiration  in  snch  a  people :  one  may 
say  in  a  piort  special  sense,  *<  the  inspiration 
oTthe  Almighur  giveth  them  understanding." 
Honour  to  all  the  brave  and  true;  ererlasting 
hpnour  to  brave  old  Knox,  one  of  the  truest  of 
the  true !  That,  in  the  moment  while  he  and 
his  cause,  amid  civil  broils,  in  convulsion  and 
confusion,  were  still  but  struggling  for  life,  he 
sent  the  schoolmaster  forth  to  all  corners,  and 
said,  ''Let  the  people  be  taught:**  this  is  but 
one,  and  indeed  an  inevitable  and  compara- 
tively inconsiderable  item  in  his  great  mes- 
sage to  men.  His  message,  in  its  true  com- 
pass, was,  '*  Let  men  know  that  they  are  men ; 
created  by  God,  responsible  to  God ;  who  work 
in  any  meanest  moment  of  time  what  will  last 
through  eternity."  It  is  verily  a  great  mes- 
sage. Not  ploughing  and  hammering  ma- 
chines, not  patent  digesters  (never  so  orna- 
mental) to  digest  the  produce  of  these:  no,  in 
no  wise ;  born  slaves  neither  of  their  fellow- 
men,  nor  of  their  own  appetites ;  but  men ! 
This  great  message  Knox  did  deliver,  with  a 
man's  voice  and  strength ;  and  found  a  people 
to  believe  him. 

Of  such  an  achievement,  we  say,  were  it  to 
be  made  once  only,  the  results  are  immense. 
Thought,  in  such  a  country,  may  change  its 
form,  but  cannot  go  out;  the  country  has 
attained  majority ;  thought,  and  a  certain  spi- 
ritual manhood,  ready  for  all  work  that  man 
can  do,  endures  there.  It  may  take  many 
forms :  the  form  of  hard-fisted,  money-getting 
industry,  as  in  the  vulgar  Scotchman,  in  the 
vulgar  New  Englander;  but  as  compact  de- 
veloped force  and  alertness  of  faculty,  it  is 
still  there ;  it  may  utter  itself,  one  day,  as  the 
colossal  skepticism  of  a  Hume,  (beneficent 
this  too,  though  painful,  wrestling,  Titan-like, 
through  doubt  and  inquiry  towards  new  belief;) 
and  again,  some  better  day,  it  may  utter  itself 


as  the  inspired  melodj  of  a  Buns :  in  a  w 
it  is  asd  continues  in  the  voice  and  the  « 
of  a  nation  of  hardy,  endeatonrinib  coam 
ing  men,  with  whatever  that  may  bear  ia  il 
unfold  from  it.  The  Scotch  naiionaJ  cham 
originates  in  nian^  circumstances;  first  ffi 
in  the  Saxon  stufiT  there  was  to  work  oa;  I 
next,  and  beyond  all  else  except  tbalial 
Presbyterian  Gospel  of  John  Knox.  It  iM 
a  good  national  character ;  and,  on  sodk  siia 
not  so  good.  Let  ScoU  thank  John  %.wa,k 
he  owed  him  much,  little  as  he  dretaatfi^ 
debt  in  that  quarter!  No  Scot^hoai flf Mk 
time  was.  more  entirely  Scotch  thai  Mr; 
Scott:  the  good  and  the  not  so  good,tftiGkr 
Scotchmen  inherit,  ran  through  tnxfBmi 
him. 

Scott's  childhood,  school-days,  roflifp ^|fc j 
are  pleasant  to  read  of;  though  tbcgr  T 
from  those  of  others  in  hjs  pbosHrfJ^j 
The  memory'  of  him  may  w^btHj  *^ 
last  till  this  record  of  diem  becoBMirvi^j 
curious  than  it  now  is.    ^'So  hfed  vHi^ 
burgh  Writer  to  the  Signet* s  son  is  tk  wl 
the  eighteenth   century,*!  msj  msm  AM 
Scotch  novelist  say  to  himself  ia  ik«l4 
thetwenty^rst!  TTie  foltowing  liuh  (iip^  j 
of  infancy  is  all  we  can  extcact.  hiiftai 
autobiography  which  he  had  hegas, 
cannot  but  regret  he  did  not  fiaiiL 
best  qualities  never  shone  out  Mce 
than  when  he  wen^  nppa  aaeeddie  wi 
nisccnce.    Such  a  inaster  of  nanafifc 
himself  could  have  done  persoail 
weU.    Here,  if  any  where,  his  knowMfii* 
complete,  and  all  his  humour  and  goMk 
mour  had  free  scope : 

*'  An  odd  incident  is  worth  recordist  k  h 
seems  my  mother  had  sent  a  miid  to  >^  ||i 
charge  of  me,  at  this  farm  of  SasdjrJbii^ 
that  I  might  be  no  inconvenience  to  tbeiMF 
But  the  damsel  sent  on  that  impomstniiaii 
had  left  her  heart  behind  her,  in  the  keosi 
of  some  wild  fellow,  it  is  likely,  whokidi* 
and  said  more  to  her  than  he  was  like  lo  sill 
good.  She  became  extremely  desiroosto^ 
turn  to  Edinburgh ;  and,  as  my  mothet** 
a  point  of  her  remaining  where  she  ^^^ 
contracted  a  sort  of  hatred  at  poor  Mi>* 
cause  of  her  being  detained  at  SaDdy-ft** 
This  rose,  I  suppose,  to  a  sort  of  '^^^^'jj* 
fection,  for  she  confessed  to  old  AlisoD  Wa* 
the  housekeeper,  that  she  had  carrirf  ■*  # 
to  the  craigs  under  a  strong  teoptsuo"  «■ 
Devil  to  cut  my  throat  with  her  scisson.'jj 
bury  me  in  the  moss.  Alison  insttntly  •• 
possession  of  my  person,  and  took  cik  ■• 
her  confidant  should  not  be  sabjeci  lo  <f 
further  temptation,  at  least  so  far  «s » J 
concerned.    She  was  dismissed,  of  coanM* 

I  have  heard  afterwards  became  a  luninfr 

"  It  is  here,  at  Sandy-Knowc,  in  tberta** 
of  my  paternal  grandfather,  already  bJ?* 
ed,  that  I  have  the  first  consciousness  of  ^T 
ence;  and  I  recollect  distinctly  that  nj^ 
tion  and  appearance  were  a  little  fbis** 
Among  the  odd  remedies  recurted tt).*5 
my  lameness,  some  one  had  recoms^'r 
that  so  often  as  a  sheep  was  killed  for 4e* 
of  the  family,  I  shonld  be  stripped,  aod  si** 
up  in  the  skin  warm  as  it  was  flayed  fi#* 
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f  the  anima].  lo  ihis  Tsriar-itke  ha- 
I  well  remenibrr  lying  upoa  thp  floor 
■"■^  Biiile  parlour  in  the  farm-house,  while 
CL  >  nn  iiralher.a  vvnerabk  old  man  wilh  while 
•»  xasicil  fverj  eicilemEnl  to  make  me  Iry  lo 
^^1—  I  also  distincdy  remember  ihe  Ule  Sir 

►»^«!  M'Dougal  of  MackerMown,  father  of 
J^«-i«ss*[H  Sif  Henry  Hay  MTJoogal,  joining 
^^S  a  iiempt.  He  was,  God  linows  how,  a 
**»«*«  pf  ours;  and  I  slill  recoiled  him  in 
**'^^-rashioneri  military  habii,  (he  had  been 
^*»-c-l  v{  the  Greys.)  with  a  small  cocked- 
^  *^  «■  p  ly  (aced,  an  embroidered  scarlei  waist- 
s' and  a  light-coloored  coat,  with  milk- 
*■*■  \ocks  tied  in  a  military  fashion,  kneel- 
^  *^^  the  gronnd  before  me,  and  dragging  his 
^^«  olong  the  carpel  to  induce  me  to  follow 
^  ■■■"he  benevolenl  old  soldier,  and  the  infant 
*■  t»eil  in  his  sheop-skin,  would  base  afford- 
t-^^**  cidd  group  ic  uninterested  spectators. 
^^*~  most  have  happened  about  my  third 
^^/~  (nn,)  for  Sir  George  M'Dougal  and  my 
^  **■-•  '   ■  ,j  tiDih  died  shortly  after  thai  period. 


■'-PI 


..  16—17. 


.Ill  glac 


olhe 


and  advo 


lal  young 

me  be  makes  excursions  to  the  Hijih- 
to  the  Border  Cberiots  and  Norlbum- 
^*iid  i  rides  free  and  far.  ou  his  slout  gal- 
•*y,  ibrouph  bog  and  brake,  over  the  dim 
*»ry  Jctatable  land, — over  Flodden  and  other 
' Ids  ynil  places,  where,  though  he  yet  knew 
iiuL,  lLL^  Bork  lay.  No  land,  however  dim 
*<1  niiirM-y.  bat  either  has  had  or  will  have  its 
^fl,  iiiiil  ^D  become  not  unknown  in  song, 
which  was  once  as  prosaic 


aed  illi 


I,  let  us 
K-r-ward  :  Liddesdale  ton  is  on  Ihis 
ih  of  ours  under  Ibis  eternal  Sky  ; 
id  takes,  in  the  most  incalculable 
h  the  rniverse  at  large !  Scolt's 
'  there  are  rather  of  the  rustic  Ar- 
;  the  elementof  whiskey  not  waul- 
.hould  premise  that  here  and  there 
as  perhaps  been  aggravated  for  ef- 

&•*  During  seven  successive  years,"  writes  Mr. 

irt,  (furtheaiilobiography  haslongsince 

JLO*iJ  "Bcott  made  a  raid,  as  he  called  it, 

'esdale  withMr.Shorlreed,sheriff-siib- 

e  of  Roiburgh.  for  his  guide;  exploring 

f  rirulel  10  its  source,  and  every  ruined 

I   foundation  lo   balllement.    Al   Ihis 

wheel  carriage  had  ever  been  !,een  in 

llir  i!i    I  111 — the  first,  indeed,  was  a  gig,  driven 

Lv  r-i  .   I   liinnelf  fur  a  part  of  his  way, 

(,1,  ::,:  !,i  .1  of  ihcse  seven  excursions.    There 

B'j.^  1.1'  iiin  or  public-house  of  any  kind  in  ihi 

-•   whole  valley;  the  travellers  passed  from  thi 

^v  slwpberd's  hal  to  the  minister's   manse,  and 

^  fin  from  the  cheerful    hospitaliiy  of  thi 

-  -    name  lo  ihe  rough  and  jolly  welcome  of  thi 

hiirnp'-ir'ail.'    gathering,  wherever  ibey   went 

tfiru'  -  .'  fi.l  Itines,  and  occasionally  more  lansi 

hi--  !■  .   -  of  aniiqurty — even  such  a  'ruwih  of 

—    kul<l  I.:i>i:k.n3ckels'  as  Burns  ascribes  to  Cap- 

r.  To  these  ramblesScotiowedmach 

[.  the   inalenals   of  bis   ■  Minstrelsy  of  the 

■"     "  "     il  less  of  Ihati     ' 

a  with  the  living  manners  of  Ihese 


uniophisiicaled  regions,  which  ci 
chief  charm  ofoneofihe  most  charming  of  bia 
prose  works.  But  how  soon  he  had  any  irt- 
nite  object  heforehim  in  bis  ic'earchri, sectM 
very  dunbtful.  'He  was  maH.'  Liwirll).'  ibe 
time,' said  Mr.  Shorireed;  "but  lie  didna  ken 
maybe  what  he  was  about  till  y  ran  had  passed: 
al  first  he  thought  o'  liltle,  I  dare  say,  but  the 
queerness  and  the  fun.' 

In  those  days,'  says  the  Memomnduni  he- 
me,' advocates  were  not  so  plenty — at  least 
about  Liddesdale ;'  and  ihe  wonhy  8herilT-4iib- 
siilale  goes  an  lo  describe  the  son  of  busily 
not  unmixed  with  alarm,  produced  al  the  fint 
farm-bouse  they  visited,  (Willie  Elliot's  al 
Millbumbolm,)  when  the  honest  man  was  in- 
formed of  the  quality  of  one  of  his  goeMs. 
When  they  dismounted,  lueordingly,  he  n- 
ceived  Mr.  Scoti  wilh  great  ceremony,  and  ii;- 
sisled  upon  himself  Ifcading  bis  horse  to  the 
stable.  Shortreed  accompanied  Willie,  how- 
ever, and  the  latter,  aHer  taking  a  deliberate 
peep  at  Scull, 'oat  by  Ihe  edge  of  the  door 
cheek,'  whispered,  "  Weel,  Robin,  1  nay,  de'il 
ne  if  I's  be  a  bit  feared  for  him  now ;  he'* 
a  chield  like  ourselves.  I  think.'  Half-a- 
n  dogs  of  all  degrees  had  already  gather- 
ed round  the 'advocate,'  and  his  way  of  re- 
turning their  compliments  had  set  Willie  Elliot 

"  .According  to  Mr.  Shortreed,  this  good  man 
of  Millbnrnholm  was  the  great  original  of 
Dandiq  Dinmaa^"  *  *  "They  dined  ml 
Millburnholm ;  and,  afler  having  lingered  over 
Willie  Elliot's  panch-bowl,  ooiil.ia  Mr.  Shoft- 
reed's  phrase,  they  were  '  balf-glowrin,*  monnl- 
ed  their  steeds  again,  and  proceeded  lo  Dr.  El- 
liot's at  Cleughhead  where  (■  fur,'  says  my  Me- 
morandum,'  folk  were  na  very  nice  in  ihoM 
days.')  the  two  travellers  slept  in  one  and  the 
same  bed — as,  indeed,  Kcemi  to  have  been  Ihe 
case  wilh  them  throughout  most  of  their  eicnr- 
aion^in  thisprimitivedistricu  Dr.  Elliot  (aeter* 
gyman)  had  already  a  large  MS.  collection  (J 
the  ballails  Scon  was  in  quest  of."  •  •  • 
"  Next  morning  they  seem  to  hare  ridden  a 
long  way  for  the  purpose  of  visitingoDe'auld 
Thomas  o'  Tuzzilehope.'  another  Elliot,  I  anp- 
piise,  who  was  celebrated  for  his  >kiU  un  the 
Border  pipe,  and  tn  panicDlar  for  being  in  poa- 
session  of  the  real  Itli'  cf  Dtrk  o'  Ik,  C'lw.  Be- 
fore starling,  that  is,  al  six  o'eloek,  the  ballad 
burners  had,  '  just  lu  lay  the  stomach,  a  devil- 
led duck  or  twae,  and  wme  Xonrfm  porter/ 
Auld  Thomas  found  them,  neverlheleM,  well 
dispo.sed  for  'breakfast'  on  their  arrival  U 
Tuzzilebope  I  and  Ihis  being  over,  he  deligbled 
them  with  one  of  the  most  hideous  and  nn- 
earthly  of  all  specimens  of  'riding  music,' 
and.  moreover,  wiih  considerable  libations  of 
whisky-puneh,  tnanufac lured  in  a  certain 
wooden  vessel,  reiiembling  a  very  small  milk- 
pail,  which  he  called  '  Wisdom,'  because  it 
■made'  only  a  few  spixinfuls  of  spiriu — 
though  he  had  the  art  of  replenishinit  it  lo 
adroitly,  that  it  had  been  celebrated  for  fiftjr 
years  as  more  fatal  In  sobriety  than  any  bowl 
in  the  parish.  Having  done  due  bonoiir  i« 
'  Wisdom,'  they  again  mounted,  and  pi 


CARLYLE'8   MISCELLANEODS   WRITHSCS. 


<mr  tBOM  *nA  mtior  la  some  olhcr  eqaall; 
boipilBb)«  mfihler  of  ihe  pipe.  '  Ah  me.'  say ■ 
Sbortrecd, '  xie  an  cndlrts  runil  o'  humour  and 
AfoWtTf  »»  hr  ihen  had  wi'  him  !  Nev«r  irn 
jvii  bui  we  were  either  lao^iDg  or  roaring 
mad  iiDgilif.  Wherever  we  slopped, how  braw- 
lit  he  Euited  himiell  lo  every  body '.  He  »yt 
did  u  ihc  tavF  did:  never  made  himsell  ilie 

freal  man.  or  look  ony  airs  ia  ibe  company. 
ve  ceen  him  id  ■'  moods  in  Ihese  jaunl.i, 
grave  and  gay.  daft  and  lerions,  sober  and 
dmok — (this,  however,  even  in  oar  wildest 
ramhies,  was  rare) — bui.  drank  or  saber,  he 
wa»  aye  ihe  gentleman.  He  lookii  excessive- 
ly heavy  and  <lupid  when  he  was /ow,buihe  was 
defer  out  o'  gode-humour.'" 

These  are  questionable  doings,  qnefiiooably 
narniied ;  bnt  what  shall  we  say  of  the  follow- 
iay,  wflerein  the  element  of  whisky  plays  an 
HIKaiely  promineni  p^rtl  We  will  say  Ihat 
it  u  qwalioniUe,  anJnot  eiemplary,  whisky 
BiDUDiing  r.lenrty  beyond  iis  level ;  thai  indeed 
charity  hopr*  and  conjeclores,  here  may  be 
seme  agfmvafing  of  feaioris  for  effect's  sake! 
■On  rraehing.  one  evening,  some  CharHci- 
kapt  or  other  (I  tbrgei  the  name)  among  those 
wildernesses,  ihey  found  a  kitidJy  reeeptioB.ss 
usual;  but.  lo  their  a,greeable  surprise  after 
•ome  days  of  bard  living,  a  measured  and 
orderly  bospiialiiy  as  respected  liquor.  Soon 
after  Euppar.  at  which  a  bottle  of  elderberry 
wine  alone  hid  been  produced,  a  y oaog  sladent 
of  divinity,  who  happened  to  be  in  the  house, 
was  called  upon  to  lake  the  '  big  ha'  Bible,'  in 
Ihe  Koud  old  fashion  of  ■Buros's  Saturday 
Night;'  and  some  progress  had  been  already 
made  in  the  service,  when  Ihe  good  man  of 
the  farm,  whose  'tendency.'  as  Mr.  Mitchell 
says,  '  was  soporific,'  scandalited  his  wife  and 
the  dominie  by  starling  suddenly  from  his 
Itoees,  and,  rubbing  his  eyes,  with  a  sienloriau 

exclamation  of  '  By ,  here's  the  keg  at 

lasi!'  and  in  tumbled,  as  be  spoke  the  word,  a 
couple  of  iiardy  herdsmen,  whom,  on  hearing 
a  day  before  of  the   advocate's  approach' 
visit,  be  had  despatched  to  a  certain  sm 
gler's  hauQ^  at  acme  considerable  distance 
quest  of  a  supply  of  iiui  brandy  from  the  ! 
way  Frith.   The  pious  "  eierciie'  of  Ihe  house- 
hold  was   hopelessly   iniErnipied.      With 
IboDsand  apologies  for  bis   hitherto  shabby 
entertainment.  Uiis  jolly  Elliot,  or  Armstrong, 
had  the  welcome  krg  mounted   on  the  table 
without  a   moment's   delay,  and   gentle   and 
simple,  not  forfeiting  the  dominie,  continued 
carousiug  abiiut  it  until  daylight  streamed 
upon   the  party.     Sir  Waher   Scott  seldoir 
failed,  when  1  saw  him  in  company  with  hii 
l.iddesdale  companion,  lo  mimic  with  inliniti 
humour  the  sadden  outburst  of  his  old  hns 
on  henring  the  clatter  of  horses'  feet,  which  hi 
knew  to  indicate  Ihe  arrival  of  Ihe  keg — ihi 
conslernatioD  uf  the  dame — and  the  rueful  des- 
pair  with  which  Ibe  ynuri!;  clergymaa  closed 
the  book."— Vol.  i.  pp.  1I)S~199. 

From  which  Liddesdale  raiili,  which  we 
here,  like  Ihe  young  cler^man.  close  nol 
without  a  certain  t aefol  despair,  let  the  reader 
draw  what  nourishment  he  can.  Tlieyevint-F 
sftlis(ac\ort\5,  though  in  a  rude  mnnner.  thai 
in  Ihoac  i&jft  ^tmu^  a^'<o^a>x»,«>A,Suitt,like 
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:st  of  them,  were  aiine  and  alerV-vM 
times  preponderAliog.  But  let  m  mJ 
fancy  thai  ihe  ;ovi«l  yoang  adroealt  ta 
pleaded  his  first  cause;  has  served  i»  ft 
maory  drills;  been  wedded,  been  prtnuM 
sheritr,  without  roraaoce  in  either  cam  ii 
a  little  the  while,  under  guidance  cTlM 
9,  ID  translations  from  the  Gemu^] 
translation  cf  "  Goethe's  Gou  with  itw  li 
Hand;" — !ind  we  have  arrived  at  the  ihRJi 
old  of  the  "  Minstrelsy  of  the  SooM 
Border,"  and  the  opeDlng  pfa  new  cfntll^ 
Hitherto,  therefore,  there  haa  bten^ 
out,  by  nainre  and  circumstance  *<dH 
together,  nothing  anomally  reinarkablbj| 
slill  something  very  valuable;  a  noot  dj 
lual  man  of  thirty,  full  of  broad  sagaciiyfl 
good  humour,  with  lacul[ie.s  in  hico  A  '  ' 
burden  of  budness,  hospitality,  and  di 
Of  civic :— with  what  o^er  facattiet  in 
one  could  yet  say.  As  ittdeeJ,  i ' 
lonit  inspection,  caD  say  what  ii 
The  uttered  part  of  a  man's  life, 
repeal,  bears  to  the  nnuttered,  docmicmm 
pari  a  small  unknown  proportion;  hdiiWj 
never  knows  it,  moch  less  do  others-  ^J 
him  room,  Riv.?  him  tm/mi-t,  he  reachoJ**! 
lo  the  JDfiDits  with  that  so  «traillv-iiDp:i«Mfl 
»onl  of  his ;  aod  tan  do  miracles  if  ari  1^ 
It  is  one  of  the  comforiablesl  truths  !btl|MU 
men  abound,  though  in  the  nnkuova  an 
Nay  as  above  hinted,  our  jn^aiesi,  bem;  4 
by  nalure  onr  tiiatiru.  are  perhaps  llm*  8*J 
remain  unknown!  Philosopher  Fichlt  1^4 
comfort  in  this  belief,  when  from  all  P^^.! 
and  editorial  desk^.  and  publicaiiMS. prnwl 
cal  and  stationary,  he  could  bear  aMbqMl 
the  infinite  chailerinf;  and  twilteriuf  rf  t*  I 
monplace  become  ambitiims ;  and  n  4i  I 
infinite  slir  of  motion  nowbtther.  aitd  <"*l 
which  should  have  b*en  silence,  all  *"**! 
churned  into  one  tempestuous  ye^iy  fn'4.'" I 
the  stern  Pichie  almosi  desired  "u""*! 
knowledge"  to  allay  it  a  little; — heeoal™! 
himself,  we  say,  by  the  unshaken  beW*! 
Thoughl  did  still  exist  in  Genainj-.  *•] 
thinking  men,  each  in  his  owa  eanirr.s»l 
verily  doing  their  wiirk,  though  in  a  iH*] 
latent  manner.*  Walter  Scott,  as  a  W*' 
Waller,  had  never  amused  all  men  for  i  «* 
of  years  in  Ihe  course  orcenltiriesaiidna* 
ties,  or  gained  and  lost,  say  a  husdnd  iM 
sand  poumis  Stirling  by  literatDre:  btt  ti 
mi^hi  have  been  a  happy  and  by  no  nen)  i 
useless.— nav.  who  knows  at  botwio  The* 
not  a  still  uscfaller  Walter!  However  Si 
was  not  his  fortune.  The  Oenins  of  raikw 
singular  aije. — an  age  at  oncedestiiBteofU 
and  lerriGed  at  skepticism,  wilfa  lillle  hM 
ledge  of  itf  whereabont.  with  many  snmwt' 
bear  or  from,  and  on  the  whole  wiih  a  hfe' 
lead  in  these  new  circumstances,— ha<t  lat' 
himtelf;  What  man  shall  be  the  Xrapcft 
comforter,  or  were  it  hot  Ihe  <pirilual  oerf 
maker,  of  this  my  poor  sin^lar  age.  tQ«A 
its  dead  tedium  Hndmanlfnld  sorrows iliH'' 
So  had  Ihe  Genius  said,  looking  over  all  It 
world,  what  man  !  and  found  him  wjtbM* 
dusty  outer  psrIiameDt-house  of  Ediobm^ 

•  nebtc,  Utttrin  ITmm  4m  fT^iiia 
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with  his  advocate-gown  on  his  back ;  and  ex- 
claimed. That  is  he ! 

The  •'Minstrelsy  of  the  Scottish  Border" 
proved  to  be  a  well,  from  which  flowed  one 
of  the  broadest  rivers.    Metrical   romances, 
(which  in  due  time  pass  into  prose  romances  ;) 
the  old  life  of  men  resuscitated  for  us;  it 
is  a  mighty  word !    Not  as   dead  tradition, 
bat  as  a  palpable  presence,  the  past  stood  be- 
fore ns.    There  they  were,  the   rugged   old 
fighting  men  ;  in  their  doughty  simplicity  and 
strength,  with  their,  heartiness,  their  healthi- 
ness, their  stout  self-help,  in  their  iron  bas- 
nets,   leather    jerkins,   jack-boots,    in   their 
Soaintness  of  manner  and  costume ;  there  as 
ley  looked  and  lived ;  it  was  like  a  new  dis- 
covered continent  in  literature;  for  the  new 
century,  a  bright  El  Dorado, — or  else  some  fat 
beatific  land  of  Cockaigne,  and  Paradise  of 
I>onoihings.    To  the  opening  nineteenth  cen- 
tury, it  is  languor  and  paralysis;  nothing  could 
kmve  been  welcomer.    Most  unexpected,  most 
refreshing,  and  exhilarating ;  behold  our  new 
El  Dorado ;  our  fat  beatific  Lubberland,  where 
one  can  enjoy  and  do  nothing!    It  was  the 
time  for  such  a  new  literature ;  and  this  Wal- 
ter ScoU  was  the  man  for  it.    The  Xays,  the 
Jfonmofit,  the  Ladys  and  Lords  of  Lake  and 
Isles,  followed  in  quick  succession,  with  ever- 
widening  profit  and  praise.    How  many  thou- 
sands of  guineas  were  paid  down  for  each 
new  Lay;  how  many  thousands  of  copies 
(fifty  and  more  sometimes)  were  printed  off 
then  and  subsequently;  what  complimenting, 
reviewing,  renown,  and  apotheosis  there  was; 
all  is  recorded  in  these  seven  volumes,  which 
will  be  valuable  in  literary  statistics.    It  is  a 
history,  brilliant,  remarkable ;  the  outlines  of 
which  are  known  to  all.    The  reader  shall  re- 
call it,  or  conceive  it.    No  blaze  in  his  fancy 
is  likely  to  mount  higher  than  the  reality  did. 
At  this  middle  period  of  his  life,  therefore, 
Scott,  enriched  with   copynghts,   with    new 
official  incomes  and  promotions,  rich  in  money, 
rich  in  repute,  presents  himself  as  a  man  in 
the  full  career  of  success.    "  Health,  wealth, 
end  wit  to  guide  them,"  (as  his  vernacular 
proverb  says,)  all  these  three  are  his.    The 
field  is  open  for  him,  and  victory  there :  his 
own  faculty,  his  own  self,  unshackled,  victori- 
ously unfolds  itself, — the  highest  blessedness 
that  can  befall  a  man.    Wide  circle  of  friends, 
personal  loving  admirers  :  warmth  of  domes- 
tic joys,  vouchsafed  to  all  that  can  true-heart- 
edly  nestle  down  among  them;  light  of  radi- 
ance and  renown  given  only  to  a  few :  who 
would  not  call  Scott  happy  1     But  the  happi- 
est circumstance  of  all  is,  as  we  said  above, 
that  Scott  had  in  himself  a  right  healthy  soul, 
rendering  him  little  dependent  on  outward  cir- 
cumstances.   Things   showed  themselves  to 
him  not  in  distortion  or  borrowed   light  or 
gloom,  but  as  they  were.    Endeavour  lay  in 
him   and  endurance,   in  due   measure;   and 
clear  vision  of  what  was  to  be  endeavoured 
aAer.     Were  one  to   preach  a  Sermon   on 
Health,  as   really  were   worth   doing,   Scott 
ooght  to  be  the  text.    Theories  are  demon- 
strably true  in  the  way  of  logic;  and  then  in 
the  way  of  practice,  they  prove  true  or  else 
not  tme:  bat  here  is  the  grand  experiment, 
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Do  they  tarn  oat  well  1     What  boots  it  that  a 
man's  creed  is  the  wisest,  that  his  system  of 
principles  is  the  superfinest,  if,  when  set  to 
work,  the  life  of  him  does  nothing  but  jar,  and 
fret  itself  into  holes'*    They  are  untrue  in  that,, 
were  it  in  nothing  else,  these  principles  of 
his;  openly  convicted  of  untruth; — fit  only, 
shall  we  say,  to  be  rejected  as  counterfeits, 
and  flung  to  the  dogs  1     We  say  not  that ;  but 
we  do  say  that  ill-health,  of  body  or  of  mind, 
is  defeat y  is  battle  (in  a  good  or  in  a  bad  cause) 
with  bad  success ;  that  health  alone  is  victory. 
Let  all  men,  if  they  can  manage  it,  contrive  to 
be  healthy !    He  who  in  what  cause  soever 
sinks   into  pain   and  disease,   let   him  take 
thought  of  it;  let  him  know  well  that  it  is  not 
good  he  has  arrived  at  yet,  but  surely  evil^ — 
may,  or  may  not  be,  on  the  way  towards  good. 
Scott*s  healthiness  showed  itself  decisively 
in  all   things,  and  nowhere  more  decisively 
than  in  this:  the  way  in  which  he  took  his 
fame;  the  estimate  he  from  the  first  formed  of 
fame.    Money  will  buy  money's  worth;  but 
the  thing  men  call  fame  what  is  it  1     A  gaudy 
emblazonry,  not  good  for  much, — except  indeed 
as  it  too  may  turn  to  money.    To  Scott  it  was- 
a  profitable  pleasing  superfluity,  no  necessary 
of  life.    Not  necessary,  now  or  ever  1    Seem- 
ingly without  much  effort,  but  taught  by  nature, 
and  the  instinct  which  instructs   the  sound 
heart  what  is  good  for  it  and  what  is  not,  he 
felt  that  he  could  always  do  without  this  same 
emblazonry  of  reputation ;  that  he  ought  to 
put  no  trust  in  it ;  but  be  ready  at  any  time 
to  see  it  pass  away  from  him,  and  to  hold  on 
his  way  as  before.    It  is  incalculable,  as  we 
conjecture,  what    evil    he    escaped  -in   this 
manner;  what  perversions,  irritations,  mean 
agonies  without  a  name,  he  lived  wholly  apart 
from,  knew  nothing  of.    Happily  before  fame 
arrived,  he  had  reached   the  mature  age  at 
which  all  this  was  easier  to  him.    What  a 
strange  Nemesis  lurks  in  the  felicities  of  men ! 
In  thy  mouth  it  shall  be  sweet  as  honey,  in  thy 
belly  it  shall  be  bitter  as  gall  ?    Some  weakly- 
organized  individual,  we  will  say  at  the  age 
of  five-and-twenty,  whose  main  or  whole  talent 
rests  on  some  prurient  susceptivity,  and  nothing 
under  it  but    shallowness    and   vacuum,  is 
clutched  hold  of  by  the  general  imagination,  is 
whirled  aloft  to  the  giddy  height;  and  taught 
to  believe  the  divine-seeming  message  that  he 
is  a  great  man :  such  individual  seems  the 
luckiest  of  men :  and  is  he  not  the  unluckiesti 
Swallow  not    the   Circe-drought,   0   weakly- 
organized  individual ;  it  is  fell  poison  ;  it  will 
dry  up  the  fountains  of  thy  whole  existence,, 
and  all  will  grow  withered  and  parched ;  thou 
shall  be  wretched  under  the  sun  !    Is  there,  for 
example,  a  sadder   book   than  that  "Life  of 
Byron,"  by  Moore  1     To  omit  mere  prurient 
susceplivities   that  rest  on  vacuum,  look   at 
poor  Byron,  who  really  had  much  substance 
j  in  him.    Silting  there  in  his  sell'-exile,  with  a 
proud  heart  striving  to  persuade  itself  that  it 
dcspisps  ihe  entire  created  universe;  and  afar 
■  off,  in   fogsy  Babylon,  let  any  pitifullest  whip- 
I  sier   draw    pen   on  him,   your   proud   Byron 
writhes  in  torture, — as  if  the  pitiful  whipster 
were    a    magician,  or   his    pen    a   galvanic 
wire  struck  into  the  Byron's  spinal  marrow  \ 
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Lamentable,  detpieabler-one  had  racier  be  a 
kitten  and  cry  mew  I  O,  ton  of  Aduii  great 
or  little,  aceording  aa  thon  art  toreable,  those 
tboa  livest  with  will  Ipre  thee.  Those  thou 
livcst  noi  with,  is  it  of  moment  that  thef  have 
the  alphabetic  letters  of  thy  name  eni^raved  on 
their  memory  with  some  signpost  likeness  of 
thee  (as  like  as  I  to  Herenles^  appended  to 
themi  It  IB  not  of  moment;  in -sober  troth, 
not  of  any  moment  at  all  I  And  yet,  behold, 
there  is  no  sonl  now  whom  thon  canst  love 
freely^ — flrom  om  soul  only  art  thon  always 
snre  of  reverence  enonyh ;  in  presence  of  no 
aoni  is  it  rightly  well  with  thee !  How  is  thy 
world  become  desert ;  and  thon,  for  the  sake 
of  a  little  babblement  of  tongoes,  art  poor, 
btakmot,  ittsolTent  not  in  pnrse,  bat  in  ntart 
wid  mind.  "The  golden  calf  of  self-tove,* 
aay^Jaatt  Pnnl,  "hns  grown  into  a  burning 
Fbalaria*  ball;  to  consnme  its  owner  and  wor- 
ahipper."  Ambition,  die  desire  of  shining  and 
oatsmning,  was  the  beginning  of  sin  in  this 
world.  The  man  of  letters  who  founds  npon 
his  fhme,  does  he  not  thereby  alone  declare 
himself  a  ibUower  of  Lneifer  (named  fifatsii, 
the  Enemy,)  and  member  of  the  -  Samnic 
aehooll 

It  was  in  this  poetic  period  that  Scott  formed 
his  connection  with  fhis  Ballantynoi;  and  em- 
barbed,  though  nnder  corer,  largely  in  trade. 
To  thoae^who  regard  him  in  the  heroic  light, 
and  will  hare  vo/a  to  signify  prophet  aa  y0t\\ 
as  poeC,  this  portion  of  his  biography  seems 
aomewhat  incoherent.  Viewed  as  it  stood  in 
the  reality,  as  he  was  and  as  it  was,  the  enters 
prise,  since  it  proved  so  nnfortnnate,  may  be 
called  lamentable,  bat  canaot  be  called  an- 
natural.  The  practical  Scott,  looking  towards 
practical  issuen  in  all  things,  coald  not  bat 
find  hard  cash  one  of  the  most  practical.  If, 
by  any  means,  cash  coald  be  honestly  pro- 
daced,  were  it  by  writing  poems,  were  it  by 
printing  tbem,  why  noti  Great  things  might 
DC  done  ultimately;  great  difficulties  were  at 
once  got  rid  of, — manifold  hi^glings  of  book- 
sellers, and  contradictions  of  sinners  hereby 
fell  away.  A  printing  and  bookselling  specu- 
lation was  not  so  alien  for  a  maker  of  books. 
Voltaire,  who  indeed  got  no  copyrights,  made 
mnch  money  by  the  war  commissariat,  in  his 
tine;  we  believe  by  the  victualling  branch  of 
it.  Saint  George  himself,  they  say,  was  a 
dealer  in  bacon  in  Cappadocia.  A  thrifty  man 
will  help  himself  towards  his  object  by  such 
steps  as  lead  to  it.  Station  in  society,  solid 
power  over  the  good  things  of  this  world,  was 
8cott*s  avowed  object ;  towards  which  the  pre- 
cept of  precepts  is  that  of  lago :  Put  money  in 
thy  purse. 

Here,  indeed,  it  is  to  be  remarked,  that,  per- 
haps, no  literary  man  of  any  generation  has 
less  value  than  Scott  for  the  immaterial  part 
of  his  mission  in  any  sense;  not  only  for  the 
fantasy  called  fame,  with  the  fantastic  miseries 
attendant  thereon ;  but  also  for  the  spiritual 
purport  of  his  work,  whether  it  tended  hither- 
ward  or  thitherward,  or  had  any  tendency 
whatever ;  and  indeed  for  all  purports  and  re- 
sults of  his  working,  except  such,  we  may  say, 
as  offered  lV\emsc\\es  lo  the  eye,  and  could,  in  j 
one  sense  or  \Iha  oxYiet  \>t\iMi^^\w>>«^  ^\-,l 


and  bottoned'inio  the  breeebea-poekM. 
what  too  little  of  a  fantast,  this  vala  of  omil 
Bnt  so  it  was:  in  this  nineteenth  eeotaiy.sv 
highest  literary  man,  who  immeaaoraUy  kf^ 
yond  all  others  commanded  the  worid's  nt, 
had,  as  it  wersrno  message*  whatever  to  ^ 
liver  to  the  world ;   wished  not  the  world  to 
elevate  itself,  to  amend   itself,  to  do  this  ortt 
do  that,  except  simply  pay  him  for  ihehoob 
he  kept  wriliifg.  Very  remarkable ;  fittest^  p» 
haps,  for  an  sge  fallen  languid,  destiisie  of 
faith  and  terrified  at  skepticism  ?   Or,  perhipib 
for  quite  another  sort  of  age,  an  age  aH  it 
peaceable  trinmphant  motion  1     Bat,  iadeci 
since  Sbakspeare's  time  there  has  beta  is 
greater  spealrer  so  nneonscions  of  aa  aiBii 
speaking:     Eqnally  nnoonacions  these  tat 
otteran^s;  equally  the  sincere  eompleiepin' 
docts  of  the  minds  they  came  from:  aaiasv 
if  (hey  were  eqnally  dap  f    Or,  if  the  one  wv 
living  dre,  and  die  other  was  fiitile  phas|iauw» 
cence  and  mere  resinous  firewonr  f    ^  «k 
depend  on  the  relative  worth  of  the  nuadssic 
lM>th  were  equally  apontaneoos  themsehreii 
nnenenmbered  by  an  Ulterior  ainu    Bcyoti 
drawing    aadiences  fo    the   CHobe   llMttn 
Sb^speare  contemplated  no  resnlt  in  ibni 
plays  of  his.    Tet   they  have  had  resabi! 
Utter  with  free  heart  what  tby'owa  imm 
gives  thee :  if  Are  from   bearen  it  shall  li 
well ;  if  resinons  iLrework»  it  shall  be— as  vdl 
as  it  eoold  l>e,  or  better  than  otherwisef  111 
candid  judge  will,  ia  genetvl,  reqafrs  thati 
speaker,  in  so  extremely  serions  a  nnivcrKtf 
this  of  ours,  have  something  to  apeak  abo« 
In  the  heart  of  the  speaker  there  ought  to  li 
some  kind  of  gospeMidings  burning  till  it  be 
uttered ;  otherwise  it  were  better  for  him  thai 
he  altogether  held  his  peace.     A  gospel  sooe- 
what  more  decisive   than   this   of  Scott't,— 
except  to  an  age  altogether  languid,  wiibost 
either  skepticism  or  faith  1     These  things  the 
candid  judge  will  demand  of  literary  men;  jet 
withal  will  recognise  the  gpreat  worth  tbeie  is 
in  8cott*s  honesty,  if  in  nothing  more,  is  kis 
being  the  thing  he  was  with  soch  entire  good 
faith.    Here  is  a  something  not  a  nothiog.  If 
no  skybom  messenger,  heaven  looking  throsgh 
his  eyes ;  then  neither  is  it  a  chimera  with  hts 
systems,  crotchets,  cants,  fanaticisms,  and^last 
infirmity  of  noble  minds,'* — full- of  miserj,  m- 
rest,  and  ill-will ;  but  a  substantial,  peaceable, 
terrestrial  man.    Far  as  the  Earth  is  under  the 
Heaven,  does  Scott  stand  below  the  former  sort 
of  character;  but  high  as  the  cheerful  floverr 
Earth  is  above  waste  Tartarus  does  he  stand 
above  the  latter.    Let   him    live  in  bis  own 
fashion,  and  do  honour  to  him  in  that. 

It  were  late  in  the  day  to  write  criticisms 
on  those  Metrical  Romances:  at  the  sasic 
time,  the  great  popularity  they  had  seems  os- 
tural  enough.  In  the  first  place,  there  wis 
the  indisputable  impress  of  worth,  of  gfDainr 
human  force,  in  them.  TTiis,  which  lies  in 
some  degree,  or  is  thought  to  lie,  at  the  bottom 
of  all  popularity,  did  to  an  unusual  d^sree, 
disclose  itself  in  these  rhymed  romances  of 
Scott's.  Pictures  were  actually  painted  and 
presented;  human  emotions  conceived  tad 
sympathized  with.  Considering  that  wretched 
Della-Cmscah  and  other  vamping-ap  o(  dd 
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Wom-ont  tatters  was  the  staple  article  then,  it ! 
may  be  granted  that  Scoit's  excellence  was' 
superior  and  aiupreme.  When  a  Hayley  was 
the  main  singer,  a  Scott  might  well  be  hailed 
with  warm  welcome.  Consider  whether  the 
£opcf  of  the  PiantSj  and  even  the  Love.<  of  the 
triangUtf  could  be  worth  the  loves  and  hates 
of  men  and  women  !  Scott  was  as  preferable 
to  what  he  displaced,  as  the  substance  is  to 
wearisomely  repeated  shadow  of  a  substance. 
Bat,  in  the  second  place,  we  may  say  that 
the  hind  of  worth  which  Scott  manifested 
was  fitted  especially  for  the  then  temper  of 
men.  We  have  called  it  an  age  fallen  into 
spiritual  languor,  destitute  of  belief,  yet  terri- 
fied at  skepticism;  reduced  to  live  a  stinted 
balf-life,  under  strange  new  circumstances. 
Ncfw  vigorous  whole-life,  this  was  what  of  all 
things  Siese  delineations  offered.  The  reader 
WBS  carried  back  to  rough  strong  times,  where- 
in those  maladies  of  ours  had  not  yet  arisen. 
Brawny  fighters,  all  cased  in  bufi*  and  iron, 
Jieit  hearts  too  sheathed  in  oak  and  triple 
tyrftts,  caprioled  their  huge  war-horses,  shook 
their  death-doing  spears;  and  went  forth  in 
the  most  determined  manner,  nothing  doubt- 
[ng.  The  reader  sighed,  yet  not  without  a 
reflex  solaeement:  **  0,that  I  could  have  lived 
in  those  limes,  had  never  known  these  logic- 
5obwebs,  this  doubt,  this  sickliness ;  and  been 
ind  felt  myself  alive  among  men  alive  V*  Add 
lastly,  that  in  this  new-found  poetic  world  there 
wwLS  no  call  for  efibrt  on  the  reader's  part; 
rhat  excellence  they  bad,  exhibited  itself  at  a 
glance.  It  was  for  the  reader,  not  the  El  Do- 
rado only,  but  a  beatific  land  of  a  Cockaigne 
ind  Paradise  of  Donothings!  The  reader, 
irhat  the  vast  majority  of  readers  so  long  to 
loy  was  allowed  to  lie  down  at  his  ease,  and 
be  ministered  to.  What  the  Turkish  bath- 
keeper  is  said  to  aim  at  with  his  frictions,  and 
ihampooings^  and  fomentings,  mx>re  or  less 
efiectually,  that  the  patient  in  total  idleness 
may  have  the  delights  of  activity « — was  here 
to  a  considerable  extent  realized.  The  languid 
imagination  fell  back  into  its  rest;  an  artist 
wtm  there  who  could  supply  it  with  high- 
painted  scenes,  with  sequences  of  stirring  ac- 
tion, and  whisper  to  it.  Be  at  ease,  and  let  thy 
tepid  element  l>e  comfortable  to  thee.  **The 
mde  man,"  sajra  the  critic,  '*  requires  only  to 
lee  somediing  going  on.  The  man  of  more 
refinement  mnst  be  made  to  feel.  The  man 
>f  complete  refinement  must  be  made  to  re- 
lecL" 

We  named  the  **  Minstrelsy  of  the  Scottish 
Border"  the  fountain  from  which  flowed  this 
^eat  river  of  Metrical  Romances ;  but  ac- 
:ording  to  some  they  can  be  traced  to  a  still 
higher,  obscurer  spring ;  to  Goethe's  "  Odtz 
ron  Berlichingen  with  the  Iron  Hand ;"  of 
which,  as  we  have  seen,  Scott  in  his  earlier 
lays  executed  a  translation.  Dated  a  good 
many  years  ago,  the  following  words  in  a  cri- 
icism  on  Gk>ethe  are  found  written ;  which 
probably  are  still  new  to  most  readers  of  this 
Review : 

*•  The  works  just  mentioned,  G6tz  and  Wer- 
cr,  though  noble  specimens  of  youthful  talent, 
%re  still  not  so  much  distinguished  by  their 
Atrinsic  merits  as  by  their  splendid  fortune. 


It  would  be  difficult  to  name  two  books  which 
have  exercised  a  deeper  influence  on  the  sub- 
sequent literatufte  of  Europe  than  these  two 
performances  of  a  young  author;  his  first- 
fruits,  the  pn  duce  of  his  twenty-fnurth  year. 
Wrr  er  appeared  to  seize  the  hearts  of  men  in 
all  quarters  of  the  woild,  and  to  utter  for  them 
the  word  which  they  had  long  been  waiting  to 
hear.  As  usually  happens,  too,  this  same 
word,  once  uttered,  was  soon  abundantly  re- 
pealed ;  spoken  in  all  dialects,  and  chaunted 
through  all  notes  of  the  gamut,  till  the  sound 
of  it  had  grown  a  weariness  rather  than  a 
pleasure.  Skeptical  sentimentality,  view-huqt- 
ing,  love,  friendship,  suicide,  and  desperation, 
became  the  staple  of  literary  ware ;  and 
though  the  epidemic,  aAer  a  long  course  of 
years,  subsided  in  Germany,  it  reappeared 
with  various  modifications  in  other  countries, 
and  everywhere  abundant  traces  of  its  good 
and  bad  effects  are  still  to  be  discerned.  The 
fortune  of  Berlichingen  ttith  the  Iron  Hand^ 
though  less  sudden,  was  by  no  means  less 
exalted.  In  his  own  country,  G6tz^  though  he 
now  stands  solitary  and  childless,  became  the 
parent  of  an  innumerable  progeny  of  chivalry 
plays,  feudal  delineations,  and  poetico-anti- 
quarian  performances:  which,  though  long 
ago  deceased,  made  noise  enough  in  their  day 
and  generation :  and  with  ourselves  his  influ- 
ence has  been  perhaps  still  more  remarkable. 
Sir  Walter  Scott's  first  literary  enterprise  was 
a  translation  of  O^z  von  Berlichingen :  and,  if 
genius  could  be  communicated  like  instrao- 
tion,  we  might  call  this  work  of  Goethe's  the 
prime  cause  of  Marmion  and  the  Larfy  of  tkt 
Lake,  with  all  that  has  followed  from  the  same 
creative  hand.  Truly,  a  grain  of  seed  that 
has  lighted  in  the  right  soil!  For  if  not 
firmer  and  fairer,  it  has  grown  to  be  taller  and 
broader  than  any  other  tree ;  and  all  the  na- 
tions of  the  earth  are  still  yearly  gathering  of 
its  fruit." 

How  far  '*  Gdtz  von  Berlichingen  "  actually 
afifected  Scott's  literary  destination,  and  whe- 
ther without  it  the  rhymed  romances,  and 
then  the  prose  romances  of  the  Author  of 
Waverly,  would  not  have  followed  as  they 
did,  must  remain  a  very  obscure  question; 
obscure,  and  not  important.  Of  the  fact,  how- 
ever, there  is  no  doubt  but  these  two  tenden- 
cies, which  may  be  named  Gb'tziMtn  and  H^cr- 
frrism,  of  the  former  of  which  Scott  was  re- 
presentative with  us,  have  made,  and  are  still 
in  some  quarters  making  the  tour  of  all  Eu- 
rope. In  Germany,  too,  there  was  this  aflec- 
tionate  half-regretful  looking  back  into  the 
past;  Germany  had  its  bufi*-belted  watch- 
tower  period  in  literature,  and  had  even  got 
done  with '  it,  before  Scott  began.  Then  as  to 
Werierismf  had  not  we  English  our  Byron  and 
his  genius  1  No  form  of  Werterism  in  any 
other  country  had  half  the  potency :  as  our 
Scott  carried  chivalry  literature  to  the  ends 
of  the  world,  so  did  our  Byron  Werterism. 
France,  busy  with  its  Revolution  and  Napo- 
leon, had  little  leisure  at  the  moment  for  GOtz- 
ism  or  Werterism  ;  but  it  has  had  them  both 
since,  in  a  shape  of  its  own :  witness  the 
whole  ''Literature  of  Desperation"  in  our 
own  dajTS,  the  beggarliest  form  of  Werterism 
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probabljr  its  cxpiriDg  flail  Ibnn: 
witikMt  aial^  at  the  other  eitrenM  of  the 
■ode, «  Boblo^ifted  ChateaabHand,  Gdts  and 
Wertery  both  m  oaeip— Cario&s :  how  a]l  £«• 
rope  it  hat  like  a  eet  4  Parishes  of  the  tame 
eoootj:  paiticifMLnt  of  the  telf-tame  influ- 
taeatt  erer  tiace  the  Crotadet,  and  earlier  ;^^ 
and  thete-  s^riont  wart  of  ourt  are  bat  like 
parith-brawlt,  which  begin  in  motaal  igno- 
rance, iatoxieatfon,  and  boattfnl  tpeeeh:  which 
end  in  broken  windowt,  damage,  watte,  ind 
bloody  notet ;  and  which  one  hopet  the  gene- 
ral good  tente  it  now  in  the  way  towardt  pot- 
tinc  down,  in  tome  meatare ! 

Bat,  howerer,  learing  thit  to  be  at  ft  can, 
what  It  eoneemed  at  here  to  remark  wat,  that 
Britith  Werteritm,  in  the  tbape  of  ihoee  Byron 
Poemt,  to  potent  and  poignant,  prodnoed  on  the 
langoM  appetite  of  men  a  mi^ty  effect  Thit 
loo  wat  a  "  datt  of  feelingt  deeply  important 
to  modem  mindt ;  feelTngt  which  arite  from 
jpatnM  wtc&ftMt  Of  ocMig  fotiwtrttd  tale  ecnoii, 
whieh  befong  to  an  age  at  indolent,  caltiTated, 
and  aabelieriag  at  oar  own  T  The  **  langaid 
age  withoat  either  Ihith  or  tkeptieitm*'  tamed 
towardt  Byronitm  with  an  interett  altogether 
peeoliar:  here,  if  no  core  fi>r  itt  miterable 
panlytit  and  langaor,  wat  at  leatt  an  indig- 
nant ttatement  of  the  mitery;  an  iadinant 
Emolphot*  carte  read  over  it^— >whieh  all 
awn  lell  to  be  tomething.  Half-regretfnl  look- 
ingi  into  the  Fttt  gave  place,  in  manr  qoar- 
tert,  to  Emnlphat*  cartingt  of  the  Prttent 
Seott  wat  among  the  firtt  to  perceire  that  tiie 
day  of  Metrical  ChiTalry  Romancet  wat  de- 
clining. He  had  held  the  soTereignty  for  tome 
half-score  of  years,  a  comparatively  long  lease 
of  it;  and  now  the  time  seemed  come  for  de- 
throDement,  for  abdication ;  an  unpleasant  bn- 
tiness :  which  however  he  held  himself  ready, 
at  a  brave  man  will,  to  transact  with  compo- 
tare  and  in  silence.  AAer  all,  Poetry  was  not 
his  staiT  of  life;  Poetry  had  already  yielded 
him  maeh  money;  this  at  least  it  would  not 
take  back  from  him.  Busy  always  with  Siting, 
with  compiling,  with  multiplex  official,  com- 
mercial business,  and  solid  interests,  he  beheld 
the  coming  change  with  unmoved  eye. 

Resignation  he  was  prepared  to  exhibit  in 
this  matter ; — and  now  behold  there  proved  to 
be  no  need  of  resignation.  Let  the  Metrical 
Romance  become  a  Prose  one ;  shake  off  its 
rhyme-fetters,  and  try  a  ^lider  sweep !  In  the 
spring  ofl814  appeared  "  Waverly ;"  an  event 
memorable  in  the  annals  of  British  literature; 
in  the  annals  of  British  book-selling  thrice  and 
four  times  memorable.  Byron  sang,  but  Scott 
narrated;  and  when  the  song  had  sung  itself 
out  through  all  variations  onwards  to  the  **  Don- 
Juan**  one,  Scott  was  5till  found  narrating,  and 
carrying  the  whole  world  along  with  him.  All 
bygone  popularity  of  chivalry  lays  was  swal- 
lowed up  in  a  far  greater.  What  "series" 
followed  out  of  •*  Waveriy,**  and  how  and  with 
what  result,  is  known  to  all  men ;  was  wit- 
nessed and  watched  with  a  kind  of  rapt  as- 


whole  eomae(»ia  of  w«altlip   fcoaov,  ai 
worldly  good;  the  fltwonrite  of  Princti  wd 
of  Peatantt,  and  aH  intermediate  aea.  Ha 
**  Waverly  tenet,'*  twifl-followiag  ooe  ta  te 
other  apparently  afitfaoat  end,  wat  the  oaifcnri 
reading,  looked  for  like  mn  ananal  hnni^lf 
all  raakt  in  all  Earopetin  coantriea.  A  can— 
cirenmstance  taperadded  itael(  that  the  tflhoi 
thongh  known  waa  anknown.    From  the  fn^ 
mott  people  tntpectcd,  and  aoon  after  the  im 
few  intelligent  pertont  much  doubted^  thttAt 
Ai|thor  of"  Waverlj**  waa  Walter  Scott.  T« 
a  certain  myttery  «aa  atiil  kept  ap;^nte 
piqoant  to  the  pablic^  dontMleat  very  ] 
to  the  aathor,  who  taw- tc  all;  who 
had  not  to  litten,  at  other  hapli 
often  had,  to  thit  or  the  other  klos-drawa  *< 
proof  at  latt,"  that  the  nathor  wat  not  Wdnr 
Bcott,  but  a  certain  aatoniahing  Mr.  Boiadii; 
—one  of  the  ttandiag  miaeriea  of  homia  lift 
in  that  time.    Bat  for  the  privilage^  anihMr,  k 
wat  like  a  king  travelling  incogniio.  -  All— 
know  that  he  it  a  high  king,  ohivairoat  GmHT 
or  Kaititr  Joteph;  hat  he  atinglet  ia  Mr 
meetingt  withoat  enmber  of  etioMile  or  hi^ 
tome  oerenumv,  aaChevnliar  da  Koid,  trCont 
of  Lorraine:  he  hat  none  of  the  wtmmmd 
royalty,  and  yet  all  the  pmiae^and  the  tatafr^* 
tioa  of  hearing  it  with  hia  own  eart.  laawMil 
the  Waverly  l^oveU  cirenlaied  and  vqpd 
trianphant;  to  the  general  Imngianrioa  Ar 
"  'Aathor  of  Waveriy^  "^  waa  like  «nM  Umf 
mythologieal  pertonage^  and  ranked  aaM«g  Ar 
chief  wonden  of  the  world; 

How  a  man  lived  and  demeaned  himsctf^ii 
such  atwonted  circnmttancet  ia  worth  tecn^ 
We  would  gladly  qoote  from  Scott's  com- 
spondence  of  this  period ;  bat  that  does  tot 
much  illustrate  the  matter.  His  letters,  is 
above  stated,  are  never  without  interest, yet  ab» 
seldom  or  never  very  interesting.  They  are  fill 
of  cheerfulness,  of  wit,  and  ingenuity;  bat  ilwy 
do  not  treat  of  aught  intimate ;  without  i» 
peaching  their  sincerity,  what  is  called  sit- 
cerity,  one  may  say  they  do  not,  in  anj  case 
whatever,  proceed  from  the  inaermost  pans 
of  the  mind.  Conventional  forms,  doe  conmr 
derations  of  your  own  and  your  correspondent's 
pretensions  and  vanities,  are  at  no  momeBl 
left  out  of  view.  The  epistolary  stream  nms 
on,  lucid,  free,  glad-flowing ;  bat  always,  as  it 
were  paralM  to  the  real  substance  of  the  mai- 
ter,  never  coincident  with  it.  Oma  feels  ithol- 
lowish  under  foot.  Letters  they  are  of  a  most 
humane  man  of  the  world,  even  exemplary  in 
that  kind  !  but  with  the  man  of  the  world  a.^ 
ways  visible  to  them  ; — as  indeed  it  was  little 
in  8cott*s  way  to  speak  perhaps  even  with  him- 
self in  any  other  fashion.  We  select  rather$ome 
glimpses  of  him  from  Mr.  Lockhart's  record 
The  first  is  of  dining  with  Royalty  or  Prince- 
Regentship  itself;  an  almost  official  matter: 

**  On  hearing  from  Mr.  Croker  (then  Secre- 
tary to  the  Admirality)  that  Scott  was  to  be  in 
town  by  the  middle  of  March,  (1816,)  the  Prince 
said — *  Let  me  know  when  he  comes,  and  HI 


tonishment  by  all.    Hardly  any  literary  re- 1  get  up  a  snug  little  dinner  that  will  suit  him;* 
putation  ever  rose  so  high  in  our  Island ;  no  '  and,  aHer  he  had  been  presented  and  sracionslr 


reputation  at  all  ever  spread  so  wide.    Walter 
Scott  became  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Baronet,  of  Ab- 


received  at  the  Intt^  he  was  invited  to  dinner 
accordingly,  through  his  excellent  friend  Mr. 


botsford*,  oa  whom.  toT\vm«^««Tii«^V)'^Q;^x\A'c^  Adam,  (now  Lord  Chief  Commissioner  of  tb» 


MEMOIRS  OF  THE  LrFE  OF  SCOTT. 


.  f  Court  in  Scotland,)  who  al  Ihal  lime  held 
WnfldrDiial  ofGce  in  ihe  royal  hnasehnld. 
It  Regent  hud  consulted  with  Mr.  Adam  sl\so 
'0  Ihe  cnmposiiian  «(  Ihe  parij.  ■Leiu<i 
i,'»»id  he.'just  a  frw  Triends  ofhis  own, 
|l'  the  more  Scotch  the  better;'  and  boih  Ihe 
oner  and  Mr.  Crnker  assure  me  ihal 
was  the  mosi  inieresting  and  agreea- 
1  their  recollection.  It  comprised,  I 
le  Duke  of  York— ihe  Duke  of  Gor- 
a  Marqaess  of  Huntly)— the  Marquevs 
iKVrtrord  (then  Lord  Yarmouih)— Ihe  Barl 
~*"  ind  ScoH's  earljF^riend  Lord  MelviHe. 
tee  and  Hcoit,"  says  Mr.  Croker, '  were 
Fo  ino«>  brilliant  storf -tellers,  in  Iheir 
]  ways,  thai  I  have  ever  happened  to 
Ibey  were  both  aware  of  their  _/br(r,  and 
h  eterted  thrmselvn  ihal  evening  with  de- 
Hfal  eSecL  On  i;oing  home,  I  realty  coald 
'de  which  of  them  had  shone  the  mobt.(I] 
^nt  was  enchanted  with  Scoll,  as  Scott 
ix  him;  and  on  all  his  subi^eqnent  visits 
DDdon.he  wa?  a  frequent  ^esl  at  the  royal 
The  Lord  Chief  Co  mm  is?  ion  er  remem- 
il  the  Priace  was  particularly  delighted 
e  poet's  anecdotes  of  the  n!d  Scolcli 
!s  and  lawyers,  which  his  Hoyal  Highness 
limes  tapped  by  ludicrous  trails  of  certain 
ermuied  sages  of  his  own  acquaintance.  Scoll 
lold,  amoDB  others,  a  story,  which  he  was  foud 
Ot  telling,  of  his  old  friend  Ihe  Lord  Justice- 
derk  BraJiMd;  and  the  commentary  of  his 
Beyal  Highness  on  hearing  ii  amused  Scott, 
who  ofiva  menliuned  it  snerwards.  The  anec- 
dote is  this :— Brailield,  whenever  he,  went  on 
a  particular  circnil,  was  in  the  habil  of  visiting 
«  Keotleman  of  good  fortune  in  the  ncighbour- 
4ood  of  one  of  the  Bssiie  towns,  and  staying 
-at  least  one  nighi.  *hich,  being  both  of  them 
randenl  clie si-players,  they  usually  concluded 
-vHb  their  favourite  game.  One  Spring  circuit 
iBe  batll-  was  nol  decided  al  daybreak  ;  so  the 
Jdaliee-Clerk  said,— 'Weel,  Donald,  I  musl 
^«ii  come  back  this  gate,  and  lei  the  game  lie 
ower  for  the  present ;'  and  back  he  came  in 
Oember.  but  not  In  his  old  friend's  hospitable 
bcose  1  for  that  gentleman  had  in  the  interim 
b«n  apprehended  on  a  capilal  charge,  (of  for- 
gery,) and  his  name  stood  on  Ihe  Faniaut  Full, 
■or  list  of  those  who  were  about  lo  be  tried 
under  his  fiirmer  guest's  auspices.  The  laird 
iras  indicted  aud  tried  accordingly,  and  Ihe 
«  ii»ry  returned  a  verdicl  of  gwl'^  Braxfield 
forthwith  put  on  his  cocked  hat.  (which  an- 
swers to  Ihe  black  cap  in  England,)  and  prn- 
noDnced  the  sentence  of  the  law  in  ihe  usual 
term'' — 'To  be  banged  by  ihe  neck  until  you 
be  dead  ;  and  may  the  Lord  have  mercy  upon 
jwnr  unhappy  soul !'  Having  concluded  this 
-awful  formula  in  bis  mosi  sonorous  cadence, 
Bmfield.  dismounting  his  formidable  beaver, 
ftave  a  familiar  nod  lo  his  nnforlunate  ac- 
<|Dainiance,  and  sAid  to  him  in  a  sort  of  chuek- 
linj;  whspet— 'And  now  Donald,  my  man,  I 
think  Tve  checkmated  you  for  ance,"  The 
Re^ni  laughed  heartily  at  this  specimen  nf 
Macquecn's  brutal  humour ;  and '  I'faith,  Wal- 
ter," said  he, 'this  old  big-wis  seems  lo  have 
t*ken  things  as  coolly  as  my  tyrannical  self. 
Don'i  you  remember  'Tom  Moore'a  description 
«f  me  al  breakfast— 


>!•  tprfld  wilh 


irnlai  fan 


"Towards  midnight,  the  Prince  called  for 
'a  bumper,  wiil^all  ib^onours,  to  Ihe  Antbor 
orWaverley;' and  lo<ited  significantly,  as  he 
was  charging  his  own  glass,  lo  Scott.  Scult 
seemed  somewhal  puzzled  fur  a  moment,  but 
instantly  recovering  himself,  and  filling  his 
glass  to  the  brim,  said,  'Your  Royal  Highnes* 
louki  as  if  you  thought  I  had  some  claim  to 
the  honours  of  thii  loasu  I  have  no  such  pre- 
tensions, but  shall  take  good  care  thai  the  real 
SimoQ  Pure  hears  of  the  high  eomplimenl.lhU 
has  now  been  paid  him.'  He  ihen  draaW  nff 
his  claret ;  and  joined  with  a  slentorian  voice 
in  the  cheering,  which  the  Prince  himself 
limed.  Dm  before  the  company  coald  resume 
their  seals  his  Royal  Highness, '  Another  of 
ihe  same,  if  you  please,  to  Ihe  Author  of  Mar- 
mion, — and  now,  Walter,  my  man,  I  have 
checkmated  you  for  aiin.'  The  second  bumper 
was  followed  by  cheers  slill  more  prolonged: 
and  Scoit  then  rose,  and  returned  thanks  in  a 
short  address,  which  struck  the  Lord  Chief 
Commissioner  as  'alike grave  and  graceful' 
This  slof)-  has  been  circulated  in  a  very  pet- 
verled  shape."  •  ■  •  "Before  he  left  town 
he  again  dined  al  Carlton  House,  whea  the 
party  was  a  still  smaller  I'ue  ihan  before,  and 
the  merriment  if  possible  still  more  free.  'Thai 
nothing  might  be  waxiiing,  the  Pnnce  sang 
several  Capilal  songs."— Vol.  iii.  pp.  340—343. 

Or  take,  at  a  very  great  interval  in  manf 
senses,  this  glimpse  of  auulher  dinner,  alto- 
gether unoiflcially  and  much  heller  described. 
Ills Jame-vBallanlyne  the  printersnd  publiib- 
er's  dinner,  in  Saini-Jnhn  Sireei,  Canongaie, 
Edinburgh,  on  the  birlheve  of  a  Wnveiiey 
Novel: 

"The  feast  was,  lo  use  one  of  James's  own 
favorite  epithets,  c'lrgfoKi ,  an  iildermanic  dis- 
play of  lorilc  and  venison,  with  Ihe  suilable 
iippaoiments  of  iced  punch,  potent  ale,  and 
;ro us  Madeira.  When  ihe  cloth  was  drawn, 
the  burly  prxenes  arose,  with  all  he  could  mua- 
■  "  of  Ihe  port  of  John  Kcmble,  and  spouted 
h  a  sonorous  voice  the  formula  of  Mac- 
beth— 


lil'ln 


[  aniHI  Kl»l 


was  followed  by  '  The  King,  Ood  bless 
him  r  and  second  came-'-' Gentlemen,  there  ll 
another  toast  which  never  has  been  nor  shall 
nitled  in  this  house  of  mine:  1  give  you 
the  beulih  nf  Mr.  Waller  Scoll,  with  three 
i  ihreel'  All  honour  having  been  done 
to  this  health,  and  Seoil  having  brielly  ibinked  | 
the  company,  wiih  some  expressions  of  warm 
iffeclion  lo  their  host,  Mrs.  BallaDlTne  reliivd;  | 
—the  battles  pasied  mund  twice  Drlhrie*  In  \ 
the  usual  way :  and  ihea  James  rose  once 
,  every  vein  on  his  brow  distended:  bia 
eyes  solemntv  fl»ed  on  vacancy,  lo  propose, 
noi  as  before  in  his  ateBiorinn  key,  huT  with 
''balpd  breath,' in  the  s"rl  of  whimper  by  whioh 
a  siage  conspirator  thrills  the  gallery — 'On- 
ilt/am.  o  bumprr  lo  iht  immnrlal  Juihai  nf  W«Mr- 
U)>' — The  uproar  of  eheering.  in  which  Scott 
made  a  fashion  of  joining,  was  succeeded  by 
deep silenoe;  and Ihcn  BallanlrDfl ymetefcJ- 
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10  lament  tbc  obtcarity  in  which  bit  fHattriont 
bat  too  Bodest  correspondeiit  still  ehoso  to 
Qoaeesl  himself  firomlhe  plaodits  of  the  world ; 
to  thank  the  company  for  the  manner  in  which 
the  mamimU  umbrm  had  been  reedved;  and  to 
aasare  them  that  the  Author  of  'WaTeitey* 
woaldv  when  informed  of  the  circumstance, 
IM  highly  delighted— ^  the  proudest  hoar  of 
his  life/  Ac  Ac.  The  cool,  demure  fhn  of 
8eott*s  features  during  all  this  mummery  was 
perfect;  and  Erskine's  attempt  at  a  gay  mii* 
tkmianet  was  still  more  ludicrously  meritorious. 
AlditNorontiphoscopbomio,  bowerer,  bursting 
as  be  waSt  knew  too  well  to  allow  the  new 
Novel  to  be  made  the  subject  of  discussion. 
Its  name  was  announced,  and  sueeess  to  it 
crowned  another  cup;  but  after  that,  no  more 
of  Jedediah.  To  cut  the  thread,  he  rolled  out 
vibiddeB  some  one  of  his  many  theatrmal 
■OBgSy  in  a  style  that  would  have  done  no  dia* 
hoaov  lo  almost  any  orchestra — TV  Mnd  9f 
JMit  or  perhaps  Tin  Boy  of  fiieay/  ikl^-^t 
TU  tmtt  Sttk  Otmk  thmt  mi$  ff  Mt,  Other 
toasts  followed,  interspersed  with  ditties  from 
other  porformers;  oU  Georn  Thomson,  the 
IHand  of  Bumsy  was  ready,  for  one»  with  Tkt 
MnHami  WMing,  o»  Wmk  ArawM  a  pttk  e 
flMMl  / — and  so  it  went  oa«  until  Scott  and  Ers- 
hjne,  with  any  clerical  or  very  staid  persoaagt 
dmt  had  chanced  to  be  admitted,  saw  fit  to 
withdraw.  Then  the  scene  was  changed.  The 
claret  and  olires  made  way  for  bniiled  bones 
and  a  mighty  bowl  of  pandi ;  and  when  a  few 
glasses  of  the  hot  beverage  had  restored  his 
powers,  James  opened  on  nHundo  on  the  merits 
of  the  forthcomioi^  romance.  '  One  chapter — 
one  chapter  only !'  was  the  cry.  AHer  *  Nay, 
h}fr  Lady^  nay  /'  and  a  few  more  coy  shifts,  the 

J  roof-sheets  were  at  length  produced,  and 
ames,  with  many  a  prefatory  hem,  read  aloud 
what  he  considered  as  the  most  striking  dia- 
logue they  contained. 

**  The  first  I  heard  so  read  was  the  interview 
between  Jeanie  Deans,  the  Duke  of  Argyle, 
and  Queen  Caroline,  in  Richmond  Park ;  and, 
notwithstanding  some  spice  of  the  pompous 
tricks  to  which  he  was  addicted,  I  must  say  he 
did  the  inimitable  scene  great  justice.  At  all 
events,  the  effect  it  produced  was  deep  and 
memorable ;  and  no  wonder  that  the  exulting 
t3rpographer*s  om  immper  more  to  Jtdediah  CUuh- 
huham  preceded  his  parting-stave,  which  was 
uniformly  Tht  Last  Words  of  Marmion,  executed 
certainly  with  no  contemptible  rivalry  of  Bra- 
ham." — Vol.  iv.  pp.  166 — 168. 

Over  at  Abbotsford,  things  wear  a  still  more 
prosperous  aspect  ScoU  is  building  there,  by 
the  pleasant  banks  of  the  Tweed  ;  he  has 
bought  and  is  buying  land  there ;  fast  as  the 
new  gold  comes  in  for  a  new  Waverly  Novel, 
or  even  faster,  it  changes  itself  into  moory 
acres,  into  stone,  and  hewn  or  planted  wood : 

"About  the  middle  of  February**  (1820)— 
says  Mr.  Lockhart,  **  it  having  been  ere  that 
time  arrane:ed  that  I  should  marry  his  eldest 
daughter  m  the  course  of  the  spring — I  accom- 
panied him  and  part  of  his  family  on  one  of 
ihose  fty\n^  vmts  to  Abbotsford,  with  which 
he  otien  indKL\%e4)[i\m^e\l  qti  ^^^^a^^^.^  d^tia^ 


UpoD'saeh  oecaaiaiia«  Soott 
at  the  osiml  hour  in  Coact»  but 
slead  of  iheoileial  anit  of  bladi,.hiaeBM 
moming<tdrtss,  green  jacket,  and  so  $m, 
under  the  clerk's  gowiu^ — ^  At  aeoa^whafc 
Court  Inoke  (|p,  Peter  Mathieabn  was  snaa 
be  in  attendance  in  the  Parliament  Close; ssi 
five  minutes  alVer»  the  gown  had  beca  iMri 
off;  and  Scott,  rabhing  his  hands  fer.^ 
was  nnder  ijteigfa  for  T  weedaade.  As  «a  f» 
ceeded,"  dus. 

"  Next  nK>ming  diere  nppearad  at 
John  Ballaotyne,  who  had  at  this  time 
iag  or  bnnting-box  a  fow  miles  oS,  ia  ihs:irii 
of  the  Leader,  and  with  him  Mr.  Coasulk;^ 
guest;  and  it  being  a  fine  clear  digr,ss-sHi 
as  Scott  had  read  the  church  senriot  aaissi 
of  Jeremy  TayloKa  seitnona,  we  all  saBitisa 
before  noon  on  a  perambulation  of  his  ifM 
territories;  Maida  (thfe  hoand)  and  ihtmitf 
the  favourites  accompanying  oar  maidk  M 
starting  we  were  joined  1^  the  consiiathaib 
man»  Tom  Purdie^^^nd  I  may  save  ^sif 
the  trouble  of  any^attenipt  tadeaoihe  khif 
pearanae^  (or  hia  -  maaier  haa  givca  as-  ■ 
raimitably  true  one  in  introdneiiig  a     ^' 

3*^Ba« 


Krsooage  of  hia  Redgmuitlet  ,^_ 
ps,.sizty  years  cOd;  ^  hia  brow  vss  itf 
much  furrowed,  and  h&s  jeUdaek  hsir  la 
'only  grizsled,  not  whitened,  Igr  the  wtnami 
age.  AU  his  motions  qnike  stcengih  anafeMfc 
and,  tbaagh  rather  onder^ised,  he  hM  s^ 
broad  shoulders,  waa  aqoaie  made^  thialH^ 
fd,  and  apparently  coaiibtned  ia  his  flwi 
muscular  strength  and  activity ;  the  hnl  ma^ 
what  impaired,  perhaps,  by  years,  bat  As  irt 
remaining  in  fall  vigour.  A  hard  and  kank 
countenance ;  eyes  far  sunk  under  projectif 
eyebrows,  which  were  grizzled  like  his  hiir; 
a  wide  mouth,  furnished  from  ear  to  etr«i& 
a  range  of  unimpaired  teeih  of  nocoiBMi 
whiteness,  and  a  size  and  breadth  vkid 
might  have  become  the  jaws  of  an  ogre,eoa> 
pleted  this  delightful  portrait.'  Equip  this 
figure  in  8cott*s  cast-oflf  green  jacket,  vtte 
hat,  and  drab  trousers ;  and  imagine  thai  too 
of  kind  treatment,  comfort,  and  the  bosftf 
consequence  of  a  confidential  grirrr*  had  sod- 
en  ed  away  much  of  the  hardness  and  hank* 
ness  originally  impressed  on  the  visa(*e  kf 
anxious  penury,  and  the  sinister  habiu  of  I 
Uack^er; — and  the  Tom  Purdie  of  M 
stands  before  us. 

''We  were  all  delighted  to  see  howeQ» 
ple.ely  Scott  had  recovered  his  bodily  vigosi. 
and  none  more  so  than  Constable,  who,v 
he  pufied  and  panted  aAer  him,  up  one  iiviM 
and  down  another,  often  stopped  to  vi^ 
his  forehead,  and  remarked,  that  'it  wis 
not  every  author  who  should  lead  him  sack  a 
dance.'  But  Purdie's  face  shone  with  rapwe 
as  he  observed  how  severely  the  swagbeUiri 
bookseller's  activity  was  taisked.  ScoQ  c^ 
claimed  eiultingly,  though,  perhaps,  for  ik 
tenth  time, '  This  will  be  a  glorious  spriop  fir 
our  trees,  Tom !' — *  You  may  say  fhauShwif 
quoth  Tom,-~and  then  lingering  a  moment  fir 
Constable— '  My  certy,'  he  added,  scraichiij 
his  head,  'and  I   think    it  will   be  a  gnd 
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■easoQ  for  owr  hwkt  too.'  But  indeed  Tom 
always  talked  of  ow  buiks  as  if  they  had  been 
as  regular  products  of  the  soil  as  our  aUt  and 
PUT  bvrkt.  Having  threaded  first  the  Hexil- 
cleagb  and  then  the  Rhymer's  Glen,  we  arrived 
ml  Huntly  Bum,  where  the  hospitality  of  the 
kind  Wtird  tistertt^  as  Scott  cfllled  the  Miss 
Fergusons,  reanimated  our  exhausted  biblio- 
poles, and  gave  them  cuuiage  to  extend  their 
iralk  a  little  further  down  the  same  famous 
brook.  Here  there  was  a  small  cottage  in  a 
▼cry  sequestered  situation,"  (named  Chiefs- 
wood,)  **  by  making  some  little  additions  to 
irhicb  Scott  thought  it  might  be  converted 
into  a  suitable  summer  residence  for  his 
daoghter  and  future  son-in-law.**  •  •  "As  we 
"walked  homeward,  Scott,  being  a  little  fatigued, 
laid  his  left  hand  on  Tom's  shoulder,  and  leaned 
heavily  for  support,  chatting  to  his  *  Sunday 
pony,'  as  he  called  the  affectionate  fellow,  just 
as  freely  as  with  the  rest  of  the  party ;  and  Tom 
pat  in  his  word  shrewdly  and  manfully,  and 
grinned  and  grunted  whenever  the  joke  chanced 
to  be  within  his  apprehension.  It  was  easy  to 
see  that  his  heart  swelled  within  him  from  the 
moment  the  Sheriff  got  his  collar  in  his  gripe." 
— ^Vol.  Iv.  p.  349,  353. 

That  Abbotsford  became  infested  to  a  great 
degree  with  tourists,  wonder-hunters,  and  all 
that  fatal  species  of  people,  may  be  supposed. 
Solitary  Ettrick  saw  itself  populous:  all  paths 
were  beaten  with  the  feet  and  hoofs  of  an  end- 
less miscellany  of  pilgrims.  As  many  as 
M  sixteen  parties"  have  arrived  at  \bbot5ford 
iv  one  day ;  male  and  female;  peers,  Socinian 
preachers,  whatsoever  was  distinguished,  what- 
loever  had  love  of  distinction  in  it!  Mr. 
I«ockhart  thinks  there  was  no  literary  shrine 
erer  so  bepilgrimed,  except  Ferney  in  Vol- 
taire's time,  who,  however,  was  not  half  so 
accessible.  A  fatal  species !  These  are  what 
Schiller  calls  **  the  flesh-flies ;"  buzzing  swarms 
of  bluebottles,  who  never  fkil  where  any  taint 
of  human  glory  or  other  corruptibility  is  in 
die  wind.  So  has  Nature;  decreed.  Scott's 
htaUhxntstj  bodily  and  mental,  his  massive 
solidity  of  character,  nowhere  showed  itself 
laore  decisively  than  in  his  manner  of  encoun- 
tering this  part  of  his  fate.  That  his  bluebot- 
tles were  blue,  and  of  the  usual  tone  and 
aaality,  may  be  judged.  Hear  Captain  Basil 
Hailf  (in  a  very  compressed  state:) 

"  We  arrived  in  good  time,  and  found  several 
otfier  guests  at  dinner.  The  public  rooms  are 
lighted  with  oil-gas,  in  a  style  of  extraordinary 
splendour.  The,"  6lc, — ^  Had  I  a  hsndred  pens, 
each  of  which  at  the  same  time  should  sepa- 
laleljr  write  down  an  anecdote,  I  could  not 
h^pe  to  record  one-half  of  those  which  our 
host*  to  use -Spenser's  expression,  <  welled  out 
alvay.'" — **  Entertained  us  all  the  way  with  an 
eadl^s  string  of  anecdotes ;" — **  came  like  a 
stream  of  poetry  from  his  lips ;" — **  path  muddy 
and  scarcely  passable,  yet  I  do  not  remember 
erer  to  have  seen  any  place  so  interesting  as 
the  skill  of  this  mighty  magician  had  rendered 
this  narrow  ravine." — **  Impossible  to  touch  on 
any  theme,  but  straightway  he  has  an  anecdote 
to  fit  it." — "Thus  we  strolled  along,  borne,  as 
it  were,  on  the  stream  of  song  and  story." — **  In 
the  ercning  we  had  a  great  feast  indeed.    Sir 


Walter  asked  us  if  we  had  ever  read  Chnsta- 
bel."— ^'Interspersed  with  these  various  read- 
ings, were  some  hundreds  of  stories,  some 
quaint,  some  paihetical." — **  At  breakfast  to- 
day we  had,  as  usual,  some  150  stories — God 
knows  how  they  came  in." — **In  any  man  so 
gifted — so  qualified  to  take  the  loftiest,  proudest 
line  at  the  head  of  the  literature,  the  taste,  the 
imagination  of  the  whole  world!" — **For  in- 
stance, he  never  sits  at  any  particular  place  at 
table,  but  takes,"  &c.,  &c. — Vol.  v.  p.  yjh — 402. 

Among  such  worshippers,  arriving  in  "six- 
teen parlies  a-day,"  an  ordinary  man  might 
have  grown  buoyant;  have  felt  the  god,  begun 
to  nod,  and  seemed  to  shake  the  spheres,  A 
slightly  splenetic  man,  possessed  of  Scott's 
sense,  would  have  swept  his  premises  clear 
of  them  :  Let  no  bluebottle  approach  here,  to 
disturb  a  man  in  his  work, — under  pain  of 
sugared  tquvah  (called  quassia)  and  king's  yel- 
low !  The  good  Sir  Walter,  like  a  quiet  brave . 
man,  did  neither.  He  let  the  matter  take  its 
course;  enjoyed  what  was  enjoyable  in  it: 
endured  what  could  not  well  be  helped ;  per- 
sisted meanwhile  in  writing  his  daily  portion 
of  romance-copy,  in  preserving  his  composure 
of  heart ; — in  a  word,  accommodated  himself 
to  this  loud-buzzing  environment,  and  made  it 
serve  him,  as  he  would  have  done  (perhaps 
with  more  ease)  to  a  silent,  poor,  and  solitary 
one.  No  doubt  it  affected  him  too*,  and  in  the 
lamentablest  way  fevered  his  internal  life, — 
though  he  kept  it  well  down;  but  it  affected 
him  leu  than  it  would  have  done  almost  any 
other  man.  For  his  guests  were  not  all  of  the 
bluebottle  sort;  far  from  that.  Mr.  Lockhart 
shall  furnish  us  with  the  brightest  aspect  a 
British  Ferney  ever" yielded,  or  is  like  to  yield : 
and  therewith  we  will  quit  Abbotsford  and 
the  dominant  and  culminant  period  of  Scott's 
life: 

"  It  was  a  clear,  bright,  September  morning,, 
with  a  sharpness  in  the  air  that  doubled  the 
animating  influence  of  the  sunshine,  and  all 
was  in  readiness  for  a  grand  coursing  match 
on  Newark  Hill.     The  only  guest  who  had 
chalked  out  other  sport  for  himself  was  the 
slanchest  of  anglers,  Mr.  Rose;  but  he,  too, 
was  there  on  his  ^hcUy^  armed  with  his  salmon- 
rod    and    landing-net,  and  attended    by  his 
Hinves,  and  Charlie  Purdie.  a  brother  of  Tom, 
in  those  days  the  most  celebrated  fisherman 
of  the  district.   This  little  group  of  Waltonians, 
bound  for   Lord    Somerville's    preserve,  re- 
mained lounging  about  to  witness  the  start  of 
the  main  cavalcade.    Sir  Walter,  mounted  on 
Sibyl,  was  marshalling  the  order  of  procession 
with  a  huge  hunting-whip;  and    among   a 
dozen  frqlicsome   youths  and   maidens,  who 
seemed  disposed  to  laugh  at  all  discipline,  ap- 
peared, each  on    horseback,  each   as  eager 
as  the  youngest  sportsman  in  the  troop,  Sir 
Humphry  Davy,  Dr.  Wollaston,  and  the  pa 
triarch  of  Scottish  belles-lettres,  Henry  Macken- 
zie.   The  Man  of  Feeling,  however,  was  per- 
suaded with  some  difficulty  to  resign  his  steed 
for  the  present  to  his  faithful  negro  follower, 
and  to  join  Lady  Scott  in  the  sociable,  until 
we  should  reach   the   ground  of  our   hattut* 
Laidlaw,  on  a  long-tailed  wiry  Highlander, 
yclept  Iloddin  Grry,  which  carried  hica  civcfiXkV^ 
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and  slfnillyff  althoogli  bis  feet  almost  toaehed 
the-groandasbesaltWastlieidjatanL  Bat  the 
most  pietaresqae  figare  was  the  illusirlbns  in- 
veator  of  the  safety-larop.  He  had  come  fi>r 
bis  fsToori^  sport  of  aoglioff,  tod  had  been 

J»raciisingA*tt^«^*sfolly  with  R'se,  his  travel- 
ing eompaoioD,  ftir  two  or  three  days  preeeding 
this;  but  he  had  not  prepsnsd  for  coursing 
lle1ds,or  had  left  Charlie  Purdie's  troop  for 
Sir  Walter's  on  a  sadden  thought,  and  his 
fisherman's  costume— a  brown  hat  with  flexi- 
ble brim,  sorrounded  with  line  upon  line  of 
calgut,  and  innumerable  fly-ho<>ks — ^)ack«boots 
vonhj  of  a  Dutch  smuggler,  and  a  fustian  snr- 
tott  dabbled  with  the  blood  of  salmon,  made  a 
fine  eootrast  with  the  smart  jackets,  white-cord 
breeches,  and  well  polished  jockef-boots  of 
the  less  distfaguished  caraliers  about  him. 
Dr.  WoUastooLwas  in  black,  and,  with  his  noble 
MTBDe  dignity  of  coontenenee,  might  have 
pasted  for  a  sporting  archbishop.  Mr.  Macken- 
sie,  at  this  time  in  the  76th  yeir  of  his  age, 
widi  a  white  hat  tamed  up  with  green,  green 
spceiieles,  green  jacket,  and  long  1m>wn 
leathern  gaiters  buttoned  upon  hu'  nether 
aDatooij,  wore  a  dog-whistle  roond  bis  neck, 
and  bad,  all  over,  the  air  of  as  resolute  a 
defviee  as  the  gay  captain  of  Huntly  Bum. 
Tom  PunUe  and  his  subalterns  had  preceded 
«s  by  a  few  hours  with  all  the  greyhounds 
that  could  be  collected  at  Abbotsford,  Damick, 
and  Melrose ;  but  the  giant  Maida  had  remained 
as  bis  master^s  orderly,  and  now  gambolled 
about  8ibyl  Grey,  barking  for  mere  joy  lUce  a 
spaniel  puppy. 

^The  order  of  march  had  been  all  settled, 
and  the  sociable  was  jast  getting  under  weigh, 
when  the  Lady  jlmu  broke  from  the  line, 
screaming  with  laughter,  and  exclaimed,  'Papa, 
papa,  I  knew  yon  could  never  think  of  going 
without  your  pet'  Scott  looked  round,  and  I 
rather  think  there  was  a  blush  as  well  as  a 
smile  upon  his  face,  when  he  perceived  a  little 
black  pig  frisking  about  his  pony,  and  evi- 
dently a  self-elected  addition  to  the  party  of  the 
day.  He  tried  to  look  stern;  and  cracked  his 
whip  at  the  creature,  but  was  in  a  moment 
obliged  to  join  in  the  general  cheers.  Poor 
piggy  soon  found  a  strap  round  its  neck,  and 
was  dragged  into  the  background; — Scott, 
watching  the  retreat,  repealed  with  mock 
pathos  the  first  verse  of  an  old  pastoral  song — 

*  What  will  1  do  fin  my  homrle  die  1 
My  Joy,  my  pride,  my  hoggie ! 
My  only  l>eatt,  I  h:id  na  niae, 
And  wow !  but  I  was  vogie  !* 

— ^the  cheers  were  redoubled — and  the  squadron 
moved  on. 

"  This  pig  had  taken,  nobody  could  tell  how, 
a  most  sentimental  attachment  to  Scott,  and 
was  constantly  urging  i's  pretensions  to  be 
admitted  a  regular  member  of  his  tail  along 
with  the  greyhounds  and  terriers ;  but,  indeed, 
I  remember  him  suffering  another  summer 
under  the  same  sort  of  pertinacity  on  the  part 
of  an  affectionate  hen.  1  leave  the  explanation 
for  philosophers — but  such  were  the  facts.  I 
have  too  much  respect  for  the  vulgarly  calum- 
niated dunVie^f ,  Vo  ti^mt  \i\m.  in  the  same  cate- 
gory of  pels  withxVie  ^\^  asi^  ^^  V^^vXvox  ^ 


year  or  two  after  this  time,  my  wife 
drive  a  couple  of  these  animals  is  a 
garden  chsir,  and  whenever  her  father  i 
at  the  door  of  our  cottage,  we  were  nn%i 
Hannah  More  and  Lady  Morgan  (is 
Scott  had  wicjredly  christened  them) 
from  their  pasture,  to  lay  their  noses 
paling,  and,  as  Washington  Irving  saja< 
old  white-haired  hedger  with  the  Parisiui 
box,  *to  have  a  pleasant  crack  wT  the  I 
—Vol.  V.  p.  7— 10.» 

**  There  (at  Chiefs  wood)  my  wife  sadli 
this  summer  and  autumn  of  1831— the  I 
several  seasons  which  will  ever  dvcHi 
memory  as  the  happiest  of  my  life, 
near  enough  Abbotsford  to  partake  as 
we  liked  of  its  brilliant  and  consiandy ' 
society ;  yet  could  do  so  without  being  ( 
to  the  worry  and  exhaustion  of  spirit 
the  daily  reception  of  new  comers 
upon  all  the  family,  except  Sir  Walter) 
But,  in  truth,  even  he  waa  not  always 
against  the  annoyances  connected  wA 
a  style  of  open  house-keeping.     E^ 
temper  sank   sometimes  .  under  tht 
applauses  of  learned  dalness,  tlie  ?ai 
tares  of  painted  and  perriwigged  doi 
horseleech  avidity  with  which 


•  Oa  tlib  sQlilMt  kt  u  mort  •■ 

by  a  ewmpomieDt  of  onr  oWa,  whoM  mxumi 
depend  m  :-**  I  nyMlf  was  ^rq^ihrtad  via  i 
BIsnlMliD  eoclcer,  om  ef  the  HBiaUesl,  iMalIha 
wiaeM  of  lapdofa,  or  dofa.  whfeb,  iao«|ft  m^ 
knew  It  not,  waa  very  aiarular  in  Ita  bnaavlawi 
him.  Skmndf,  ao  liifflit  tUs  remarkaUa  cad 
ezireniely  •hv  of  atraofara :'  proownadiaf  «a 
atraet,  which  in  fine  waatker  uaed  to  be  crnwMhl 
days,  be  teemed  to  live  in  perpetual  fear  oTbeng i 
ifany  one  but  looked  at  hini  admiringly,  he  worif 
back  Willi  anery  timidity,  and  crouch  lawardi  hlf< 
lady-ini»tre8«.  One  day  a  tali,  irregular.  hoMj-ki 
man  came  haltinc  by;  the  little  dc»f  raa  tovuiii 
bexan  fawning,  fritkinc.  licking  at  bit  feel:  iir 
Walter  8coit !  Had  Bbandy  been  the  nioet 
reader  of  Reviews,  he  could  not  have  dow 
Every  time  he  saw  Sir  Walter  afterwards.  vNcI  i 
some  three  or  four  times  in  the  course  of  vifkiafr 
bursh.  he  repeated  his  demonatrations,  ns 
friskint,  lickiiiK  the  Author  of  *  Waverly  V  fe 

Sood  Sir  Walter  endured  it  with  good-huBHNir; 
own  at  the  little  wise  face,  at  the  silky  i 
snow-white  and  chestnut -brown  ;  soiiied.  aai 
hitting  him  as  they  went  on.— lill  a  new 
streets  or  some  other  obataclea  put  an  end  ta  ike  I 
view.    Id  fact  he  was  a  strange  little  lellow.tkiii 
lie  has  been  known  to  sit  for  ht>urs  lookiaf  oMi 
summer  monn,  with  the  saddest  wistfulleit  cj|« 
of  countenance ;  altogether  like  a  Werterean  PbiL 
would  have  been  a  Poet,  I  dare  say,  if  hecMMf 
found  a  pmbluhtr.    But  his  moral  tact  wat  ike 
amazing.    Without  reason  shown. without  «ori< 
or  act  done,  he  look  his  likings  and  dtshkisp: 
able ;  renlly  almost  unerring.      His  chief  sn 
should  say,  was  to  the  genus  f nAri,  above  ell 
genus  acrtd-quaek;  these,  Uiou^h  never  so cle«r-ea» 
bland-smiling,  and  benencent.  he  absolutely  vctMl 
no  tmde  wiih.    Their  very  sugar-cake  wss  us«nl 
He  said  with  emphasis,  as  ciearly  as  barkhif  cesM  4| 
it :   *  Acrid-quack,  avHunt !'     Would  to  ilearcs  ^j 
a  prime  minister  and  hi<;h  person  in  autboritjk><MSl 
an  invaluable  talent !  •  On  ihe  whole,  there  i*  ■"** 
this  universe  than  our  philosophy  has  dressil  eC  •] 
dug*s  instinct  is  a  voice  of  Nature  tcio;  tad  fuiM* 
has  never  bahbled  itself  away  in  idle  Jtrioe  ni  ^ 
pothe^is,  but  always  adhered  to  the  practical. •■'^^ 
in  silrnce  by  continual  roniniunion  with  dd-  ^*2 
the  aniroaU  injustice.    Their  body  resemUn  oar^ 
BufTon  Siiys  ;  with  its  four  limbs,  with  iu  spmal aoo*^ 
iniiin  orgaiiM  in  ihe  h«*ad,  and  si»  forth:  Kai  kef''^ 


not  a  kind  of  ^oul,  equally  the  rude  draufbt  aa^Mf^ 
feet  imitation  of  ours  f  It  is  a  siranjre,  aa  ati* 
solemn  and  pathetic  thing  to  see  an  inteilif<^«c  **! 
sont*d  In  that  dumb  ru<te  form  ;  strnggliai  to  eifff* 
self  out  of  that ;— even  aa  we  do  out  of  ov  ^^ 
y\nK«x\  and  aucceed  Ttry  iaperfiM^  !** 
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urged  their  questions,  and  the  pompons  labour,  ditchers  delv^e;  and  there  is  endless, 
mn  of  condescending  magnates.  When  altogether  deplorable  correspondence  about 
iKset  at  home  in  this  way,  he  would  every  marble-slabs  for  tables,  wainscotting  of  rooms, 
■Dd  then  discover  that  he  had  some  very  curtains  with  thetrimmings  of  curtains,  orange- 
solar  business  to  attend  to  on  an  outlying  coloured  or  fawn-coloured:  Waller  Scott,  one 
3f  his  estate;  and,  craving  the  indulgence  of  the  gifted  of  the  world,  whom  his  admirers 
m  guests  over  night,  appear  at  the  cabin  called*  the  mostgiAed,  must  kill  himself  that  he 
■  glen  before  its  inhabitants  were  astir  in  may  be  a  country  gentleman,  the  founder  of  a 
oming.  The  clatterofSibyl  Grey's  hoofs,  race  of  Scottish  lairds.  It  is  one  of  the 
elping  of  Mustard  and  Spice,  and  his  own  strangest,  most  tragical  histories  ever  enacted 
as  shout  of  reveillee  under  our  windows,  under  this  sun.  So  poor  a  passion  can  lead  so 
the  signal  that  he  had  burst  his  toils,  and  strong  a  man  into  such  mad  extremes.  Surely, 
t  for  that  day  to  Uake  his  ease  in  his  were  not  man  a  fool  always,  one  might  say 
Od  descending,  he  was  to  be  found  there  was  something  eminently  distracted  in 
31  with  all  his  dogs  and  ours  about  him,  this,  end  as  it  would,  of  a  Walter  Scott  writing 
*  a  spreading  ash  that  overshadowed  half  daily  with  the  ardour  of  a  steam-engine,  that 
Mnk  between  the  cottage  and  the  brook,  he  might  make  £15,000  a  year,  and  buy  up- 
lag  the  edge  of  his  woodman*s-axe,  and  holstery  with  it.  To  cover  the  walls  of  a  stone 
Sng  to  Tom  Purdie*s  lecture  touching  the  house  in  Selkirkshire  with  knicknacks,  ancient 
mXion  that  most  needed  thinning.  After  armour,  and  genealogical  shields,  what  can  we 
:Ast  he  would  take  possession  of  a  dress-  name  it  but  a  being  bit  with  delirium  of  a  kind*! 
acm  up  stairs,  and  write  a  chapter  of  The  That  tract  after  tract  of  moorland  in  the  shire 
t:  and  then,  having  made  up  and  des-  of  Selkirk  should  be  joined  together  on  parch- 
md  his  packet  for  Mr.  Ballantyne,  away  ment  and  by  ring-fence,  and  named  after  one*s 
a  Purdie  wherever  the  foresters  were  at  name, — why,  it  rs  a  shabby  small-type  edition 
-—and  sometimes  to  labour  among  them  of  your  vulgar  Napoleons,  Alexanders,  and 
enaously  as  JohnSwanston, — until  it  was  conquering  heroes,  not  counted  veuerable  by 
either  to  rejoin  his  own  party  at  Abbots-  any  teacher  of  men ! — 
or  the  quiet  circle  of  the  cottage.  When  «  The  whole  world  wai  not  h^lfio  wide 
feests  were  few  and  friendly,  he  oAen  m^de  To  Alexander  when  lie  cried 
come  over  and  meet  him  at  Chiefs  wood  Becnuee  be  had  but  one  to  eubdue, 
ody  towards  evening ;  and  surely  he  never  As  was  a  narrow  paltry  tubto 
ired  to  nfore  amiable  advantage  than  when  Dfojcnes ;  who  ne'er  was  said, 
ag    his    young    people    with    their   little             For  aujrht  thai  ever  I  could  read, 

•        «*  V  «  To  whine,  put  (Infer  l*  the  eye  and  tob, 

(RementS  upon   such  occasions.     He  was  Because  be  Hd  ne%r  another  tab." 

'  With  all  sorts  of  devices  to  supply  the 

i   of  a  narrow  establishment ;  he  used  to  ^^^  ^^  •    ^^^  ^^'  **  looked  at  from  the  Moon, 

at  particularly  in  sinking  the  wine  in  a  which  itself  is  far  from  Infinitude,"  Napoleon's 

tander  the  irae  ere  he  went  out,  and  haul-  dominions  were  as  small  as  mine,  what,  by 

p  the  basket  just  before  dinner  was  an-  ^^f  chance  of  possibility,  could  Abbotsford 

Bed — this  primitive  device  being,  he  said,  landed-property  ever  have  become?     As  the 

lie  had  always  practised  when  a  young  Arabs  say,  there  is  a  black  speck,  were  it  no 

»lreeper,  and  in  his  opinion  far  superior  ^^SS^^  t^an  a  bean's  eye, in  every  soul;  which 

results  to  any  application  of  ice ;  and  in  °"c®  ^^^  '^  a-working,  will  overcloud  the  whole 

«ine  spirit,  whenever  the  weather  was  '"^^  *"*o  darkness  and  quasi-madness,  and 

iently  genial,  he  voted  for  dining  out  of  ^^^  *»»"»  balefully  into  Night! 

•llogether,  which  at  once  got  ri^of  the       W''*»  respect  to  the  literary  character  of 

iwenience  of  very  small  rooms,  and  made  ^^^^^  "  Waverly  Novels,"  so  extraordinary  in 

Qral  and  easy  for  the  gentlemen  to  help  ^^***'  commercial  character,   there  remains, 

idies,  so  that  the  paucity  of  servants  went  ^^^^  ^o  much  reviewing,  good  and  bad,  little 

>thing."~Vol.  v.  pp.  123,  124.  *hat  it  were  profitable  at  present  to  say.    The 

r^ly    all   this  is   very  beautiful ;  like   a  P"^^*'  ^^^^  ^^out  them  is,  that  they  were  faster 

re  of  Boccaccio :  the  ideal  of  a  country  written  and  better  jpaid  for  than  any  other 

b   our  time.    Why  could  it  not  last?    In-  ^oks  in  the  world.    It  must  be  granted,  more- 

'Was  not  wanting:  Scott's  ofl^cial  perma-  over,  that  they  have  a  worth  far  surpassing 

isicome  was  amply  adequate  to  meet  the  ^^^^  '^  visvlaI  in  such  cases ;  na)',that  if  litera- 

iae  of  all  that  was  valuable  in  it ;  nay,  of  \^^  }^^^  "o  task  but  that  of  harmlessly  amus- 

•.t  was  not  harassing,  senseless,  and  des-  ^"?  indolent,  languid  men,  here  was  the  very 

l«.    Scott  had  some  JE2,000  a  year  with-  perfection  of  literature;  that  a  man,  here  more 

v-riting  books  at  all.    Why  should   he  emphatically  than  ever  elsewhere,  might  fling 

ifactare  and  not  create,  to  make  more  himself  back,  exclaiming,  "  Be  mine  to  lie  on 

y  ;  and  rear  mass  on  mass  for  a  dwelling  ^^^^  ^o^a*  and  read  everlasting  Novels  of  Wal- 

Oaclf,  rill  the  pile  toppled,  sank,  crashing,  ^^r  Scott !"    The  composition,  slight  as  it  often 

>iaried  him  in  its  ruins,  when  he  had  a  is.  usually  hangs  together  in  some  measure, 

Pleasant  dwelling  ready  of  its  own  accord  ?  ^"^  **  ^  oomposiiion.    There  is  a  free  flow  of 

Scott,  with  all  his  health,  was  infeced  narrative, of  incident  and  sentiment;  an  easy 

^r  the  fearfullcst  malady,  that  of  Ambition !  master-like  coherence  throughout,  as  if  it  were 

»fsh  length  had  the  King's  baronetcy,  the  ^^^  ^^^^  <*ash  of  a  master's  hand.  **  round  as 

l'«  favour,  and  "sixteen  panics  a-day,"  ^^'e  O  of  Giotio."^      It  is  the   perfection  of 
rtii  it  with  him.    So  the  inane  racket  roust      *  *.  v-««'-.  vi*.».«  /ti  »».^i.i»^  a^  n      ^       ZH 

..»^.  J    .  I.-  V  o  •  **  VeimeaFirenxe,  (II  cortlflanodel  Pawi;i«%x«lBi»ifc 

pt  up,  and  rise  ever  higher.    So  masons  una  matUna  in  bouM%  4\  Q^\n\.\o.  ctA  \v«wv«^  ^v 
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eitemporaneoot  xmtiae.  Fartbermore.  sardy 
hr  nai  »  blind  critic  who  did  not  recogBise 
Ii«re  &  certain  genial  suDsbiny  frcabneta  so4 

picluresqqenEss ;  paialin°s  bolh  of  ecenery 
and  figures,  vsrj  grBceful-bnlliaD",  occasion- 
ally lull  or  grace  and  glowing  brighlness, 
blended  in  the  soFleM  composure;  in  fact,  a 
deep  sincere  love  of  Ihe  beautiful  in  aalore 
and  maa,  and  the  readiest  facnUy  of  express- 
ing this  by  imaginaiioD  and  by  vord.  No 
Aether  painllligs  of  nature  can  be  found  than 
ScoU's;  hardly  anywhere  a  wider  sympaihy 
vilh  roan.  From  Davie  Deans  up  in  Ricbard 
CcBor-de-Lion  1  from  Meg  Merrilies  tu  Die 
Vernon  and  Queen  Ehi^abelh !  Il  is  Ibe  at- 
lerance  of  a  man  of  npr>n  soul;  of  a  brave, 
Urge,  frre-Fceing  man.  who  ha^  a  true  brother- 
hood with  all  men.  In  joyous  pinuresque- 
nrss  and  fellow-fcvling,  freedom  of  eye  atid 
heart ;  or  lo  say  it  in  a  wnrd.  in  i^eneral  luuliki- 
vfii  of  mind,  these  novels  prove  Scott  lo  have 
been  amongst  the  fnremosl  wnters. 

P{eilher  in  the  bibber  and  highest  eicet- 
lence,  of  drawing  character,  is  be  nt  any  time 
■Itogelher  deficient;  though  at  do  lime  can  we 
call  him,  in  Ihe  best  sense,  huccessfiil.  His 
Bailie  Jarvirs.  Dinmonts,  Oalgetlys  (far  their 
name  is  legion)  do  look  and  talk  like  what 
they  give  tbeoiselves  out  for;  they  are, if  not 
tnB!id  and  made  poetically  alive,  yet  dec.ep- 
tivelr  Hiacied  as  a  good  player  might  do  them. 
What  more  is  wanted  then  1  For  the  reader 
lymg  nn  a  sofa,  nothing  more ;  yet  for  anollier 
ion  of  reader,  much.  Il  were  a  long  chnfler 
lo  unfold  the  dilTerence  in  drawing  a  characier 
between  a  8cott,  a  Shabspeare,  and  a  Goethe? 
Tet  il  is  a  difference  liierally  Immense:  thoy 
■re  of  difl'erenl  species;  the  value  of  the  one 
ia  DOl  10  be  counted  in  the  coiti  of  Ihe  olber. 
We  might  lay  in  a  short  word,  which  means 
a  long  matter,  that  your  Shakipeare  fashions 
,  hia  characters  from  the  heart  onlwnrds ;  your 
8cotl  fashiani  ihcm  from  ibe  skin  inwards, 
never  getting  near  Ihe  heart  of  them '.  The 
one  Kt  became  living  men  and  women;  ibe 
other  amount  to  little  more  ihan  mechanical 
cases,  deceptively  painted  automatons.  Com- 
jtare  Fenella  with  Goelhe's  Mignon,  which,  it 
was  once  said,  Scott  had  "  done  Goethe  the 
honour"  to  borrow.  He  has  borrowed  what 
be  could  of  Mignon.  The  small  sialure,  the 
climbing  talent,  the  Irickiness.  the  mtchimiral 
tan,  as  we  say,  he  ba&  borrowed  i  but  the  soul 
of  Mignon  is  left  behind. '  Fetiella  is  an  unfa- 
rourable  specimen  for  Scott ;  but  it  illnsirates, 
in  Ihe  aggravated  state,  what  is  traceable  in 
alt  Ihe  characters  he  drew.    To  the  same  pur- 

ri.  indeed,  we  are  lo  say  that  these  famed 
ks  are  aliogether  addressed  lo  Ihe  every- 
day mind;  that  for  any  other  mind,  there  is 


',  principle*,  i 
what  ibe  iniclligent  a 
irry  along  wilb  Rivti,  ue  ^ 
orderly,  cusionaVy,  it  li^ 
iihiog  more.     One  wmldl 
Scott  to  give  much  noret^ 
ordinary   range,  ami   aild 
which  U  but  seldon  Ibe  ci    , 
at  once  lutu  the  rose-pink  N 
Ihe  Minen-B  PrB«s  rmnil 


lyqu 


s  Ihal 


:  for  a 


4 

thain 


kiietr  it  lu  lead   nowhilhtr,   C 
contraKting  Wavrrijr.   whieh  i 

pore  method.  Someihing  iS 
kind  might  have  come  frona 
a  low  kind:  nay,  who  knoim 
&tadioDs  seir-«UDcentraiios,  be 
rone;  what  wealth  nature  h>d 
him,  Which  his  circamsianccK 
while  seeming  to  be  kindetUi 
pelled  him  lo  unfnldT 
But  afler  all.  in  ill 
trumpeting  of  populatily,  it 
mind,  as  a  truth  remainiDgfl 
literiture  hat  other  aims  ihaBi 
ly  amusing  indolent,  languid  w 
lure  have  Ibem  not,  iben  lilets 
poor  affair ;  and  something  el 
ihem,  and  must  accomplish  the 
or  without  thanks;  the  ihaakf 
world  were  noi  Ion;:  a  world  oik 
this  head  there  is  little  lo  be  » 
in  the  "  Waverley  Novels."  P 
doctrine,  for  reproof,  for  eiliGc 
>Dg  up  or  elevaiing,  in  any  sh 
heart  will  find  no  healing  faere.1 
gling  heart  no  guidance:  the  I 
all  men  no  divine  awakening  ' 
therefore,  that  they  do  not  ft 
on  deep  interests,  but  on  com) 
ones  ;  not  on  the  perennial,  pi 
on  the  lasting.  In  fact,  tnact 
of  ihese  novels  results  frua 
calledsoDtrasts  oC  costume, 
gy,  fasbii>n  of  arms,  of  drcsi 
inglooneape,  is  brought  tuih 
lar  vividness,  before  the  eye: 
great  efleci  ihisj  yet,  by  the  » 
an  altogether  temporary  one- 
ren,  shall  not  we  loo  one  day 
grow  lo  have  as  quaint  a  cost 
The  Muffed  dandy,  only  give 
come  one  of  the  wonderrullei 
antiquarian  mnseums,  onI< 
hence,  the  steeple-hat  will  h 
peg  Id  Franks  and  Company'g 
rians  deciding  which  is  agUe 
swa1low4ail,  one  may  hope, 
credible  as  any  garment  ihaii 
lous  the  respectable  l>Bck  c 
«l ashed  breeches,  steeple-hsU 
liquated  speech,  can  romaniu 
Ds;  but  slmpl^l 
loos  t"".  by  beibg  n"  " 
manner  of  jerkins  aot 

|ry;  mnn  alone  is  perennia 
deeper  inio  this  lhan  nihi 

I  membcrcd  longer  than  ibl 
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led  Tjnder  this  category,  Scott  with  his 
ctical  iDsight,  joyous  temper,  and  other 
culties,  is  not  to  be  accoanted  little, 
the  ordinary  circulating  library  he- 
night  well  pass  for  a  demi-god.  Not 
t  neither  is  he  great ;  there  were  great- 
than  one  or  two  in  his  own  age : 
le  great  of  ail  ages,  one  sees  no  like- 
'  a  place  for  him. 

then  is  the  result  of  these  Waverlev 
s  1     Are  they  to  amuse  one  generation 
3ne  or  more.    As  many  generations 
can,  but  not  all  generations :  ah  no, 
r  swallow-tail  has  become  fantastic  as 
se,  they  will  cease  to  amuse  ! — Mean- 
>  we  can  discern,  their  results  have 
eral-fold.    First  of  all,  and  certainly 
of  all,  have  they  not  perhaps  had  this 
hat  a  considerable   portion,  of  man- 
hereby  been  sated  with  mere  amuse- 
id  set  on  seeking  something  better? 
lent  in  the  way  of  reading  can  go  no 
ZSLU  do  nothing  better,  by  the  power  of 
id  men  ask,  Is  this  what  it  can  do! 
?  reckon,  carried  several  things  to  their 
m  and  crisis,  so  that  change  became 
le :  a  great  service,  though  an  indi- 
•.    Secondly,  however,  we  may  say, 
>torical  novels  have  taught  alt  men  this 
[lich  looks  like  a  traism,  and  yet  was 
as  unknown  to  writers  of  history  and 
till  so  taught:  that  the  by-gone  ages 
'orld  were  actually  filled  by  living  men, 
protocols,  stale-papers,  controversies, 
;tractions  of  men.    Not  abstractions 
ey,  not  diagrams  and  theorems;  but 
bufi*  or  other  coats  and  breeches,  with 
n  their  cheeks,  with  passions  in  their 
I,  and  the  idioms,  features,  and  vilali- 
^ery  men.    It  is  a  little  word  this  ;  in- 
of  great  meaning!  History  will  hence- 
ave  to  take  thought  of  it.    Her  faint 
s  of  "  philosophy  teaching  by  experi- 
?ill  have  to  exchange  themselves  every- 
'or  direct  inspection  and  imbodyment: 
d  this  only,  will  be  counted  experience; 
once  experience  have  got  in,  philoso- 
I  reconcile  herself  to  wait  at  the  door, 
jreat  service,  fertile  in  consequences, 
t  Scott  has  done ;  a  great  truth   laid 
'    him; — correspondent  indeed  to  the 
ial  nature  of  the  man ;  to  his  solidity 
*acity   even    of  imagination,    which, 

his  lively  discursiveness,  was   the 
ristic  of  him. 

d  here  as  to  the  extempore  style  of 
w-hich  is  getting  much  celebrated  in 
^s.  Scott  seems  to  have  been  a  high 
t  in  it.  His  rapidity  was  extreme,  and 
I"  produced  was  excellent  considering 
oircumstances  under  which  some  of 
s,  when  he  could  not  himself  write, 
^  ted,  are  justly  considered  wonderful, 
'tsable  faculty  this  of  ready  writing; 
a  r,  for  Scott's  purpose  it  was  clearly 
^ood  mode.  By  much  labour  he  could 
^.dded  one  guinea  to  his  copy-right ; 

the  reader  on  the  sofa  have  lain  a 

^    at  ease.    It  was  in  all  ways  neces- 

these   works  should   be  produced 

^ad,  round  or  not,  be  thrown  off  like 


Giotto's  O.    But  indeed,  in  all  things,  writinf 
or  other,  which  a  man  engages  in,  there  is  thv 
indispensablest  beauty  in  knowing  how  to  gti 
done,    A  man  frets  himself  to  no  purpose ;  he 
has  not  the  sleight  of  the  trade ;  he  is  not  a 
craftsman,  but  an  unfortunate  borer  and  bon^ 
gler,  if  he  know  not  when  to  have  done.    Per- 
fection is  unattainable:    no  carpenter   ever 
made  a  mathematically  accurate  right-angle 
in  the  world ;  yet  all  carpenters  know  when  it 
is  right  enough,  and  do  not  botch  it,  and  lose 
their  wag:es  by  making  it  too  right.    Too  much 
pains-taking  speaks  disease  in  one's  mind,  as 
well   as  too  little.    The  adroit  sound-minded 
man  will  endeavour  to  spend  on  each  business 
approximately  what  of  pains  it  deserves;  and 
with  a  conscience  void  of  remorse  will  dis- 
miss it  then.    All  this  in  favour  of  easy  writ- 
ing shall  be  granted,  and,  if  need  were,  en- 
forced and  inculcated.    And  yet,  on  the  other 
hand,  it  shall  not  less  but  more  strenuously  be 
inculcated,  that  in  the  way  of  writing  no  great 
thing  was  ever,  or  will  ever  be  done  with  ease, 
but  with  diflSculty !    Let  ready  writers,  with 
any  faculty  in  them,  lay  this  to  heart.    Is  it 
with  ease,  or  not  with  ease,  that  a  man  shall 
do  hit  bett,  in  any  shape;  above  all,  in  thi» 
shape,  justly  named  of  ♦•  soul's  travail,"  work- 
ing in  the  deep  places  of  thought,  imbodying' 
the  true  out  of  the  obscure  and  possible,  envi- 
roned on  all  sides  with  the  uncreated  false? 
Not  so,  now  or  at  any  time.    The  experience 
of  all  men  belies  it ;  the  nature  of  things  con- 
tradicts it.  Virgil  and  Tacitus,  were  they  ready 
writers  ?    The  whole  Prophtdn  of  I$aiak  are' 
not  equal  in  extent  to  this  cobweb  of  a  review 
article.     Shakspeare,  we  may  fancy,  wrote' 
with  rapidity;  but  not  till  he  had  thought  with 
intensity :  long  and  sore  had  this  man  thougfit^ 
as  the  seeing  eye  may  discern  well,  and  had 
dwelt  and  wrestled  amid  dark  pains  and  throes, 
— though  his  great  soul  is  silent  about  all  that. 
It  was  for  him  to  write  rapidly  at  fit  intervals, 
being  ready  to  do  it.    And  herein  truly  lies  the 
secret  of  the  matter:  such  swiftness  of  mere 
writing,  aAerdue  energy  of  preparation,  is 
doubtless  the  right  method;  the  hot  furnace 
having  long  worked  and  simmered,  let  the  pure 
gold  flow  out  at  one  gush.  It  wasShakspeare's 
plan ;  no  easy  writer  he,  or  he  had  never  been 
a  Shakspeare.    Neither  was  Milton  one  of  tfie' 
mob  of  gentlemen  that  write   with  ease;  be 
did  not  attain  Shakspeai«e's  faculty,  one  per- 
ceives,  of  even  Writing  fast  after  long  prepara- 
tion, but  struggled  while  he  wrote.    Goethe 
also  tells  us  he  *'had  nothing  sent  him  in  his 
sleep ;"  no  page  of  his  but  he  knew  well  how 
it  came  there.    It  is  reckoned  to  be  the  best 
prose,  accordingly,  that  has  been  written  by 
any  modem.    sEchiller,  as  an  unfortunate  and 
unhealthy  man,  **Hnnte  nUftriig  totrden^  never 
could  get  done;"    the  noble  genius  of  hin» 
struggled  not  wisely  but  too  well,  and  wore 
his  life  itself  heroically  out    Or  did  PetrarcD 
write  easily?    Dante  sees  himself  " growini? 
gray"  over  his  Dicine  Comedy  :  in  stern  solita- 
ry death-wrestle  with  it,  to  prevail  over  it,  and 
do  it,  if  his  uttermost  faculty  may:  hence,  too, 
it  is  done  and  prevailed  over,  and  the  fiery  life' 
of  it  endures  for  evermore  among  men.    NAt' 
creation,  one  would  think>  cannot  be  easy.; 
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TONir  hfft  luM  sercre  ptiii  and  fire-flanet  in 
tte  beadt  out  of  wUdi  aa  anacd  Pallat  is 
■traggUaf !  As  for  nianuftctore,  that  is  a  dif* 
frnat  mailer,  aad  maj  beeome  easy  or  not 
aasj,  aeeordiag  as  it  is  takca  op.  TetofmaniH 
ftatora,  toot  the  general  tmih  Is  that,  given  Ibe 
naBauetnier,  it  will  be  worthy  in  direct  pro- 
portion to  the  peine  bestowed  npon  it;  and 
worthless  always,  or  nearly  so,  with  no  pains. 
Ccaae,  therefore,  O  ready-writer,  to  brag  open- 
ly of  Uiy  rapidity  and  facility ;  to  thee  (if  thon 
M  in  tiM  mannoctnring  line)  it  is  a  benefit, 
an  Increase  of  wages ;  bot  to  me  it  is  Aeer 
loss,  worsealng  of  my  peanjrworth:  why  wilt 
ttoa  brag  of  it  lo  me  1  write  easily,  by  steam 
if  ihoii  canst  contrire  it,  and  canst  sell  it ;.  bat 
Mde  it  like  rirtoe  I  •'Easr  writing," said Sheri- 
daa,  "is.  sometimes  d  d  hard  reading;** 
flometlmes;  ud  always  it  Is  snre  to  be  rsiher 
waless  reading,  wbica  indeed  (to  a  creature 
of  Ibw  years  and  rnoch  worii)  may  be  reckon- 
•d  the  hardest  of  alt 

BeoCtTs  prodnctire  fhcility  amascd  ereiy- 
bod|y ;  and  set  Captain  HalC  for  one,  ipon  a 
Ttfy  straace  method  of  aceonnting  ibr  It  with- 
cot  miraelcMbr  which  sea  hia  ojoomalt** 
above  qvoied  firom.  The  Captain,  on  c6nai- 
iBff  liae  Ibr  M%  fimnd  thai  be  bimself  had 
wnttea  la  that  jooraal  oTMs  almost  as  moch 
aa  Beotti  at  odd  bom*  in  a  given  number  of 
diya;  f  and  aefortbeiaventioB,'*  says  he,  *it 
to  kMwa  that  Ais  costs.  Soott  DoJada^  bdt 
aoBBaa  lo  him  of  its  owa  a^coidi*  Coaveai- 
anc  indeed  I— But  fiir  us  loo  Scott's  rapidity  is 
great,  is  a  proof  and  consequence  cf  me  solid 
health  of  the  maii,  bodily  and  spiritual ;  great, 
bat  anmiraculoas;  not  greater  than  Uiat  of 
many  others  besides  Captain  Hall.  Admire 
it,  yet  with  measure.  For  observe  always, 
there  are  two  conditions  in  work:  let  me  fix 
the  quality,  and  you  shall  fix  the  quantity ! 
Any  man  may  get  through  work  rapidly  who 
easily  sativfies  himself  about  it.  Print  the  talk 
of  any  man,  there  will  be  a  thick  octavo 
volume  daily;  make  bis  writing  three  times 
as  good  as  his  talk,  there  will  be  the  third  part 
of  a  volume  daily,  which  still  is  good  work. 
To  write  with  never  such  rapidity  in  a  pass- 
able manner  is  indicative,  not  of  a  man's  ge- 
aius,  but  of  his  habits ;  it  will  prove  his  sonnd- 
pess  of  nervous  system,  his  practicability  of 
mind,  and  in  fine,  that  he  has  the  knack  of 
bis  trade.  In  the  most  flattering  view,  ra- 
pidity will  betoken  health  of  mind :  much  also, 
perhaps  most  of  all,  will  depend  on  health  of 
body.  Doubt  it  not,  a  faculty  of  easy  writing 
is  attainable  by  man  !  The  human  genius, 
once  fairly  set  in  this  direction,  will  carry  it 
far.  William  Cobbett,  one  of  the  healthiest 
of  men,  was  a  greater  improviser  even  than 
Walter  Scott:  his  writing,  considered  as  to 
quality  and  quantity,  of  Rural  Rides,  Registers, 
Grammars,  Sermons,  Peter  Porcupines,  His- 
tories of  Reformation,  ever-fresh  denounce- 
ments of  Potatoes  and  Papermoney, — seems 
to  us  still  more  wonderful.  *  Pierre  Bayle 
wrote  enormous  folios,  one  sees  nc»i  on  what 
motive-principle ;  he  flowed  on  for  ever,  a 
mighty  tide  of  ditch-water;  and  even  died 
flowing,  w\\h  the  pen  in  his  hahd.  But  indeed 
JOLC  most  xmaccouDkVaXAe  t«%il^-^\v\ft.T  of  all  is, 


probably,  the  eomnoB  Editor  of  a  Mf 
paper.  Gpasider  his  leadini^artidei; 
th^  treat  oC  how  paasably  Ibcy  are 
Straw  that  has  been  thrashed  a  hondid 
without  wheat;  epbcmeral  sound  of  a i 
such  portent  of  thie  hour  as  all  mes  hsfi 
a  hniiiired  times  turii  oat  inane;  bovs 
with  merehr  human  faculty,  Imekles  ha 
nightly  with  new  vigour  and  inteicsl  fe 
thrashed  stfaw,  nightly  thrashes  it  i 
nightly  gets  np  ne«t  thunder  aboot  A;  ■ 
goes  on  thrashing  and  thundering  fir  1 1 
siderable  sprieft  of  years ;  this  ti.  a  fitf 
maining  still  to  be  accounted  Ibr,  n  M 
physiology.    The  vitalitj  of  msa  if  j 

Or  slmu  we  say,  Scott,  ai 
th^igs  he  carried^towards  tbetrol 
crisis,  carried  this  of  ready-wriiiaf  aal 
all  men  might  better  soe  whit  vat  ■  11 
is  a  raluable  ccmsumnatijML  HSpt 
rfesulu^-resalts,  ai  some  of  wMfttff 
Tory  politician  would  have  gtmiljri 
For  if^once  Printing  haye  gnnra  totetfl 
then  DaxocBAcr  (if  we  look  iioi  tftj 
things)  is  not  a  bngbftar  and 
a  eectaiaty,  and  event  as 
**  Inevitable  seems  it  lae." 
sure  enough  4ie  triumph  of 
peara  to  be  craa  now s  efeiV#lfeA i 
writer  is  (bund  braggtag  stiaBJpi^r' 
ness.    InalatatranslaM  *lwiC 
of  the  mbst  indifletent  tnashrinMCTij 
with  any  sign  of  ability,  a  h{ihert»i 
individual  is  fbund  assuHng  Mi 
reader  will  possibly  tbink  it  aa  cse^t 
I  assure  him  that  the  whole  pieeef»<, 
pleted  within  the  space  often  WNb,Aiti 
say.  between  the  sixth  of  Jaooaij  ill  ■ 
eighteenth  of  March  of  this  year,  ("»c^J2 
a  fortnight*s  interruption  from  orerexerii^ 


I 
ll 
h 

that  I  often  translate  twenty  pages  i^*f  1^ 
that  the  fiAh  act  was  the  work  ofin^  I ' 
O  hitherto  unknown  indtvidoal,  vhal  ii'^  Ij 
me  what  time  it  was  the  work  of,  wtokjj  m\ 
days  or  five  decades  of  years!  ^5il 
question  is.  How  hast  thou  done  it!-j  |' 
however,  it  stands :  the  genius  of  Bi*"ff  1^ 
irresistiblv  i'^*^'*^"  •*   ajivanitiiiff  oi  ii  v 

les^ 
water !  The  prospect  seems  one  rf 
mentablesu  To  have  all  LitennrtJJ 
away  from  us  in  watery  ExtfBp«^  *■: 
spiritual  lime  of  Noah  s^P^i^^'^iL 
surely  is  an  awful  reflection,  '^^'^T  _  J5 
Matthew  Bramble 


stibly  lording  it,  advancing  oa  ■*■ 
i-tides,  Uke  Noah's  deIages-H>f  *J 


'aUB**.** 
.iihev;tf»* 


peptic  Mattnew  isrambie  in 
Be  of  comfort,  O  splenetic  Mattbe-^ .    .^^ 
Literature   they  are  swimmiDg  *5^L^1I» 
only  Book-publishing  and  Book-*ftw>^^ 
there  not  a  Literature  be/art  Prio^^^^\V^> 
of  Mentz,  and  yet  men  wrote  eitg  ^T^t^"^ 
before  Writing  or  Cadmus  (>f  T~^vsct  ^"^ 
men   spoke  extempore?     Lite^^^\i\^ 
Thought  of  thinking  Souls;  thi  ^■*^~'  '^ 
ing  of  God,  can  in  no  generat 
away,  but  remains  \cith  us  to  th 


Scott's  career,  of  writing  imprw'^ 
to  buy  farms  with,  was  not  of  a  1^ 
nate  voluntarily,  but  to  accelerate 

•  •*  Don  Oirifw.'*  a  Oraowtk  Poem,  frf^ 
ofScbillcr,  MftaalMim  and  Londoa,  lOm^ 


*^^' 


MEMOIRS  OF  THE  LIFE  OP  SCOTT. 


;  and  one  sees  not  to  what  wise  goal 
n  any  case,  have  led  him.  Book- 
stable's  bankruptcy  was  not  the  ruin 
fiis  ruin  was  that  ambition,  and  even 
tion,  had  laid  hold  of  him ;  that  his 
e  was  Dot  wise.  Whither  coald  it 
ere  could  it  stop?  New  farms  there 
*ver  to  be  bought,  while  new  novels 
for  them.  More  and  more  success 
nore  and  more  appetite,  more  and 
city.  The  impromptu  writing  must 
!d  even  thinner ;  declined  faster  and 
the  questionable  category,  into  the 
t)le,  into  the  general  condemned, 
ere  existed,  in  secret,  everywhere  a 
le  opposition  party;  witnesses  of 
ley  miracles,  but  unable  to  believe 
reed  silently  to  protest  against  them, 
sition  party  was  in  the  sure  case  to 
even,  with  the  impromptu  process 
:  on,  ever  waxing  thinner,  to  draw 
over  to  it.  Silent  protest  must  at 
le  to  words;  harsh  truths,  backed 
facts  of  a  world-popularity  over- 
ad  worn  out,  behoved  to  have  been 
iuch  as  can  be  spoken  now  without 
when  they  can  pain  the  brave 
rt  no  more.  Who  knows  1  Per- 
s  better  ordered  to  be  all  othtrwiu, 
at  any  rate,  it  was.  One  day  the 
mountain,  which  seemed  to  stand 
;  the  other  rock  mountains,  gave 
,s  the  ice-bergs  do,  a  loud-sounding 
denly,  with  huge  clangor,  shivered 
ice-dust ;  and  sank,  carrying  much 
it.  In  one  day  Scott's  high-heaped 
;es  became  fairy-money  and  non- 
one  day  the  rich  man  and  lord  of 
imself  penniless,  landless,  a  bank- 
;  creditors. 

£1  hard  trial.  He  met  it  proudly, 
ike  a  brave  proud  man  of  the  world, 
ere  had  been  a  prouder  way  still ; 
aed  honestly  that  he  loat  unsuccess- 
II  bankrupt,  broken,  in  the  world's 
repute ;  and  to  have  turned  else- 
some  refuge.  Refuge  did  lie  else- 
t  it  was  not  Scott's  course,  or  fash- 
l,  to  seek  it  there.  To  say,  Hither- 
een  all  in  the  wrong,  and  this  my 
pride,  now  broken,  was  an  empty 
d  spell  of  accursed  witchcraft !  It 
X  for  flesh  and  blood !  He  said,  I 
e  myself,  and  make  my  point  good 
[ur  it.  Silently,  like  a  proud  strong 
•t  himself  to  the  Hercules'  task,  of 
'ubbish-mountains,  since  that  was 
ig  large  ransoms  by  what  he  could 
nd  sell.  In  his  declining  years  too  ; 
is  doubly  and  trebly  unfortunate 
us  then.  Scott  fell  to  his  Hercules' 
very  man,  and  went  on  with  it  un- 
with  a  noble  cheerfulness,  while 
gs  were  cracking,  he  grappled  with 
stled  with  it,  years  long,  in  death- 
gth  to  strength; — and  it  proved  the 
md  his  life  and  heart  did  crack  and 
cordage  of  a  most  strong  heart ! 
last  writings  of  Scott,  his  NapoUonSf 
s,  Scotch  [{istorUgt  and  the  rest,  criti- 
)g  still  much  to  wonder  at,  much  to 


commend,  will  utter  no  word  of  blame ;  this 
one  word  only.  Wo  is  me!  The  noble  wip» 
horse  that,  once  laughed  at  the  shaking  of  the 
spear,  how  is  he  doomed  to  toil  himself  deadi 
dragging  ignoble  wheels  !  Scott's  descent  was 
like  that  of  a  spent  projectile ;  rapid,  straight 
down ; — perhaps  mercifully  so.  It  is  a  tragedy^ 
as  all  life  is ;  one  proof  more  that  Fortune 
stands  on  a  restless  ghbe ;  that  Ambition, 
literary,  warlike,  politic,  pecuniary,  never  yet 
profited  any  mail. 

Our  last  extract  shall  be  from  Volume  Sixth ; 
a  very  tragical  one.  Tragical,  yet  still  beauti- 
ful ;  waste  Ruin's  havoc  borrowing  i  kind  of 
sacredness  from  a  yet  sterner  visitation,  that 
of  Death !  Scott  has  withdrawn  into  a  solitary 
lodging-house  in  Edinburgh,  to  do  daily  the 
day's  work  there ;  and  had  to  leave  his  wife  at 
Abbotsford  in  the  last  stage  of  disease.  He 
went  away  silently;  looked  silently  at  the 
sleeping  face  he  scarcely  hoped  ever  to  see 
again.  We  quote  from  a  Diary  he  had  began 
to  keep  in  those  months,  on  hint  from  Byron's 
Ravenna  Jimrnal :  copious  sections  of  it  render 
this  sixth  volume  more  interesting  than  any 
of  the  former  ones : — 

"jl66ot«/ord,Jiffly  11,(1826.)—  •  •  •  It 
withers  my  heart  to  think  of  it,  and  to  recollect 
that  I  can  hardly  hope  again  to  seek  confidence 
and  counsel  from  that  ear,  to  which  all  might 
be  safely  confided.  But  in  her  present  lethargic 
state,  what  would  my  attendance  have  availed  f 
— and  Anne  has  promised  close  and  constant 
intelligence.  I  must  dine  with  James  Ballan'' 
tyue  to-day  en  famiile,  I  cannot  help  it ;  but 
would  rather  be  at  home  and  alone.  Howerefi 
I  can  go  out  too.  I  will  not  yield  to  the  barren 
sense  of  hopelessness  which  struggles  to  in" 
vade  me." 

"  Edinburgh^-rMrt,  BrowfCt  lodgingt^  North  Stt 
Dcwid  Street — May  12. — ^I  passed  a  pleasant  day 
with  kind  J.  B.,  which  was  a  great  relief  from 
the  black  dog,  which  would  have  worried  me 
at  home.    He  was  qUite  alone. 

**  Well,  here  I  am  in  Arden.  And  I  may  say 
with  Touchstone,  *  When  I  was  in  a  better 
place ;'  I  must,  when  there  is  occasion,  drainr 
to  my  own  Baillie  Nicol  Jarvie's.  consolation 
— *One  cannot  carry  the  comforts  of  the  Saut* 
Market  about  with  one.'  Were  I  at  ease  in 
mind,  I  think  the  body  is  very  well  cared  for* 
Only  one  other  lodger  in  the  house,  a  Mr. 
Shandy — a  clergyman ;  and,  despite  his  name, 
said  to  be  a  quiet  one." 

"  May  14. — A  fair  good-morrow  to  you,  Mr# 
Son,  who  are  shining  so  brightly  on  these 
dull  walls.  Methinks  you  look  as  if  you  were 
looking  as  bright  on  the  banks  of  the  Tweeds 
but  look  where  you  will.  Sir  Son,  you  look 
upon  sorrow  and  sufi^ering. — Hogg  was  here 
yesterday  in  danger,  from  having  obtained  an 
accommodation  of  £100  from  James  Ballan« 
tyne,  which  he  is  now  obliged  to  repay.  I  am 
unable  to  help  the  poor  fellow,  being  obliged 
to  borrow  myself." 

"  May  15. — Received  the  melancholy  intelli« 
gence  that  all  is  over  at  Abbotsford." 

"  Abbotsford^  May  16. — She  died  at  nine  in 
the  morning,  after  being  ver}'  ill  for  two  days 
— easy  at  last  I  arrived  here  late  last  night« 
Anne  is  womonl,^Ad  Vi'to\i'w\.Vs^Mftt«.^-,^^!M^ 


am]  coDOfclsiwhoeould  always  ulli  down  my 
■enia  of  the  calamiloDs  Bppreheasiobs  which 
Jireak  Ihe  hrait  Ihal  mntt  bear  ibem  alone. — 
^CD  her  foibles  ware  of  acirice  to  me,  by 
giring  me  things  to  [hiab  of  beyond  my  wear; 
seir-retlections. 

"I  bare  seen  her.  The  figure  I  beheld  is, 
■nd  iiDot  my  CluTtoUe — my  [hirly  years' com- 
panion. There  is  the  same  symmetry  of  form, 
Ihongh  those  timbs  are  rigid  which  were  once 
■o  gracefally  elastic — hut  that  yellow  mask, 
with  pinched  feitorei,  which  seems  t^i  moclc 
life  rather  than  emnlate  it,  can  il  be  the  face 
that  was  once  so  fnll  of  lively  expression  1  I 
will  not  look  oq  it  again.  Anne  thinks  her 
little  cban^d,  because  the  latest  idea  she  had 
formed  of  her  mother  is  as  she  appeared  under 
iurcomstaDCes  of  extreme  pain.  Mine  go  back 
lo  a  period  of  comparative  ease.  If  I  write 
long  in  this  way,  I  shall  write  down  my  reso- 
Intion,  which  I  shonld  rather  write  ap,  if  I 

"  JIfay  IBi, —  •  •  Cerements  of  lead  and  of 
vood  ^ready  hold  her;  cold  earth  mnst  have 
her  soon.  But  it  is  not  my  Charlotte,  it  is  not 
the  bride  of  my  youth,  the  mother  of  my  chil- 
dren, that  will  be  laid  among  the  ruins  at  Dry- 
burgh,  which  we  have  so  often  visited  in  gaye- 
tjaid  psstinie.    No,  no." 


tieen  a  melanchol 
am  afraid  poor  C 
do  not  know  what 
the  hysterical  pa 
terrible  violence- 
tion — then  sncce 
stupidity,  in  whic 
can  acioalty  be  d 

This  is  bieantifi 
scenes,  in  that  8 
which  will  haven 
It  is  better  that  w 

And  so  the  co 
Waller  Scott  is  f 
sion  from  bim  do 
yet  attainable ; 


"wl 


Mao's  life  alongn 
of  British  manhi 
eighteenth  centu 
Scotch  face,  with 
and  goodness,  wh 
Edinbargrh  streets 
joy  all  fled  from 
boar  and  sorrow. 

ler,  pride  of  all  8< 
sad  farewell. 
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VARNIIAGEN  VON  ENSE'S  MEMOIRS.' 

[LaNDOH  IND  WumiNncit  Review.  IS3H.1 


■  Lidy  Pnitl,  or  RRchr),  sarDnmed  £fnin 

T  nrnidfii  dayii,  who  died  sume  fivp  ypors 

j-MadaiD  Varnhag^n  vnn  Enae.  neems  lo 

ratile  ind  noiabk.  or  la  have  be- 

nore  (han  pvcr  so.  among  onr  German 

.    The  widower,  long  known  in  8er!io 

rtnany  Tor  an  inielligeni  and  esiimable 

hss    here   published  '    ' 


and 


,V»hinie'<,  niiip  in  all,  aboui  her,  aboul 
,^bd  the  thtnga  that  occupied  and  environed 
i0ietii.  Nine  volume!,  properly,  of  German 
Kewoirs ;  of  letters,  of  miscellanies,  biographi- 
<ial  and  Hiiiobiographicali  vbich  we  have  read 
noi  u'lLfiiiiiT  zeal  and  diligence,  and  in  part 
with  prt  ;ii  [ileasure.  Il  seemi  lo  us  Ihal  such 
«f  our  rr-adtrs  m  take  Interesi  in  things  Ger- 
.Bkn,  uu^lil  lo  be  apprized  of  this  publication  ; 

'driogs  European  and  universal  to  fornisb  ont 
wHtw  pages  Tor  readers  not  specially  uf  that 

'  One  may  hope,  Germany  is  no  longer  to  any 
';|Wnon   that  vacant  laud,  of  gray  vapour  and 

Obimerns,  which  il  was  to  most  Englishmen,  < 

■Bt  many  years  ago.  One  may  hope  that,  as 
^Mders  ill  Oerman  have  increased  a  hundred- 
'PbU.  some  partial  iutelligence  of  Germany, 
'game  iniereM  in  things  German,  may  have  in- 
''AToased  in  a  proportion  ably  higher  ratio.  Al 
'Jjffl  events,  Memoirs  of  men,  German  or  olher, 
%rfll  find  listeners  among  men.    Sure  eniiagb, 

iSerliD  city,  on  the  saody  banks  of  the  Spree, 
'fk  a   living  city,  even  as  London   i.i,  on  the 

Siddy  banks  of  Thames.  Daily,  with  every 
ins  ">f  it's  blessed  heavenly  light,  Berlin 
iwods  up  the  smoke  of  a  hundred  thousand 
Wndled  beanhs,  the  fret  and  stir  of  five  hnn- 
4re(l  thousand  new-awakened  human  soole; 
— marking  or  defacing  with  tuch  smoke-cloud, 
Itaalerial  or  spiritual,  ihe  serene  of  our  com- 

Xn  all-embracing  Heaven.  OneHeaven,  ibe 
DC  for  all,  embraces  that  smoke-cloud  too, 
Kiiopis  it.  absorbs  it.  like  [be  real.  Are  (here 
BOI  dinner-parlies,  "leslhetic  teas;"  seandal- 
moDgeries,  cbanges  of  tninislry.  police  cases, 
literary  gazeitesi  The  clack  of  tongues,  th* 
K>and  of  hammers,  mount  up  in  ihat  corner 
(rf'lhe  planet  too.  for  ce  ' 
Berlin  has  its  royaltie 

Uaffickings,iravitiling;s  ,        .  , 

ealliviied  heads,  male  and  female :  and  boa.<ls 
•elf  to  bClbe  inielleclnal  capital  of  Oer- 


-  Iwi  Frienda.)  1  vol. 

KaM'i  Uwt—t  » 

'      '  tm  Raiirri  CI 
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many."  Nine  re 
Berlin  will  surely 
Samuel  Johnsoi 
ui  say.  there  was  n 
biography  he  « 
with.    No  rndi 


es  of  Memoir*  oirt  of 
ain  somelhinf!  for  Da. 
perhaps  another,  u«cd 
no  man  on  the  Mreels  vhose 
lid  nol  like  to  be  Bet)aalnled 
mortal  walking  there  who 
has  not  seen  aod  known  experi  menially  snm«< 
thing,  which,  could  be  iell  it,  the  wisest  would 
hear  willingly  from  him !  Nay,  after  all  that 
can  be  said  and  celebrated  about  poetry,  elo- 
quence, and  the  higher  forms  of  composiiion 
and  utterance;  is  nol  the  primary  use  of 
speech  itself  this  same,  lo  utter  mmmn,  (hat  i), 
memorable  eiperiences  to  our  fellow-crea- 
tores!  A  fact  is  d  fact;  man  is  for  ever  the 
brother  of  man.  That  thou.  Oh  my  bnther, 
imparl  to  me  truly  how  it  standi  with  thee  in 
that  inner  man  of  Ihine,  what  lively  images  of 
things  passed  thy  memory  has  painted  there; 
what  hopes,  wh^t  thonehts,  affections,  know- 
ledges, do  now  dwell  there:  for  this  and  (firno 
other  object  that  I  can  see.  was  the  gift  of 
speech  and  of  hearing  bestowed  on  at  Iwo.  I 
say  nol  how  thon  feignesL  Thy  fictions,  and 
Ihoasand  and  one  Arabian  Nights,  promul- 
gated a*  fictions,  what  are  they  also  at  bottom 
but  this,  IhinE^B  that  nrr  in  thee,  though  tmljr 
images  of  things'  But  to  bewilder  me  wim 
foLiliBailt,  indeed;  to  ray  out  error  and  dark- 
ness,— miBintelligeBce,  which  mean!  misat- 
lalnment,  othenrise  failure  and  sorrow;  to  go 
aboul  confosing  worse  onr  pnor  world's  con- 
fusion, and,  as  a  son  of  Nox  and  Chaua,  propa- 
gate delirium  on  eanh:  not  surely  with  ihu 
view,  but  with  a  far  different  one.  was  that 
miraculous  tongue  suspended  in  thy  head,  and 
set  vibrating  ihere !  In  a  word,  do  nol  iwo 
things,  rrmciii  and  mtmoir-vrinng,  seem  10  be 
prescribed  by  Nature  herself  and  the  very  con- 
slilqliun  of  man  1  Let  ua  read,  therefure.  ae> 
cording  to  opportunity,— anil,  with  jadieiom 
audacity,  review! 

Our  nine  printed  volumes  we  called  Oer- 
man Memoirs.  They  agree  in  this  general 
charnnter,  but  are  otherwiie  to  be  diAiinguished 
into  kinds,  and  differ  very  much  in  their  wonh 
for  us.  The  first  book  on  our  lisl.  enlillpd 
"Rahel,"  is  a  book  of  private  letlrrsi  three 
thick  volumes  of  Letters  written  by  that  lady: 
selected  from  her  wide  correspondence;  with 
a  short  introduction,  with  here  and  Ihere  a 
'hort  note,  and  that  on  Vamhagen's  pan  alL 
Then  follows,  in  iwo  volume*,  ihe  work  named 
"  Gallery  of  Portraits;"  cnnslsling  principallf 
of  letters  lo  Rahel,  by  varions  pertoni,  mottlr 
persons  of  note;  to  which  Varnhagen.  ti  ed^ 
lor.  has  joined  some  (light  eommenury.  tone 
short  biographical  skeich  of  each.  Of  these 
five  volumes  of  German  Leiten  we  will  any, 
for  Ihe  present,  thai  ihey  seem  lo  be  ralculaled 
for  Germany,  and  even  formme  (pecial  circle 
there,  rather  than  for  Eugland  or  ns.    A  glu 
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relivpc,  will  be  potnUc. 

Sal  the  iblid  work,  thai  of  Vanhaiea  hiaaeir, 
!■  the  CM  «e  matt  ebicSf  drpeod  on  ben  t  the 
iMr  TolnM*  of  "  If  cinoin  tad  M  iieclluiJBi  f 
liTelj  nieoeii  whieh  eaa  ba  uib|r  Rcon- 
■endM  u  ■liogHbtr  pleuaai  nadlac  U 
ererv  one.  Thcj  an  "  HiMellueoni  writ- 
iagt/*  a*  their  title  indium ;  in  part  Mi- 
le^ed  and  repriated  ont  of  periDdieata,  or 
'Khtnwa  iW  hj  aeatternli  in  pan  lent  Ibnh 
BOW  fltr  Ibe  uat  tine:  There  are  eriiiciniu, 
MlkM  Uierarr  or  didactic ;  alwaya  of  V  praiw' 
worUfMaruttamnUfafrntllKCUat.  Tbitn 
an  namtiQni  i  dieie  ia  a  loa>  penooal  nai^ 
MiTe,  aa  it  mMi  be  calUd,  of  •crriee  ia  Ih* 
■Liberatloa  Var,*  cf  MU,  wtenia  Tanh*. 

CUd  dntf,  aa  a  nlaalaar  oSoer,  in  TetMI- 
'■  eorpe,  avoBsihe  Ceaaaekat  lUa  ia  lb* 
loaacal  picee,  bjrao  meaaa  tlio  beat  There 
b  (aitber  a  ennou  aairatire  af  Lafhjetie'i 
eae^a  (brief  canape  with  reaaptaie)  ftvn  the 
Friaoa  of  OtBOs.  Aea  alM  there  Ji  a  ea- 
tiow  fttanphr  oTItoiBlor  Balnuaa,  liie  bfav* 
Voraf  BuM>f«riaB,  who  aided  Lahntio  in 
su  aitnm^  'Thn  Mhtr  bto|ih|iUtB  ■« 
a»  cwioaa;  «■  the  wfcirie,  tiMra  are  Baaj 
tisinpUati  Bfograakr,  wt  ■i^a^',  la  die 
Mql*  aftUei'an  a«eU  la  wMeh  Taraba«eB 
hhalpaibeavkMWBteeaeel.  Laadv.wbaaa 
br  Aa  «Ma,  Ihaia  are  preaeaied,  Atfttpr, 
BOW  hm%  DOW  tiierr,  and  with  long  iucrralj, 

MofeaaloaB,  indeed,  or  qneMfoMMeweck  of 

■*"" n  •ort,'^-"  " "' 


penoaal  a^  oihor,  of  •  nan  who  haTiof 
looked  on  nncb,  nay  be.  eara  of  wilUiw  and^ 
ante  ia  reponiDg  it  well.  Tbeie  are  the  fbnr 
TclDmu  written  hj  Vambagen  tod  Eom( 
DwH  are  the  fire  edited  bj  him.  We  ihall 
regard  his  aotobit^raphie  mBmorialt  *•  a 
general  ■nbsiralDin,  upholding  and  nniting 
into  a  eenaia  co))erence  the  mullifariaDS  con- 
UdIs  of  these  publiCBlioBn :  it  is  Vanih*|;eti 
TOD  Edsc'i  passage  ihrongb  lire  ;  this  is  what 
it  yielded  bim;  these  are  Ihe  thilifn  and  per- 
■oiH  he  took  note  or,  and  had  to  do  with,  in 
travelliDg  (bus  far. 

Bejond    B«certaiDing    for    ourselves    what 
manner  of   ejeiighi  and   »■;    of  jodgment 
ttiis  oQr  memoir-writer  has,  it  is  not  necessary 
to  tnsist  much  on  Vambagen's  qnalitiei  or 
literary  cbaracier  liere,    He  seems   to   us  a 
man  pecoliarly  fitted,  both  by  nalarsl  endow- 
toent   and  by   position   and   opportunity,  for 
writing  memoirs.    In  Ihe  space  of  half  a 
tary  that  he  has  lived  in  this  world,  his  ct 
has  been  what  we  might  call  erratic  in  a  high 
degree:  from  Ihe  student's  garret  in  Hal' 
TQbingen   to  the  Tuileries  hall   of  audi 
and  Ihe  Wa|;ram  baltle-field.  from  Chan 
the  poet  to  Napoleon   Ihe  Emperor,  his  palh 
has  iniersecled  all  manner  of  paths  of  m 
He  has  a  fine  intellectual  giti;  and  trhai 
the  foundation  of  ihal  and  of  all.  an  honi 
sympaibizing,  manfully  patient,  manfully  c 
ragcous  heart.    His  way  of  life,  too   erratic 
we  should  fear  for  happiness  or  ease,  and  sin 
gularly  chpckered  by  vicis<iilude,  has  had  thii 
considerable  advanuge,  if  no  other,  that   i 
has  tratned  bim.  and  eonid  not  but  train  him 
to  a  unutk  CiW!uiViu»&  ^  iua4.    He   has 


m 

liimU 


been  a  sindenl  of  literatnrA  *»  *< 
dent  of  medicine,    a  aotdiet,  a 
iplomatist.    A  maa  wiitial  of 
onate   nature;  conrteoDs    and  jH 
ot  quick  at)prehenai(»(  picciae  --' 
of  just,  eitenaira,  oeeaaionaliy 
'tie  iniiglil.-Hhia  is  a  iwaii  qnaliltd' 
losi  lo  write  ncauira-     We  aboaUi 
ne  of  the  best  memo ._  . .   _ . 

-itb:  decidedly  tbe  beat  we  httOWornflM 
days.  For  olearneis,  grace  of  tnclbalaa 
coiDprehensibility,  be  is  wonhy  l«  be  ImW 
amoDg  the  Crench,  who  have  a  nauni  HI 
far,iB«aDir-wriiin||  and  in  re&peeiorbeM^ 
valoanwa  ganltehoaa.  ffid  limplicitj  of  tett 
~k^tW><^'ip«raiv>>  Dot  French. 
-^  1  J»iir  r~"f  ~'^ir  "^  ■"  ''<*  ^^nxt 

eheerlU  fHrwaflnrm  -'-"r  '■■ '"■ 

and  delineating  what  he  has  found  mMm- 
morable  iu  it,  produces  one  of  the  pkuaAt 
books.  Brave  old  Dennuiy,  in  tbia  nd  il 
other  living  phasis.  now  here,  now  Otrn,  M 
RhineUnd  lo  ibe  Ka&t-sea,  from  Banbtntlil 
D  to  Deulsch-Wagiam  and  Ihe  limb' 
field,  paiiili  itself  in  the  colours  at  lakfl 
with  notable  persons,  with  nolablc  fHiM  ^ 
~  consider  withal  ia  what  a  time  ihu  tuA 
life  has  lain :  in  the  thick  of  Europcae  Ikagfa 
while  ifae  TJineteeoth  Cenluiy  was  vr>Mf 
itself.  Amid  convulsious  and  rerofauioaiiNt 
ward  and  inward, — with  Napoleons,  IIjAIa 
Fiehleit;  while  pndiciei  and  bailie^oo*' 
abook  the  world,  aad,*!  amid  the  ^laie  of  c* 
Bagra^ona,  and  lb«  aoise  uf  failing  tomt  td 
kiogdoBa,"  a  new  en. of  thuught  ■»  >lw 
evolving  ilaelf:  on*  of  the  wondertillcsiiiMsl 
On  the  whole,  if  meti  like  Tarahaga ema 
be  met  with,  why  hare  we  not  iaaaviA 
Memoirel  Alas, it  ia  because  t&e  Bcalb 
Vanihtgen  are  wi(  to  be  met  with;  B<*tA 
ihc  clear  eye  and  the  open  heart.  WdtaB 
such  qualiiies,  memuir-writen  are  hwaw 
^ance ;  which  so  often  as  they  ahow  Ikia- 
selves,  a  jadicious  world  ia  obliged  to  m^ 
into  the  cesspool,  with  loadest  poasible  p«* 
hilionofihelike.   Ifai ' 


From  Vamhagea's  yoong  years,  capedi4 
from  bis  collefte  years,  we  coiold  exuadBi? 
a  lively  little  sketch,  of  ftgnres  partially  bMt 
to  the  reader;  of  Chamisso,  I^  MottcFoi^  i 
Raumer,  and  other  the  like;  of  FUuae  | 
Schleiermacher,  sharp,  crabbed.  sbraDttL 
with  his  wire-drawn  logTC,  his  sarcaj»i.k» 
sly  malicious  irays  ;  of  Homeric  Wolf,  ei* 
his  biting  wtl,  with  his  grSin  eameslncis iW 
tnexun(:uishable  Homeric  laugh,  the  inuHlt 
great-hearted  man.  Or  of  La  FonuiM.  ^ 
senlLmenlal  novelist,  over  whose  roic-colnd 
moral-sublime  what  fair  eye  has  net  «e^ 
Varnhagen  found  him  "  in  a  pleasant  bivM 
near  the  Saale-gate"  of  Halle,  wiih  an  »* 
good-lempered  wife,  with  a  prelly  niece, rW 
laller  he  would  not  allow  to  read  a  wordef  *" 
romance  stuff",  but  "kept  it  locked  from  ta 
like  poison  i"  a  man  jovial  as  Boniface,  n^ 
len  ont  on  booksellers'  profit,  chnreh,  pe*'' 
mcnts,  and  bt  things, "  to  the  sixeofabip' 
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i"  fcr  Ihe  rest,  writinp  wilh  such  velocity 
e  boodretl  ind  fifty  weeping  vo- 
D  hi*  timr)  ihai  he  wa^  ubiigtd  lo  hold 
.  ••  wrile  only  iwo  days  in  the  week;" 
«u  La  FonlBine,  Ibe  sentimental  novelist. 
;  all  ibefe,  lei  ns  pick  out  a  fa- 
|-pictnre  of  one  far  betler  vorlh  looking 
^^  "  I  Paul  in  his  liiile  home  at  Bai- 
■jnith, — "liltle  citj  of  my  babitilioD,  which  I 
"bdoDg  to  on  Ibis  side  the  grave  !"  It  is  Sac- 
daj,  the  aw  of  Oclobcr.  1908,  awording  to 
Tamha^ea's  note-book.  The  ingenious  youth 
't  foor-aad-iwenty,   as   a   rambliDg   studeni, 

s  Ibe  day  of  rest  there,  and  luckily  for 

s  kept  memorandums  : 

■  FitU  (e  J<an   Pdb/  friidri/h  EicUrr.— This 

ma  Paul's.     Friend  Hir- 

11  of  humoar,  and  would  not  go, 

say  what  I  woold.    I  loo,  for  that  matter,  am 

bm  a  poor,  nameless   smdeni :  but  what  of 

thalT 

**  A  pleasaul,  kindly,  inquisitive,  woman, 
wbo  bad  opened  Ihe  door  to  me,  I  at  once  re- 
eo^i^ed  for  Jean  Paal's  wife  by  her  likeness 
■o  ber  $i$ler.  A  child  was  sent  00"  lo  call  its 
blber.  He  came  directly:  he  had  been  for- 
warned  of  my  visit  by  letters  from  Berlin  and 
Iieipsic :  and  received  me  with  great  kindness. 
As  he  seated  himself  beside  me  on  the  sofa,  1 
bid  almoM  laughed  in  his  face,  for  in  bending 
down  somewbal  he  had  the  very  look  our 
ICenmanu,  in  his  '  Versnchen  und  Hindemis- 
BCii,'  bai  jestingly  giveo  him,  and  his  speaking 
and  n-hai  he  spoke  conlirnied  thai  impression, 
JcBQ  Paul  is  of  sioDt  fignre ;  has  a  full,  well- 
orderrd  face ;  ibe  eyes  small,  gleaming  out  on 
you  with  lambeni  fire,  then  a^ain  veiled  in 
■oA  dimness;  Ihe  mouth  friendly,  and  with 
some  sliKhl  motion  in  il  even  when  silent.  His 
Speech  is  rapid,  almost  hasiy.  even  stuitering 
somewhat  here  and  there ;  not  wiihoul  a  cer- 
IBID  degree  of  dialed,  dillicult  lo  desienale, 
bul  which  probably  is  some  mixture  of  Frank- 
uh  and  Saxon,  and  of  cour,e  is  allngelher 
kept  down  within  the  rules  of  ctiltivaled  lan- 
gnage. 

"First  of  ill  I  had  lo  tell  him  what  I  was 
charged  wilh  in  ihe  shape  of  messages,  Ihen 
-vhalsoever  I  could  tell  in  any  way,  about  his 
Berlin  friends.  He  willingly  remembered  the 
tiae  he  had  lived  in  Berlin,  as  Marcus  Here's 
neighbour,  in  Leder's  houEe  where  I,  seven 
Tears  before,  hiii>  first  seen  him  in  Ihe  garden 
lyji  ihe  Spree,  with  papers  in  his  band,  which 
■I  was  privately  whispered  were  leaves  of 
■Hesperus.'  This  lallr  about  persons,  and 
then  still  more  alwni  Literature  growing  oai 
of  thai,  sel  him  fairly  undertray,  and  soon  he 
iuA  more  to  imparl  than  to  inqnire.  Hii  con- 
▼ersilion  was  throughout  amiable  and  good- 
aalured,  always  full  of  meaning,  but  in  quite 
simple  tone  and  expression.  Though  I  knew 
beforehand  ihal  bis  wil  and  humour  belonged 
<Kily  to  his  pen,  that  he  could  hardly  write  ihe 
shorlest  note  without  ihe.se  introducing  ihem- 
selrei,  while  on  the  conlrary  his  oral  ulierance 
seldom  showed  the  likf, — yet  it  struck  me 
much  Ihnt.  in  ihis  conlmual  moven^nl  and 
■*ivieiiy  of  mood  to  which  he  yielded  himself, 
I  ob*erved  no  trace  of  these  qualities.  His 
demeanour  otherwise  was  like  his  speaking; 


DolhiDg  forced,  nothing  sliidied>  Bolbing  Ibal 
weni  Wyood  the  burgher  (one-  His  courtesy 
was  the  free  eipres.^ion  of  a  kind  heart;  hia 
way  and  bearing  were  patriarchal,  cunsideran 
of  the  stranger,  yel  for  himself  too  altoeelber 
unconstrained.  Neither  in  Ibe  animauoD  Vt 
which  some  word  or  topic  would  eiciie  bin), 
was  this  fundamental  temper  ever  allered; 
nowhere  did  seveniy  appear,  nowhere  any  ex- 
hibiting of  himself,  any  watching  or  spying  of 
his  hearer;  everywhere  kindhearledDeii,  free 
movemeni  of  his  somewhal  loo^e-llowiDg  na- 
ture, open  course  for  faim,  with  a  huudFed 
transitions  from  one  course  lo  the  other,  how- 
soever or  whiihersoever  il  seemed  good  to 
him  to  go.  At  first  be  praised  every  thing  tbat 
was  named  of  our  new  appearances  in  Litera- 
ture; and  then  when  we  came  a  hitle  closer 
lo  the  matter,  there  was  blame  enough  and  lo 
spare.  So  of  Adam  Mullcr's  Leclures.  of 
Friedrich  Scblcgel,  of  Tieck  and  others.  He 
said,  German  writers  ought  to  hold  by  the 
people,  not  by  the  upper  classes,  among  whi^ 
all  was  already  dead  and  tione ;  and  yet  he  bad 
just  been  praising  Adam  Muller,  that  he  had 
the  gift  of  speaking  a  deep  word  lo  cullivtud 
people  of  the  world.  He  is  convinced  that, 
from  the  opening  of  the  old  Indian  world, 
nothing  is  to  be  got  for  us,  except  the  addipg 
of  one  other  mode  of  poetry  lolhe  many  modes 
we  have  already,  but  no  increase  of  ideas:  and 
yet  he  bad  just  been  celebrating  Friedrich 
Schlegel's  labours  with  the  Sanscrit,  aa  if  s 
new  salvation  were  to  issue  out  of  ibai.  He 
was  free  to  confess  thai  a  right  Christian  in 
these  days,  if  not  a  Proleslant  one,  was  incon- 
ceivable lo  him;  that  changing  Dnom  Frolesl- 
autism  to  Catholicism  seemed  a  monsfrons 
perversion;  and  with  this  opinion  great  hope 
had  been  expressed,  a  few  mmnies  before, 
thai  the  Catholic  spirit  in  Friedrich  Schlegel, 
combined  wilh  the  Indian,  would  produce 
much  good !  Of  Sehleiermacher  he  spoke 
with  respect;  signified,  however,  that  he  did 
noi  relish  his '  Plato'  greatly ;  tbat  in  Jacobi's, 
in  Herder's  soaring  flight  of  soul  he  [raced  far 
more  of  those  divine  old  sages  than  in  the 
learned  acumen  of  Schleiermacher;  a  deliver- 
ance which  I  coold  not  lei  pass  without  pru- 
lest.  Fichle,  of  whose  '  Addresses  to  ihe  Ger- 
man Nation,'  held  in  Berlin  under  Ihe  sound 
of  French  drums,  I  had  much  to  say,  was  not 
a  favonriie  of  his;  Ihe  decisiveness  of  iha; 
energy  gave  him  unessiuess;  he  said  he  eoold 
only  read  Fichte  as  an  exercise. 'gymnaslic- 
ally,'  and  ibal  wiih  Ihe  purport  of  his  Philo- 
sophy he  had  now  nothing  more  to  do. 

"Jean  PaAl  was  called  out,  and  I  sUid 
awhile  alone  with  his  wifr.  1  had  now  in 
answer  many  new  questions  atioui  Berlin ;  her 
inlerest  in  persons  and  things  of  her  nalive 
town  was  by  no  means  rated  wjih  what  she 
had  already  heard.  The  lady  pleased  me  ex- 
ceedingly; soft,  refined,  acute,  she  united  with 
Ihe  loveliest  expri'ssion  of  hcuschold  goi'daeKa 
an  air  of  higher  bree<ting  aud  freer  manatfc- 
racni  than  Jean  PanI  seemed  lo  manif»i.  yel, 
in  ihis  respect  loo,  she  willingly  held  herself 
inferior,  and  looked  up  lo  her  gilled  bukband. 
It  was  apparent  every  way  thai  their  life  lo|e* 
iher  wai  a  right  uppy  one.    Their  UiwK 
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rhildron,  a  boy  and  two  girls,  are  beautiful, 
lieaUhy.  wdl-ctindi tinned  cit-ainrcs.  I  had  a 
bi'ariy  pl'MMire  in  Ihom ;  th»'y  recalled  (tihor 
dear  chiSdnn  !«•  my  thouglilN,  whom  I  had 
laU'lv  bei':i  be^MJo !     •      •      • 

••Wi'.h  roiiiiiiual  r»»pi«:U''ri(»ss  and  in  the 
be*.l  liiinmiir.  Ji*aii  I*juI  (we  were  n<iw  ai 
table).  r\ji;ili;i?et|  oil  all  manner  of  olijeel>. 
AiiMiu;:  .'ie  rr>t.  I  had  bren  char^.'cd  with  a 
5alui.itii>n  fri'iii  Rahrl  Levin  lo  hun.  and  the 
nioiiesT  (|nrsiion,  'Whellier  lie  remembered 
her  still?'  lli^  face  beami-d  with  jt>yf«il  s>atia- 
factinn:  '  lluw  r«»ul<l  cue  forjjei  such  a  per- 
son V  cried  he  iinpp's>ively.  *Thal  is  a  woman 
lUme  of  her  kind:  I  liked  her  heartily  well,  and 
more  now  than  ever,  as  I  gain  in  sense  an  ap- 
prehension to  <lo  it;  bhe  is  the  f>nly  woman  in 


seen  in  Hnmbnr?h.     Jean  Paul  said  heiiM 

moment  d'^ubted,  but  the  Germans,  lik;  the 
Sp.iniards,  would  one  <iay  rise,  and  Pnisu 
woii'd  nvcrtsc  its  disgrace,  anil  free  the  cocb- 
trv;  he  h'»pel  hi>  son  Wf^uld  live  ti»  sec  \i,iU 
did  not  di'ny  that  he  was  briii^in^  him  upTur 
a  suldier.     •     ■     • 

*'  UrU'Ur  2'y  h. — I  staid  tci  supper,  coni'a^ 
t.>  my  purpose,  haviiijj  ti»  set  out  n'»it  mn-.^ 
eaily.  Ttie  Indy  was  so  Uind.  and  Jean  Pig! 
himself  s^i  trustful  and  bl'the,  I  could  not  v.i[r 
'itand  their  entreaties.  At  the  neat  and  »d!- 
furnished  table  (remindin*;  you  thai  8ojtk 
Germany  was  now  near)  the  best  humt'Or 
reigned.  Among  other  things  we  hada^ood 
laut;h  at  this,  that  Jean  Paul  oflered  me  ai-  in- 
troduction to  one  of,  u'hat  he  called  hisd^ar^ 


whom  I  have  found  ^nuine  humour,  the  one  |  friends  in  Stuttgart, — and  then  was  obheedio 
woman  of  this  world  who  had  humnur!'     He  |  i»ivc  it  up,  having  irrevocably  forgotten  hL« 


called  me  a  lucky  fellow  to  have  such  a  friend ; 
and  asked,  as  if  provins;  me  and  measuring 
my  value,  *  How  I  had  deseri'cd  that?* 

•*  Monday^  2ilh  Oclubrr, — Being  invited,  I 
went  a  second  liipe  to  dine.  Jean  Paul  had 
just  returned  from  a  walk;  his  wife,  with  one 
of  the  children,  was  still  out  We  came  upon 
his  writings;  that  questionable  string  with 
most  authors,  which  the  one  will  not  have  you 
touch,  which  another  will  have  you  keep 
jingling  continually.  He  was  here  what  I  ex- 
pected him  to  be ;  free,  unconstrained,  good- 
natured,  and  sincere  with  his  whole  heart 
His  '  Dream  of  a  Madman,'  just  published  by 
Cotta,  was  what  had  led  us  upon  this.  He 
said  he  could  write  such  things  at  any  time; 
the  mood  for  it,  when  he  was  in  health,  lay  in 
his  own  ptiwer;  he  di<l  but  scat  himself  at  the 


name !  Of  a  more  serious  sort  azain  vat  oir 
cnnversatirm  about  Tieck,  Friedrich  and  Wil- 
helm  Schlegel,  and  others  of  the  rumiaiie 
scluud.  He  seemed  in  ill  humour  wiihTieck 
at  the  moment  Of  Goethe  he  said:  'Gix'ie 
is  a  consecrated  head;  he  has  a  place  of  his 
own,  high  above  us  all.*  We  spoke  of  G.Tetk! 
afterwards  for  some  time  :  Jean  Paul,  wii. 
more  and  more  admiration,  nay,  with  a  ionoi 
fear  and  awe-struck  reverence. 

"Slime  beautiful  fruit  was  brought  it  ix 
dessert  On  a  sudden,  Jean  Paul  started  ap. 
gave  me  his  hand,  and  said  :  *  Fonrive  me.  I 
must  go  to  bed !  Stay  you  here  in  God'^  naae, 
for  it  is  still  early,  and  chat  with  my  wife; 
there  is  much  to  say,  between  you.  which  uj 
talking  has  kept  back.  I  am  a  Sjn-tiiarzr,' 
(i«f  t!ic-  C\nh  of  Odd  Fcibtws.)  •  and  n:v  b.-j:  -? 


harpsichord,  and  faniasyinc:  for  a  while  on  it,  come  for  .>lee;».'  He  took  a  candlo,  ani  ?a.i 
in  the  wildest  wav,  deliver  himself  (iver  to  the  ^nod  nierht.  We  parted  with  irroat  C"fvJ.a::iT. 
feeling  of  the  moment,  and  ilien  write  liis  ima- :  ami  the  wi>h  expressed  on  both  sidr<.  iliail 
pinin^s, — aecordine:  to  a  certain  predetermined    minht  stay  at  Baireuth  another  timo." 


pre( 
course,  indeed,  which  however  he  would  often 
alter  a^  he  went  on.     In  this  kind  he  had  once 
undertaken  to  write  a  'Hell,' such  as  mortal 
never  heard  of;  aii<l  a  ^reat  deal  of  it  is  actu- 


These  bio:;raphic  phennmena  ;  J':aa  Pail'> 
loo^e-llowinij  talk,  his  careless  variab!'?  jii.^r- 
mi'iils  of  men  and  things  ;  ihe  pr-'Naic  liiv: 
of  the  free -a  rid-easy  in  di'>mesti<'  I  j'l*  v.ili  r.v 
ally  donf\  but  not  fit  for  print.  Speakinij  of  '  poetic  JShandean,  8hakspearean,  aii-.i  erf: 
descriptive  ci>mposiiion.  he  also  started  as  in  Dantesqne,  that  ^rew  from  it  3-=.  i:«!  puiili' vQ> 
fright  when  I  ventured  to  say  that  Go»Mhe  was  [Come;  all  this  Varnha^en  had  to  rhvmi?  ?.::i 
less  complete  in  this  province;  he  reminded  ;  reconcile  for  himself  as  he  host  cou'-'i.  Tt:< 
me  of  two  passasres  in  •  Werter.'  which  are  in- ;  loose-ildwini;  talk  and  variable  judjmer.is.r.« 
deed  amonjj  the  finest  descriptions.  He  said  !  fact  that  Richter  went  alooL',  **  looking  «.oiy 
that  to  describe  any  scene  well  the  poet  must  I  rii^ht  befure  him  as  with  blinders  •n,"  fffrc-r-i 
make  the  bosom  of  a  man  his  camrrn  ohsmni^  '■  to  Varnhagen  a  pardonablei  nav,  an  am.i'-? 
and  look  at  it  through  (his,  then  would  he  see  j  peculiarity,  the  mark  c)f  a  tru^^tiul,  sp-.-rus-- 
it  poetically.     •     *  I  ous,  artless  nature;  connected   with  whaievf: 


"The  conversation  turned  on  public  occur- 
rences, on  the  condition  of  Germany,  and  the 
oppressive  rule  of  the  French.    To  me  disciis- 


was  best  in  Jean  Paul.  He  t'ouioi  hini '.:i 't^^" 
whfde  (what  we  at  a  distance  have  alwaj- 
done)  "  a  penuine  and  iiuble  man:  n  • 'lictp- 


sions  of  that  sort  are  usually  disaiireeable ;  but :  lion  or  impunity  exists  in   his   life  :  tie  1<  i--' 


it  was  delijjhlful  to  hear  Jean  Paul  express,  on 
such  occasion,  his  noble  patriotic  sentiments; 
and  for  the  sake  of  this  rock-island  I  willingly 


ireiher  as  he  writes,  loveable,  heany.  r.'b-i- 
and  brave.  A  valiant  man  I  do  believe:  -lii 
the  cause  summon,  I  fancv  he  wouK:  t^e  r?a- 


swam  through  the  empty  tide  of  uncertain  i  dier  with  his  sword  too  than  the  m'»i."  A'-: 
news  and  waverin?  suppositions  which  envi-|.so  we  quit  our  loved  Jean  Paul,  and  his  > ;e- 
ron^d  it  What  he  said  wa<5  deep,  considerate,  j  pie  little  Baireuth  home.  The  liijhfs  aro  ■:"■'- 
hearty,  valiant,  (ierman  to  the  marrow  of  the  lout  there,  the  fruit  platters  swrpt  awav.  ail- 
bone.  I  had  lo  tell  him  much ;  of  Xapoleon, !  zen  years  ajro.  and  all  is  dark  no'.v.— ^^i- 
whom  he  knew  only  by  portraits;  of  Johannes  j  lowed  in  the  long  nii^ht  Thanks  in  Varni* 
von  M.uUer;  of  Fichte,  whom  he  now  as  a  :  pen  that  he  has.  though  imperfectly,  re^c;?"^ 
palrioX  aAvnutA  coy^\a\\>j  \  v^^  \V\^  Mau\uez  de  [any  plimpse  of  it,  one  scene  of  it  still  vi51A? 
\'ii  llomana  ^Xi^  )a\i  ^^^liv^x^^  V5\ka\s:k.\  \caAA\Kkt5.>j^^5»^V>^  U\e  magic  of  pen  and  ink. 


VARNHAGEN  VON  EN8E*8  MEMOIRS. 


The  next  picture  that  strikes  ns  is  not  a 
ftmily-piece,  but  a  battle-piece:  Deutsch-Wag- 
nm,  in  the  hot  weather  of  1809;  whither 
Yimhagen,  with  a  great  change  of  place  and 
plan,  has  wended,  proposing  now  to  be  a  sol- 
dier, and  rise  by  fighting  the  tyrannous  French. 
It  i5  a  fine  picture  ;  with*  the  author's  best  ta- 
lent in  it.  Deutsch-Wagrara  village  is  filled 
with  soldiers  of  every  uniform  and  grade;  in 
all  manner  of  movements  and  employments  ; 
Archduke  Karl  is  heard  "fantasy ing  for  an 
hoar  on  the  piano-forte,"  before  his  serious  ge- 
neralissimo duties  begin.  The  Marchfeld  has 
its  camp,  the  Marchfeld  is  one  great  camp  of 
many  nations — Germans,  Hungarians,  Italians, 
Ifadshars;  advanced  sentinels  walk  steadily, 
drill  Serjeants  bustle,  drums  beat ;  Austrian 
generals  gallop,  "  in  blue-gray  coat  and  red 
breeches  "—combining  "  simplicity  with  con- 
spicnousness."  Faint  on  our  south-western 
horizon  appears  the  Stqthant^hurm  (St.  Ste- 
phen's Steeple)  of  Vienna;  south,  over  the 
X>annbe,  are  seen  endless  French  hosts  defiling 
towards  us,  with  dust  and  glitter,  along  the 
hllUroads ;  one  may  hope,  though  with  mis- 
pvings,  there  will  be  work  soon. 

Meanwhile,  in  every  regiment  there  is  but 
one  tent,  a  chapel,  used  also  for  shelter  to  the 
chief  officers ;  you,  a  subaltern,  have  to  lie 
on  Che  ground,  in  yonr  own  dug  trench,  to 
which,  if  you  can  contrive  it,  some  roofing 
of  branches  and  rushes  may  be  added.  It 
is  burning  sun  and  dust,  occasionally  it  is 
thunder-storm  and  water-sponts ;  a  volunteer, 
if  it  were  not  for  the  hope  of  speedy  battle, 
lias  a  poor  time  of  it:  your  soldiers  speak 
little,  except  unintelligible  Bohemian  Sclavo- 
nic ;  your  brother  ensigns  know  nothing  of 
Xenophon,  Jean  Paul,  of  patriotism,  or  the 
higher  philosophies;  hope  only  to  be  soon 
back  at  Prague,  where  are  billiards  and  things 
suitable.  "The  following  days  were  heavy 
and  Toid :  the  great  snmmer-heat  had  withered 
the  grass  and  grove;  the  willows  of  the  Russ- 
bach  were  long  since  leafless,  in  part  bark- 
less  ;  on  the  endless  plain  fell  nowhere  a  sha- 
dow; only  dim  dust-clouds,  driven  up  by 
sudden  whirlblasts,  veiled  for  a  moment  the 
glaring  sky,  and  sprinkled  all  thingis  with  a 
bot  rain  of  sand.  We  gave  up  drilling  as  im- 
possible, and  crept  into  our  earth-holes."  It 
Is  feared,  too,  there  will  be  no  battle :  Vamha- 
MD  has  thoughts  of  making  oflf  to  the  fighting 
&ike  of  Bmnswick-Oels,  or  some  other  that 
will  fight  •*  However,"  it  would  seem,  "  the 
^rorst  trial  was  already  over.  AAer  a  hot, 
^rearying,  wasting  day,  which  promised  no- 
thing but  a  morrow  like  it,  there  arose  on  the 
30th  of  June,  from  beyond  the  Danube,  a 
sound  of  cannon-thunder ;  a  solacing  refresh- 
Sieot  to  the  languid  soul !  A  party  of  French, 
mt  we  soon  learned,  had  got  across  from  the 
liobau,  b^  boats,  to  a  little  island  named  Mfihle- 
Binsel,  divided  only  by  a  small  arm  from  our 
side  of  the  river ;  they  had  then  thrown  a 
bridge  over  this  too,  with  defences ;  our  bat- 
tsries  at  Esslingen  were  for  hindering  the  ene- 
my's passing  there,  and  his  nearest  cannons 
•bont  the  Lotou  made  answer."  On  the  fourth 
4aj  after, 

^Aichdnka  John  got  orders  to   advance 


again  as  far  as  Marcheck ;  that,  in  the  event 
of  a  battle  on  the  morrow,  he  might  act  on  the 
enemy's  right  Hank.    With  us  too  a  resolute 
engagement  was   arranged.    On   the   4ih  of 
July,  in  the  evening,  we  were  ordered,  if  there 
was  cannonading  in  the  night,  to  remain  quiet 
till   daybreak ;  but  at   daybreak   to  be  under 
arms.     Accordingly,  so  soon  as   it  was  dark, 
there  began   before  us,  on  the  Danube,  a  vio- 
lent fire  of  artillery  ;  the  sky  glowed  ever  and 
anon  with  the  rannon  flashes,  with  the  courses 
of  bombs  and  greuadoes :  fur  nearly  two  hours 
this  thunder-game  lasted  on  both   sides;  for 
the  French  had  begun  their  attack  almost  at 
the  same  time  with  ours,  and  while  we  were 
striving  to  ruin  their  works  on   the  Lol>au, 
they  strove  to  burn  Enzersdorf  town,  and  ruin 
ours.    The  Austrian   cannon  could  do  little 
against  the  strong  works  on  the  Lobau.    On 
the  other  hand,  the  enemy':»  attack  began  to 
tell ;  in  his  object  was  a  wider  scope,  more 
decisive  energy ;  his  guns  were  more  nume- 
rous, more  effectual :  in  a  short  time  Enzers- 
dorf burst  out  in  flames,  and  our  artillery 
struggled  without  eflfect  against  their  superi- 
ority of  force.    The  region  round  had  been 
illuminated  for  some  time  with  the  conflagrap 
tion  of  that  little  town,  when  the  sky  grew 
black  with  heavy  thunder:  the  rain  poured 
down,  the  flames  dwindled,  the  artiilcry  fired 
seldomer,  and  at  length  fell  silent  altogether. 
A   frightful  thunder-storm,  such  as  no  one 
thought  he  had  ever  seen,  now  raged  over  the 
broad  Marchfeld,  which  shook  with  the  crash- 
ing of  the  thuuder,  and,  in  the  pour  of  rain- 
floods  and  howl  of  winds,  was  in  such  a  roar, 
that  even  the  artillery  could  not  have  been 
heard  in  it." 

On  the  morrow  morning,  in  spite  of  Austria 
and  the  war  of  elements.  Napoleon,  with  his 
endless  hosts,  and  *'  six  hundred  pieces  of  ar- 
tillery" in  front  of  them,  is  across,  advancing 
like  a  conflagration,  and  soon  the  whole  March- 
feld, far  and  wide,  is  in  a  blaze. 

"Ever  stronger  batteries  advanced,  ever 
larger  masses  of  troops  came  into  action ;  the 
whole  line  blazed  with  fire,  and  moved  for- 
ward and  forward.  We,  from  our  higher  po- 
sition, had  hitherto  looked  at  the  evolutions 
and  fightings  before  us,  as  at  a  show ;  but  now 
the  battle  had  got  nigher;  the  air  over  us  sang 
with  cannon-balls,  which  were  lavishly  hurled 
at  us,  and  soon  our  batteries  began  to  bellow 
in  answer.  The  infantry  got  orders  to  lie  flat 
on  the  ground,  and  the  enemy's  balls  at  first 
did  little  execution  ;  however,  as  they  kept  in- 
cessantly advancing,  the  regiments  ere  long 
stood  to  their  arms.  The  Archduke  General- 
issimo, with  his  stafi*,  came  galloping  along, 
drew  bridle  in  front  of  us ;  he  gave  his  com- 
mands; looked  down  into  the  plain,  where  the 
French  still  kept  advancing.  You  saw  by  his 
face  that  he  heeded  not  danger  or  death,  that 
he  lived  altogether  in  his  work ;  his  whole 
bearing  had  got  a  more  impressive  aspect,  a 
loAier  determination,  full  of  joyous  courage, 
which  he  seemed  to  diflfuse  round  him;  the 
soldiers  looked  at  him  with  pride  and  trust, 
many  voices  saluted  him.  He  had  ridden  a 
little  towards  Baumersdorf,  when  an  adlutant 
came  gaiVopvn^  \a!^)  ^sA  <ifvft^\  **'"S  ^Jws^rwn 


OAXLTLEV  maCELLAIIEQin  WJUblUML 

Ibnrsfdr    In  an  instant,  almost  the  wbo1e|tnip^^B^u»l»<>f"^isi^d'V*>Btel*tv>rs 
eoDpany  of  Captun  Marais  ttqK  oot  as  to-  dramabe,^  and  rWidlj  jpwu^   We  hin  a 


hintaen :  we  fkncied  it  was  \o  stonn  the  ene- 
my's nearest  battery,  which  was  advaneing 
thfongh  the  com-ftelds  in  front;  and  so,  cheer- 
iBg  with  knid  shont,  we  hastened  down  the  de- 
elirity,  when  a  second  adjutant  came  in  with 
the  order  that  we  were  hut  to  oeenpy  the 
Bnssbach,  defend  die  passage  of  it,  and  not  to 
Are  till  the  enemy  was  quite  close.  Scatleriu 
onrselres  into  skinnishiDg  order,  behind  i^if 
knMmnks,  and  high  com,  we  waited  with 
fceloeks  ready;  covered  aaainst  cannon-balls, 
hat  hit  by  musket  shou  and  howitzer  grenades, 
whidi  ttie  enemy  sent  in  great  numbers  to  our 
ouartcr.  About  an  hour  we  waited  here,  in 
me  incessant  roar  of  the  artillery,  which  shot 
both  ways  over  our  heads;  with  regret  we  soon 
lemaiked  that  the  enemy's  were  superior,  at 
leasvia  number,  and  delirered  twice  as  many 
shots  as  ours,  which^  however,  was  lar  better 
aenred;  the  more  did  we  admire  the  aetiTe 
nal  and  ralorous  endurance  by  which  die 
unequal  match  was  nerertheless  maintained. 
*The  Bmperor  Napoleon  meanwhile  saw, 
with  impatience,  the  day  passing  on  wiAout  a 
deeisive  result;  he  had  calculated  on  striking 
the  blow  at  once,  and  his  great  aeeumulaied 
force  was  not  to  hsTe  direcied  itMlf  all  hither- 
ward  in  Tain.  Rapidly  he  arranged  bis  troops 
for  storming.  Marshal  Bemadotte  got  ofders 
to  press  forward,  over  Atterkla,  towards  Wa: 
gram ;  and,  br  taking  this  pjaceb  break  the 
middle  of  the  Austrian  line.  Two  deep  storm- 
ing columns  were  at  the  same  time  to  aoTance, 
on  the  right  and  left,  from  Banmersdorf  oTer 
the  Rnssbach ;  to  scale  the  heights  of  the  Aus- 
trian position,  and  sweep  away  the  troops 
there.  French  infantry  had,  in  the  mean  while, 
got  up  close  to  where  we  stood ;  we  skirmish- 
ers were  called  back  from  the  Russbach,  and 
again  went  into  the  general  line;  along  the 
Tmole  extent  of  which  a  dreadful  fire  of  mus- 
ketry now  began.  This  monstrous  noise  of 
the  universal,  never-ceasing  crack  of  shots, 
and  still  more,  that  of  the  infinite  jingle  of  iron, 


grand  Bchwartaenbetg  reatiTal,  and  the  S» 
peror  himself  and  all  lugh  penooa  pressK  ii 
grand  gala,  with  mnaic,  lig^  Via  erovsd 
goblets,  in  a  wooden  pmTilion,  wiik  nphobtoy 
and  draperies:  a  rag  of  dnpenr  fluUan  Ae 
wrong  way  athwart  some  wnx-ught,  ihriveb 
itself  up  in  qnipk  i&re,  kindles  tlie  oClwrdzips> 
ries,  kindles  die  gunu  and  wioods,  aad  i& 
biases  into  swift  fchpkiiig  ruin;  a  bsanlitt 
Prineess  SchwarHenbeig,  loat  in  the  aadiit 
mult,  is  fooad  on  the  morrow  na  ashep  tail 
the  ashes!  Then  alao  tfaace'are  amm of  ^ 
perial  notat»lities;*.*'tlie  fenlieiaea  waOvf 
ahont  in  Taried  talk, wherein  yoa  deleetaeiv- 
tain  cautiousness;  the  ladies  all  9okaMih[ 
ranged  in  their  chairs,  rather  silent  for  ladittr 
Berthier  is  a  "man of  composgre^*  est  wttwt 
higher  cqiabUities.  DeaoB»  i»  qiili  film 
kind  speeches,  produces  an  ill  eftbet  en  mr  • 
and  in  hhi  kahu  hatUe,  witH  eowrt-nsinr  mi 
laee«uffs,  "loolcs  like  a  ^iffft^iri  ape.  Ckh 
dinal  Mauy  in  rad  stockms^  lie  thtt  w 
once  Abbe  Manirj,  •*pet  son  of  tte  9a# 
woman,''  whispers  dipiomatieslly  im  job  wtk 
in  passiiw,  JSmt  caont  hmmeutm  4t  jtm  A  spi 
voir  tcv  ^ut  the  thiiig  dul  wifl  beel  of  ili« 
us  here,  is  the  preaeatntion  toJCapoleon  Ua- 
self:  ' 

«bn  Bunday,  the  ltd  of  Joljr,  (ISU^)  sn 
to  be  the  Emperor's  lint  lerae. aAeir  datftnl 
occurrence  of  the  Are;  aad  we  wen  IdU  k 
would  be  uncommonlT  ^^  snd 
Beriin  I  had  often  accidentally  aeen 
and  afterwards  at  Vienna  and  Schfinl 
but  always  too  far  off*  for  a  right  impressim 
of  him.  At  Prince  Schwa rtzenberg'sfestinl, 
the  look  of  the  man,  in  that  whirl  of  honibh 
occurrences,  had  eflaced  itself  again.  I  as- 
sume, therefore,  that  I  saw  him  for  the  first 
time  now,  when  I  saw  him  rigktlf,  neir  al 
hand,  with  convenience,  and  a  sofficient  leogtb 
of  time.  The  frequent  opportunities  Iafte^ 
wards  had,  in  the  Tuileries  and  at  St.  Cload, 
(in  the  latter  place  especially,  at  the  brilliaai 


wen  ma 
find,  ii 

ilianlcf^ 
fihfinbram; 


in  handling  more  than  twenty  thousand  mus-  |  theatre,  open  only  to*  the  Emperor  and  his 

kets,  all  crowded  together  here,  was  the  only  j  guests,  where  Talma,  Fleury,  and  La  Raacoift 

new  and  entirely  strange  impression  that  I,  in  ;  figured,)  did  but  confirm,  and,  as  it  were,eoah 

these  my  first  experiences  in  war,  could  say  I  '  plete  that  first  impression. 

had  got;  all  the  rest  was  in  part  conformable  {     **  We  had  driven  to  the  Tuileries,  aad  a^ 

to  my  preconceived  notion,  in  part  even  below  {rived  through  a  great  press  of  guards  ud 

it:  but  every  thing,  the  thunder  of  artillery  j  people  at  a  chamber,  of  which  I  had  tlresdf 

never  so  numerous,  ever}'  noise,  I  had  heard  |  heard,  under  the  name  of  Salle  de»  JMas» 

or  figured,  was  trifling,  in  comparison  with  ^Vwr«.    The  way  in  which,  here  in  this  narrov 

this  continuous    storm-tumult  of  the    small    ill-furnished   pen,  so  many  high  persooa^ 

arms,  as  we  call  them — that  weapon  by  which   stood  jammed  together,  had  something  liidi* 

indeed  our  modern  battles  do  chiefly  become  'crous  and  insulting  in  it,  and  was  indeed  the 

deadly."  .  material  of  many  a  Paris  jest. — ^Thc  richest 

What   boots   ii?     Ensicjn   Varnhagen  and  j  uniforms  and  court  dresses  were,  with  difr 

Generalissimo   Archduke    Karl   are   beaten  ;  ;  culty  and  anxiety,  struggling  hitherward  and 

have  to  retreat  in  the  best  p(^ssible  order. —  j  thitherward;  intermixed  with  Imperial  bveries 

The  sun  of  Wa^ram  sets  as  that  of  Austerliiz  .  of  men  handing  refreshments,  who  always,  bj 

had  done;  the  war  has  to  end  in  submission    the   near  peril,  suspended   every  moboo  of 

and  marriage;  and,  as  the  great  Atlantic  tide-  ;  those  about  them.    The  talk  was  loud  and  ri- 

stream  rushes  into  evrry  creek  and  alters  the  ,  vacious  on  all  sides;  people  seeking  acqaaiair 

current  there,  so  for  our  Varnhagen  too  a  new  \  ances,  seeking  more  room,  seeking  benerli^ 

chapter  opens — the  diplomatic  one,  in  Paris  ;' Seriousness  of  mood,  and  dignifi^  concentn- 

first  of  all.     Varnha^en's  experiences  "  At  the  '  tiou  of  oneself,  seemed  foreign  to  all ;  and  what 

Court  of  Napoleon,"  as  one  of  his  sections  is  ja  man  could  not  6ring:  with  him,  there  was 

headed,  are  eitremeVy  eivVeiX^Viaiv^.  TVit'^  ^x^.  iTxoihln^  here  to  produce.    The  whole  matiff 
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Wtir;  yoa  found 

P  of  bnmuur.    Mj 

ipectal  pleasure  on 

ill  Embassy,  whose 

iRd  Doidiscrcdii  the 

Srial  house. — Prince 

JBealsr,  had  a  slarely 

pligeDce,  gravity  with- 

T  all  SQ  hoaest  good- 

^aatifalty   conlrasled 

i-aciiviiy.  ihe  perked 

lUous  nollily  at  many 

came  for  going  up  lo  au- 

I  aDDOUDcemenl  of  it,  aJI 

er  lowards  Ihc  door;  you 

a  pushed  and  shoved  yoar 

uremuDy.    Chamberlaioj, 

,  filled  Ihe  passages   and 

less,  overdone  ofliciousness 

i;  the  soldiers  seemed  the 

le*  how  lo  behave  in  iheir 

)  ibis,  truly,  [hey  had  learned, 

lot  from  their  drill-sergeaiils. 

I'lbiined  ourselves  into  a  balf-cir- 

WldieDce  Hall,  and  got  placed  in 

'^"rded   ranks,  when    Ihe   cry   of 

uoanced  the  appearance  of 

pi,  irho  entered  from  the  lower  side  of 

mple  blue  uniform,  his 

U  nnder  his  arm,  he  walked  h^arily  lo- 

OS.    His  bearing  seemed 

f  tit  eoDtradiction  between  a  will  thai 

,  1  atlaiu  something,  and  a  cnniempl  for 

IB  by  whom  it  was  to  be  aitained.    An  im- 

'~\g  mpearance  he  woald  undouhiedly  have 

have;  and  yet  it  seemed  to  hitn  no' 

be  trouble  of  acquiring;  acquiring. 

»,for  by  nature  he  certainly  had  it  noi 

here  alternated  in  his  manner  a  negli 

and   a  studiedness,   which   combiiie< 

Mlves  only  id  uaitsi  and  diasaiisraciiori 

arned   firnt  to   the   Austrian   Embassy, 

I  occnpied   one   extremiiy  of  the   half- 

""he  consequences  of  the  unlucky  fes- 

Thc  Emperor  sought  lo  appear 
lie,  he  even  used  words  of  eraoliont 
me  by  no  means  succeeded  with  him, 
ocordingly  he  soon  let  it  drop.  To  the 
tn  Ambassador,  Kurakin,  who  stood 
lia  manner  had  already  changed 
tr;  and  id  his  farther  progress  som 
at  thoogbt  musi  have  siaug  him, 
m  violent  anger ;  broke  stormfully 
one  or  oihcr,  not  of  the  most  important 
',  whom  naiue  liaj  now  escaped 
Id  be  pieified  viih  no  answer,  but  der 

.ted  and  [hremencd.and  held 
a  good  hpace,  in  liirmenting 


Thos 
t  lOdfciDS  at  Ibis 


ivilhnu 


irhad 


own.  derlared  afterwards  thi 

ause  al  all  for  such  fury ;  that 

'ly  been  seeking  a 


pour  Wight,  th 


1  inieniionally 
le  rwl  mighl  be 
VW;  oppii^liioo  berorthand  beaten  do w 
>  be  walked  on,  he  agaio  endeavoured 
[  nore  mildly;  but  bis  jarred  humoiu' 


still  sounded  through.  Rts  wordx  mn  ltR»t 
haMy,  as  if  shot  from  him,  and  ou  Ihe  mosi  Jn- 
diflereni  mailers  ha^  a  passionate  rspidli^; 
nay,  when  he  wished  lo  bt'  krndly.  ii  euII 
ounded  as  if  be  were  in  anger.  Such  a  raipr, 
iiitamed  voice  as  that  of  bl>  t  have  bardly 

His  eyes  were  dark,  overclouded,  fixed  on 
the  ground  before  him ;  and  only  glanced 
backwards  in  side'loi>ks  now  and  then,  swift 
sharp,  on  ihe  persons  there.  When  hs 
ed,  it  was  but  Ihe  mouth  and  a  pan  of  the 
cheeks  that  smiled ;  brow  and  eyes  remained 
gloomily  motionless.  If  he  constrained  iheae 
also,  as  I  have  subseqaenily  seen  htm  do,  hii 
connlenauce  took  asliil  more  distorted  expres- 
sion. This  anion  of  gloom  and  smile  bad 
something  frightfully  repulsive  in  it.  I  know 
not  what  to  think  of  the  people  who  hare 
called  ihis  countenance  gracious,  and  its  kind- 
liness atiractive.  Were  not  his  fealnrea, 
though  undeniably  beautiful  in  the  ptaslie 
sense,  yet  hard  and  rigouroas  like  marble; 
foreign  to  all  trost,  ioeapable  of  any  bearti- 

"What  he  said,  whenever  I  heard  him 
speaking,  was  always  trivial  both  in  purport 
and  phraseidogy ;  without  spirit,  without  wit, 
wiihout  force,  nay,  at  times,  quite  poor  and 
ridiculous.  Faber,  in  his  'Notices  sur  Itn- 
leriear  de  la  France,*  has  spoken  expressly 
of  his  questions,  those  questions  which  Na- 
poleon was  wont  to  prepare  befure-band  fbr 
cerliiin  persons  and  occasions,  to  gain  credit 
thereby  for  aeuteness  and  special  knowledge. 
This  is  literally  true  of  a  visit  he  had  made  t 
short  while  before  to  Ihe  great  Libraryj  all 
Ihe  way  on  the  stairs  he  kepi  calling  oul  about 
that  passage  in  Josephut  where  Jesus  is  made 
mention  of;  and  seemed  to  have  no  olher  task 
bere  but  that  of  showing  olT  this  bit  of  learn- 
ing; it  had  aliogelheriheair  of  a  question  got 
by  heart.  •  •  •  His  girt  lay  in  saying  Ihinj^ 
sharp,  or  al  least  unpleasant;  nay,  when  he 
wanted  to  speak  in  another  sort,  he  oflen  made 
no  more  of  ii  than  ini^ignificance:  thus  it  ba- 
fel  once,  as  I  myself  wiioeased  in  Saint-Claud, 
he  went  through  a  whole  row  of  ladies,  and 
repeated  twenty  limes  merely  these  three 
words.  '*  H  fail  ckaud."     •      •      • 

"  At  ihis  lime  there  circulated  a  song  on  hia 
second  marriage;  a  piece  composed  in  the 
lowest  popular  tone,  but  Which  duubtless  bad 
oriRinaied  in  the  higher  classes.  Napoleon 
saw  his  power  and  splendour  stained  by  » 
ballad,  and  breathed  revenge;  but  lb«  poUoe 
could  no  more  delect  the  author  than  ibef 
could  the  circulators.  To  me  among  olhem  a 
copy,  written  in  a  bad  hand  and  without  namei 
had  been  sent  by  the  city  poT ;  [  had  privately 
with  friends  amused  myself  over  the  bur- 
ieique,  and  knew  ji  by  heart.  Attogeiher  al 
Ihe  wrong  lime,  eiactly  as  the  Eoiperor, 
ploomy  and  sour  of  humour,  was  now  paMlflg 
me.  Ihe  words  Rud  Inne  of  thai  song  came  tolo 
my  hrad ;  and  the  mart  I  strove  to  drive  then 
back,  the  more  decidedly  ihey  forced  Ibecn- 
.selves  forward:  so  that  m^  Imagination,  ex- 
cited by  the  very  rrighifulness  of  ihe  thing, 
wa<  getting  giddy,  and  seemed  on  the  point  of 
breakinir  forth  inlo  the  deadliest  offeaec^^ 
SZ 
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nben  bippiljr  the  audience  came  to  an  end ; 
and  deep  repeaird  bows  accompanied  the  exit 
of  Napoleon ;  who  to  me  had  addressed  none 
of  bis  words,  bat  did,  as  he  passed,  torn  on  me 
one  searcbiog  glance  of  the  eye,  with  the  de- 

Krtare  of  whicb  it  seemed  as  if  a  real  danger 
d  vanished. 

**The  Emperor  "lilbne,  all  breathed  free,  as 
if  disloaded  from  a  beavy  ba  rden.  By  degrees 
the  company  again  grew  loud,  and  then  went 
orer  altogether  into  the  noisy  disorder  and 
haste  which  had  mled  at  the  commencement 
The  French  coartiers  especially  took  pains  to 
redeem  their  late  downbent  and  terrified  bear- 
ing by  a  free  jocalarity  now ;  and  even  in  de- 
scending the  stairs  there  arose  laughter  and 
qoizxing  at  the  levee,  the  solemnity  of  which 
had  ended  here." 

Such  was  Yamhagen  von  Ense*s  presenta- 
tion to  Napoleon  Bonaparte  in  the  Palace  of 
tiie  Tnileries.  What  Varnhagen  saw  reniaitts 
a  possession  for  him  and  for  os.  The  jodg- 
ineat  he  formed  on  what  be  saw  will— depend 
npon  circnmstancfs.  For  the  eye  of  the  in- 
tellect "sees  in  all  objects  what  it  broaght 
with  it  the  means  of  seeing."  Napoleon  is  a 
man  of  the  sort  whicb  Varnhagen  elsewhere 
calls  daimimUeh,  a  ''demonic  man^  whose 
meaning  or  magnitude  is  not  very  measurable 
by  men ;  who,  with  his  oumnttt  of  impulse  and 
insight,  with  his  mystery  and  strength,  in  a 
wora,  with  his  originaHty,  (if  we  will  under^ 
stand  thai,)  reaches  down  into  the  region  of  thfc 
perennial  and  primeval,  of  the  inarticulate  and 
unspeakable ;  conceminpf  whom  innumerable 
things  may  be  said,  and  the  right  thing  not 
said  for  a  long  while,  or  ai  all.  We  will  leave 
him  standing  on  his  own  basis,  at  present; 
bullying  the  hapless,  obscure  functionary 
there ;  declaring  to  all  the  world  the  meteoro- 
logical fact,  //  fait  chaud, 

Varnhagen,  as  we  see,  has  many  things  to 
write  about;  but  the  thing  which  beyond  all 
others  he  rejoices  to  write  about,  and  would 
gladly  sacrifice  all  the  rest  to,  is  the  memory 
of  Rahcl,  his  deceased  wife.     My^>terious  indi- 
cations have  of  late  years  flitted  round  us,  con- 
cerning a  certain  Rahel,  a  kind  of  spiritual 
queen  in  Germany,  who  seems  to  have  lived 
in  familiar  relation,  to  most  of  the  distinguish- 
ed persons  of  that  country  in  her  time.  Travel- 
lers to  Germany,  now  a  numerous  sect  with 
us,  ask  you  as  they  return  from  aesthetic  capi- 
tals  and   circles,    "Do    you    know   Rahel V* 
Marquis  Custine,  in  the  "Revue  de  Paris" 
(treating  of  this  book  of  '•  Rahel's  Letters,") 
says,  by  experience :   "  She  was  a  woman  as 
extraordinary  as  Madame  de  Sta<"?l,  for  her 
faculties  of  mind,  for  her  abundance  of  ideas, 
her  light  of  soul,  and  her  goodness  of  heart: 
she    had,    moreover,    what     the    author    of 
'Corinne'   did  not  pretend   to,  a  disdain  for 
oratory ;  she  did  not  write.    The  silence  of 
minds  like  hers  is  a  force  too.     With  more 
vanity,   a    person   so  superior  would    have 
sought   to   make   a   public   for  herself;    but 
Rahel   desired   only  friends.     8he   spoke   to 
communicate  t'le  life  that  was  in  her;  never 
did  she  speak  to  be  admired."    Goeihe  testi- 
fies that  she  is  a  "right  woman;  with  the 


atitogest  feelings  I  hav«  ever  eeea,  and  te 
compietest  mastery  of  them.**  Bichier  ad- 
dressee her  by  the  title  g^^^grttt,  "  wiagri 
one.**    Such  a  Rahel  might  be  worth  knovia^ 

We  find,  on  practical  inqaii7»  that  RaU 
was  of  Berlin ;  by  birth  a  Jewess,  in  ea»y  stl 
affluent  circumstances;  who  lived,  mudf 
there,  from  1771  to  1838.  That  her  yooik 
passed  in  studies,  struggles,  disappointed  pts- 
sionx,  sicknesses,  and  other  safierings  aad  fi- 
vanities  to  which  one  of  her  excitable  oigaai- 
zation  wai«  liable.  That  she  was  deep  ia 
many  spiritual  provinces,  ia  poetry,  ia  ai^ii 
phiiojtophy  $-^the  first,  for  instance,  oruacof 
the  first  to  recognise  the  significance  «f 
Goethe,  and  teach  theScblegels  to  do  it  Tkm 
she  wrote  nothing;  bat  thought,  did,  lad 
spoke,  many  things,  which  attracted  woikif 
admiration  spreading  wider  and  wider.  Hat 
in  1814  she  became  the  wife  of  Yarahagea; 
the  loved  wife,  though  6er  age  waa  Ibfty-dira^ 
eiceediog  bis  by  some  twelve'  yean  or  Wftn, 
and  she  could  never  boast  of  beauty.  Tlat 
withoi)t  beauty,  without  wealth,  foreign  ee» 
lebrity,  -or  any  aitifictal  nimbus  :whatsoti% 
she  had  grown  in  ber  silently  pragiessive  «f 
to  be  the  most  distingaished  woman  in  Beria; 
admlr^,  partly  worshipped  by  all  maaaerif 
high  persons,  from  Pnnce  Loais  td  Pimm 
downward^ ;  making  her  mother^  aad  in 
her  husband's  house  the  centre  ii  aa  all»' 
gether  brilliant  circle  there.  Tliia  is  Ac 
«  social  phenomenon  of  MheL**  Whatiaite 
could  be  readily  done  to  iin46rstaDd  sack  a 
social  phenomenon  we  hsive  endeavoarel  to 
do ;  with  what  success  the  reader  shall  tea 

First  of  all,  we  have  looked  at  the  PortrUt 
of  Rahcl  given  in  these  volumes.  It  is  a  face 
full  of  thought,  of  affection,  and  energy ;  vith 
no  pretensions  to  beauty,  yet  loveable  and  at- 
tractive in  a  singular  degree.  The  strong 
high  brow  and  still  eyes  are  full  of  Ci^ntempU- 
tion;  the  long  upper  lip  (sign  of  geoios, sooe 
say)  protrudes  itself  to  fashion  a  corrrfl 
mouth,  condemnable  in  academics,  yet  beaath 
fully  expressive  of  laughter  and  affecuoo,  of 
strong  endurance,  of  noble  silent  scorn;  Uk 
whole  countenance  looking  as  with  cheeriii 
clearness  through  a  world  of  great  pain  afi^ 
disappointment;  one  of  those  faces  which tbe 
lady  meant  when  she  said,  '*  But  are  not  til 
beautiful  faces  ugly,  then,  to  begin  with?"  la 
the  next  place,  we  have  read  diligently  wbai* 
soever  we  could  anywhere  find  written  abooi 
Rahel ;  and  have  to  remark  here  that  the  thiags 
written  about  her,  unlike  some  things  wnnea 
by  her,  are  generally  easy  to  read.  Yarnbar 
gen*s  account  of  their  intercourse  ;  of  his  first 
young  feelings  towards  her,  his  long  waitii^t 
and  final  meeting  of  her  in  snowy  wettber 
under  the  Lindens,  in  company  with  a  Mf 
whom  he  knew,  his  tremulous  speaking  to  bff 
there,  the  rapiil  progress  of  their  intinacy; 
and  so  onwardw  to  love,  to  marriage:  all  tks 
is  touching  and  beautiful;  a  Petrarcaa  n^ 
mance,  and  yet  a  reality  withal. 

Finally,  we  have  read  in  these  three  thi** 
volumes  of  Letters, — till  in  the  second  thick  vo- 
lume, the  reidiug  faculty  unhappily  broke 
down,  and  had  to  skip  largely  ihencefi*nk 
only  diving  here  and  there  at  a  ventare  vt^ 
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coDsiderable  intenrals!  Such  is  the  noeltn- 
choly  fact.  It  must  be  urged  in  defence  that 
these  volumes  are  of  the  toughest  reading; 
calculated,  as  we  said  for  Germany,  rather  than 
for  England  or  us.  To  be  written  with  such 
indisputable  marks  of  ability,  nay  of  genius, 
of  depth  and  sincerity,  they  are  tite  heaviest 
business  we  perhaps  over  met  with.  The  truth 
is»  they  do  not  suit  us  at  all.  They  are  tuhjcc 
the  letters,  what  the  metaphysicians  call  sub- 
jective, not  o/^cr/tre,  the  grand  material  of  them 
IS  endless  depicturing  of  moods,  sensations, 
miseries,  joys,  and  lyrical  conditions  of  the 
writer;  no  definite  picture  drawn,  or  rarely 
any,  of  persons,  transactions,  or  events  which 
the  writer  stood  amidst :  a  wrong  material,  as 
it  seems  to  us.  To  what  end  ?  To  what  end  1 
we  always  ask.  Not  by  looking  at  itself,  but 
by  looking  at  things  out  of  itself,  and  ascer- 
taining and  ruling  these,  shall  the  mind  become 
known.  ''One  thing  above  all  other,"  says 
Ck>eihe  once,  ^  I  have  never  thought  about  think- 
tng,**  What  a  thrift  almost  of  itself  equal  to  a 
fortune  in  these  days :  **  habe  nie  ans  Denken 
gtdacht!**  But  how  much  wastefuller  still  it  is 
to  fetl  about  FeeHiigl  One  is  wearied  of  that; 
the  healthy  soul  avoids  that.  Thou  shalt  look 
ODtward,  not  inward.  Gazing  inward  on  one's 
own  self, — why,  this  can  drive  one  mad,  like 
die  monks  of  Athos,  if  at  last  too  long.  Un- 
profitable writing  this  tuhjtciive  sort  does  seem ; 
-—at  all  events,  to  the  present  reviewer,  no  read- 
ing is  SO  insupportable.  Nay,  we  ask,  might 
not  the  world  be  entirely  deluged  by  it,  unless 

Srohibited?  Every  mortal  is  a  microcosm;  to 
imseif  a  macrocosm,  or  universe  large  as 
natare;  universal  nature  would  barely  hold 
what  he  could  say  about  himself.  Not  a  dys- 
peptic tailor  on  any  shopboard  of  this  city  but 
could  furnish  all  England,  the  year  through, 
with  readingabout  himself,  about  his  emotions, 
and  internal  mysteries  of  wo  and  sensibility, 
if  England  would  read  him.  It  is  a  course 
which  leads  nowhither ;  a  course  which  should 
be  avoided. 

Add  to  all  this,  that  such  self-utterance  on  the 
part  of  Rahel,  in  these  letters,  is  in  the  highest 
degree  vapouroos,  vague.  Her  very  mode  of 
writing  is  complex,  nay,  is  careless,  incondite ; 
with  dashes  and  splashes,  with  notes  of  admi- 
ration, of  interrogation,  (nay,  both  together 
nooDetimes,}  with  involutions,  abruptness, 
whirls,  and  tortuosities;  so  that  even  the 
g^rammatical  meaning  is  altogether  burden- 
some to  seize.  And  then  when  seized,  alas,  it 
is  as  we  say,  of  doe  likeness  to  the  phraseo- 
logy; a  thing  crude,  not  Articulated  mto  pro- 
positions, but  flowing  out  as  in  bursts  of  inter- 
jection and  exclamation.  No  wonder  the 
reading  faculty  breaks  down!  And  yet  we 
do  gather  gold  grains  and  precious  thought 
bere  and  there ;  though  out  of  large  wastes  of 
sand  and  quicksand.  In  fine,  it  becomes  clear, 
beyond  doubting,  both  that  this  Rahel  was  a 
woman  of  rare  giAs  and  worth,  a  woman  of 
Cme  genius;  and  also  that  her  genius  has 
passed  away,  and  leA  no  impress  of  itself 
there  for  us.  These  printed  volumes  produce 
the  efl>ct  not  of  speech,  but  of  multifarious. 
confnsed  wind-music.  It  seems  to  require 
the  aid  of  pantomime,  to  tell  us  what  it  means. 


But  after  all,  we  can  understand  how  talk  of 
that  kind,  in  an  expressive  mouth,  with  bright 
deep  eyes,  and  the  vivacity  of  social  move- 
ment, of  question  and  response,  may  have  been 
delightful;  and  m<tre(»ver  that,  for  those  to 
whom  they  vividly  recall  such  talk,  these  letters 
may  still  be  delightful.  Hear  Marquis  de  Cus- 
tiue  a  little  farther; 

"You  could  nut  speak  with  her  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  without  drawinsj  from  that  fountain 
of  light  a  sihower  of  sparkles.  The  comic 
was  at  her  command  equally  with  the  highest 
degree  of  the  suhlime.  The  proof  that  she 
was  natural  is,  that  she  nnder>to()ii  laughter  as 
she  did  grief;  she  look  it  as  a  readier  means 
of  showing  truth;  all  had  its  rescnance  in  her, 
and  her  manner  of  receiving  the  impressions 
which  you  wished  to  communicate  to  her  mo- 
dified them  in  yours»*lf :  you  loved  her  at  first 
because  she  had  admirable  gifts ;  and  then, 
what  prevailed  over  every  thing,  because  she 
was  entertaining.  She  was  nothing  for  you, 
or  she  was  all;  and  she  could  be  all  to  several 
at  a  time  without  exciting  jealousy,  so  much 
did  her  noble  nature  participate  in  the  source 
of  all  life,  of  all  clearness.  When  one  has  lost 
in  youth  such  friend,*'  &c.,  dec. ..."  It  seems  to 
me  you  might  define  her  in  one  word:  she  had 
the  head  of  a  sasre  and  the  heart  of  an  apostle, 
and  in  spite  of  that,  she  was  a  child  and  a 
woman  as  much  as  any  one  can  be.  Her  mind 
penetrated  into  the  obscurest  depths  of  nature ; 
she  was  a  thinker  of  as  much  and  more  clear- 
ness than  our  Theosophist  Saint  Martin,  whom 
she  comprehended  and  admired  ;  and  she  felt 
like  an  artist.  Her  perceptions  were  always 
double;  she  attained  the  sublimest  truths  by 
two  faculties  which  are  incompatible  in  ordi- 
nary men,  by  feeling  and  by  reflection.  Her 
friends  asked  of  themselves, — Whence  came 
these  flashes  of  genius  which  she  threw  from 
her  in  conversation?  Was  it  the  effect  of  long 
studies?  Was  it  the  efiTect  of  sudden  inspi- 
rations? It  was  the  intuition  granted  as  re- 
compense by  Heaven  to  souls  that  are  true. 
These  martyr  souls  wrestle  for  the  truth,  which 
they  have  a  forecast  of;  they  suffer  for  the  God 
whom  they  love,  and  their  whole  life  is  the 
school  of  eternity."* 

This  enthusiastic  testimony  of  the  clever  sen- 
timental marquis  is  not  at  all  incredible  to  us, 
in  its  way:  yet  from  the5e  letters  we  have  no- 
thing whatever  to  produce  that  were  adequate 
to  make  it  good.  As  was  said  already,  it  is 
not  to  be  made  good  by  excerpts  and  written 
documents ;  its  proof  rest«:  in  the  memory  of 
living  witnesses.  Meanwhile,  from  these  same 
wastes  of  sand,  and  even  of  quicksand  danger- 
ous to  linger  in,  we  will  try  to  gather  a  few 
grains  the  most  like  gold,  that  it  may  be  guessed, 
by  the  charitable,  whether  or  not  a  Pactolus 
once  flowed  there : 

"If  there  be  miracles,  they  are  those  that 
are  in  our  breast ;  what  we  do  not  know,  we 
call  by  that  name.  How  astonished,  almost 
how  ashamed  are  we,  when  the  inspired  mo- 
ment comes,  and  we  get  to  know  them !" 

"  One  is  late  in  learning  to  lie  :  and  late  in 
learning  to  speak  the  truth." — "  I  cannot,  be- 

••«Rcvoe  (to  Paris,"  Novtmbre,  1837. 
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time  I  cannot  lie.  Fancy  not  that  I  take 
credit  for  it :  I  cannot,  jnit  as  one  cannot  play 
upon  tbe  flate.** 

*In  the  meanest  hut  is  a  romance,  if  yoo 
knew  the  hearts  there.** 

<*  80  long  as  we  do  not  take  even  the  injus- 
tice which  is  done  us,  and  which  forces  the 
bnming  tears  from  us;  so  long  as  we  do  not 
take  even  this  for  jost  and  right,  we  are  in  the 
thickest  darkoM^  without  dawn." 

<*  Manure  wkli  despair,— but  let  it  he  genu- 
ine ;  and  you  will  have  a  noble  harvest.** 

*'Tnie  misery  is  ashamed  of  itself:  hides 
itself,  and  does  not  complain.  You  may  know 
it  by  that.** 

*■  What  a  commonplace  man !  If  he  did  not 
live  in  the  same  time  with  us,  no  mortal  would 
mention  him.** 

"Have  yon  remarked  that  Homer,  when- 
ever he  speaks  of  the  water,  is  always  great; 
as  Goethe  is,  when  he  speaks  of  the  stars." 

*  If  one  were  to  say, 'You  think  it  easy  to 
be  original :  bnt  no,  it  is  difficult ;  it  costs  a 
whole  life  of  labour  and  exertion,'— you  would 
think  him  mad,  and  ask  no  more  questions  of 
kim.  And  yet  his  opinion  would  be  altogether 
true,  and  plain  enough  widiaL  Original,  I 
grant,  every  man  mint  be,  and  must  be,  if 
men  did  not  almost  always  admit  mere  undi- 
gested hearsays  into  their  head,  and  fling  them 
out  again  undigested.  Whoever  honestly  ques- 
tions himset(  and  faithfhily  answers,  is  busied 
eontinnally  with  all  that  presents  itself  in  life ; 
and  is  incessaiitly  inventing,  had  the  thing  been 
invented  never  so  long  before.  Honesty  be- 
longs as  a  first  condition  to  good  thinking;  and 
there  are  almost  as  few  absolute  dunces  as 
geniuses.  Genuine  dunces  would  always  be 
original ;  but  there  are  none  of  them  genuine : 
they  have  almost  always  understanding  enough 
to  be  dishonesi." 

**He  (the  blockhead)  tumbled  out  on. me 
his  definition  of  genius ;  the  trivial  old  dis- 
tinctions of  intellect  and  heart;  as  if  there 
ever  was,  or  could  be,  a  great  intellect  with  a 
mean  heart !" 

•*  Goethe !  When  T  think  of  him,  tears  come 
into  my  eyes:  all  other  men  I  love  with  my 
own  strength ;  he  teaches  me  to  love  with  his. 
My  Poet  !*♦ 

"  Slave-trade,  war,  marriage,  working-class- 
es : — and  they  are  astonished,  and  keep  clout- 
ing and  remending  V* 

•*  The  whole  world  is,  properly  speaking,  a 
tragic  embarrait" 

" .  .  .  .1  here,  Rahel  the  Jewess,  feel 
that  I  am  as  unique  as  the  greatest  appearance 
in  this  earth.  The  greatest  artist,  philosopher 
or  poer,  is  not  above  me.  We  are  of  the  same 
element ;  in  the  same  rank,  and  stand  together. 
Whichever  would  exclude  the  other,  excludes 
only  himself.  But  to  me  it  was  appointed  not 
to  write,  or  act,  but  to  live  :  I  lay  in  embryo  till 
my  century  ;  and  then  was,  in  outward  respects, 
hoflunc  nwny.—lx  is  for  this  reason  that  I  tell 

fou.  But  pain,  as  I  know  it,  is  a  life  too :  and 
think  with  myself,  I  am  one  of  those  figures 
which  Humanity  was  fated  to  evolve,  and  then 
never  to  use  more,  never  to  have  more:     Me 

no  one  can  comfort."—"  Whv  not  be  beside, ^ «.-„«,„.„.  „^.  w.m.-, 

oneself,  dear  {rvcn^^    TVkftTe  kte  beautiful  pa- 1  soul.    Tell  her  I  have  the  fate  of  naliofis  iS 


remheses  in  life,  whieh  belong  neiihcrtoWHr 
to  others :  beautiful  I  name  them,  becansetkr 
give  us  a  freednm  we  coold  not  get  by  somI 
sense.  Who  would  volunteer  to  haveaa* 
vous  fever t  And  yet  ii  mmj  save  ooc^sii^ 
I  love  rage ;  I  use  it,  and  patronise  it.**— ^ft 
not  alarmed;  I  am  commonly  calmer.  Ba 
when  I  write  to  tLfrktuTB  kntrt^  it  comes  to  pis 
that  the  sultry  laoen  horizon  of  my  sool  breib 
oi^t  in  lightning.  Heavenly  men  Ibvr  liglitaiscT 

*^To  V4rmhm^  .  .  One  thinjglmnstwrife, 
to  thee ;  what  I  thou^t  of  last  night  ia  bdl 
and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life.  Tliat  It  '■Jl 
relative  and  pupil  of  Sbakspeare,  have,  flip 
my  childhood  upwards,  occupied  myself  Mitl 
with  death,  thou  m'ayeat  beltere.  Bit  acfS 
did  my  own  death  affect  me ;  nay,  I  did  isl 
even  thick  of  this  fact,  thai  I  waa  afteled% 
it  Now,  last  night  there  was'  aomeihiaf  Ihii 
to  write ;  I  said  Yamhagen  mnst  know  Ml 
thing,  if  be  is  to  think  of  me  allerl aa kUL 
And  it  seemed  to  me  aa  if  I  mnst  die;  as  if  ■( 
heart  were  flitting  away  over  this earib, aali 
most  follow  it;  and  my  death  gfve  ^^'^• 
for  never  before,  as  I  now  sav.  hjidl  Mpl 
that  it  would  give  anybodj  pity :  of  Ihtt  I 
knew  it  would  do  so»jaiid  yti  it  was  flhe  Ml 
time  in  my  life  t  had  seen  this»  <Hr  kaoWattt 
had  never  seen  it  In  snehSOlitifde  have  Ififit: 
comprehend  it !  I  thought*  vhea  I  as  M 
then  first  will  YamlUlgea  know  whstsrfb- 
ings  I  had ;  and  all  his  laoientiaK  will  le  i| 
vain ;  the  figure  of  me  meets  him  agaia'AiM|jk 
all  etenrity  no  more ;  snrept  away  ami  fInbV 
our  poor  Prince  Louis  is.  And  no  ooe  ess  bi 
kind  to  me  then ;  with  the  strongest  will,  viA 
the  exertion  of  despair,  no  one:  asd  tkb 
thought  of  thee  about  me  was  what  at  last a^ 
fected  me.  I  must  write  of  this,  though  it  af- 
flict thee  never  so."  •  •  • 

"  To  Rose,  a  younger  tister,  on  her  mrrriafi  it 

Anttterdam. — Paris,    1801 Since  ikf 

last  letter  I  am  sore  downcasL  Gone  art  tboo! 
No  Rose  comes  stepping  in  to  me  with  tme&ot 
and  heart,  who  knows  me  altogether,  koovs 
,all  my  sorrows  altogether.  When  I  am  sick  of 
body  or  sou),  alone,  alone  thou  comest  sot  id 
me  any  more ;  thy  room  empty,  quite  em^t 
for  ever  empty.  Thou  art  away,  to  try  thy  fo^ 
tune.  O  Heaven !  and  to  me  not  even  rrjvy 
is  permitted.  Am  not  /in  luck!  Theginkt 
in  the  Lindenstrasse  where  we  used  to  be  viA 
Hanne  and  Feu — was  it  not  beautiful!  Ivffl 
call  it  Rose  njw;  with  Hanne  and  Hansevifl 
T  go  often  thither,  and  none  shall  knov  of  it 
Dost  thou  recollect  that  night  when  I  was  10 set 
out  with  Fink  the  time  before  last!  Hov 
thou  hadst  to  sleep  up  stairs,  and  then  to  sttf 
with  me?  O  my  sister,  I  might  be  as  illagiia 
— though  not  for  thai  cause  :  and  thou  tDO> 
what  may  not  lie  before  thee!  Bat,  no, thy 
name  is  Rose ;  thou  hast  blue  eyes,  and  a  fitf 
other  life  than  I  with  my  stars  and  black  osei 
*  *  *  Salute  mamma  a  million  times ;tffl 
her  1  congratulate  her  from  the  heart;  ike 
more  so  as  /  can  never  give  her  such  a  pJ* 
sure  !  God  willed  it  not  But  I.  in  her  place, 
would  have  great  piiy  for  a  child  so  circsiB- 
stanced.  Yet  let  her  not  lament  for  ne.  I 
know  all  her  goodness,  and  thank  her  widisf 
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n  before  my  e3-es  bere:  ibey 
)  UiDbling  even  so  on  (be  greal  sea  of 
!Dce,  mnanLing,  sinking,  gwallowEd  up. 
i  of  M  all  men  hare  seemed  lo  me  like 
g  blosiomH.  which  the  wind  blows  oCTand 
i  where  Ihef  fall,  and  the 

r  Rahel !  The  Frenchman  said  above 
■  BD  aiiisi  and  aposlle,  vel  had  tiol 
tob«a  shildand  vtiman.     Bin  we  must 

r  dealh-bed  by  VarDbagen,  must  end 
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night,  wLih  [he  peneirating  lune  orihai 
oice  of  hers:  '0,1  am  tliU  happvi  I 
•»  erealnre  slillj  He  knows  of  me;  1 
we  to  see  how  ii  was  good  and  needful 
o  mffec:  of  a  surety  I  bad  somelhing 
bj  il.  And  am  I  not  already  happy 
it  trust,  and  in  all  the  love  Ihat  I  fee!  and 
Mwithr 

~B  Ibis  manner  she  spoke,  one  day,  among 
It  Ihings,  with  joyful  lienrtiness,of  a  dream 
Bh  ilways  from  childhood  she  had  remem- 
!d  and  taken  comfort  from.  ■  In  my  seventh 
■/■■id  fhe,  'I  dreamt  that  I  saw  God  qniie 
r  me;  be  siood  expanded  above  me.  and 
—  nlie  was  the  whole  sky ;  onacomerof 
inlle  I  had  leave  to  rest,  and  lay  there 
(Waeeable  felicity  till  I  awoke.    Ever  since, 
high  my  whole  life,  this  dream  has  relurn- 
H  me,  and  In  the  worst  times  was  present 
k  in  my  waking  moments,  and  a  heavenly 
'    I  to  me,    1  had  leave  to  throw  myself 
a  feel,  on  a  comer  of  his  mantle,  and 
(ereened  me  from  a)l  sorrow  there  :  He  per- 
■       •     The    followinjt    words, 
h  I  fell  called  to  wrile  down  exactly  as  she 
V  them  on  the  2d  of  March,  arc  also  re- 
's 'What  a  history!'  cried  she  with 
lOtion  :  'A   fogilive  from  Egypt  and 
:  am  I  here;  and  find  help,  love,  and 
>  amnng  you.    To  thee,  dear  Augosl. 
It  by  this  guiding  of  God,  and  thou  to 
*|  trom  abr,  from  the  o!d   limes   of  Jacob 
e  Patriarchs !  With  a  sacred  joy  I  ihiuk 
IhU  my  origin,  of  all  this  wide  web  of  pre- 
hngetnenl.    How  the  oldest  remembrances 
^anktnd  are  untied  with  ihenewesi  reality 
1rings,inil  the  most  distant  times  and  places 
*"Vltght  together.     What  for  so  long  a  pe- 
(  my  life  I  considered  as  the  worst  igno- 
l)r,  the  aoresi  sorrow  and  misfiiriunc,  that  I 
a  Jewess,  this  I  would  not  part  wiih 
ny  price.     Will  it  nol  be  even  so  with 
«  pains  of  sickness  1     Shall  I  not  one  day 
~il  joyfally  aton  on  ihrm,  too ;  feel  that  I 
not  want  them  for  any  price  1  OAugust. 
*  just,  this  is  irne ;  we  will  try  to  go  on 
f*    Thereupon  she  said,  with  many  tearn, 
ir  AugDsl,  my  bean  ifi  refreshed  to  its  in- 
■t ;  I  have  thought  of  Jesm,  end  wept  over 
ows  :  I  have  felt,  fur  the  first  time  fell, 
is  my  Brother.    And  Mary,  what  mnti 
e  snlTered !     She  saw  her  beloved  Son 
y.  and  did  not  sink;  she   I'oal  at  ihe 
That  I  could  not  have  done ;  I  am  nol 
ingh  for  that     Forgive  me,  God,  I 
a  b»w  weak  I  am.'     •     •     • 
X  nigbllkll,  OD  the  eib  of  March,  Ratael , 
69 


felt  hetSFir  easier  than  for  long  h 
expressed  an  irresistible  desire  to  be  new 
dressed.  Asshe  could  not  be  persuaded  from  it, 
this  WIS  done,  though  with  the  utniosi  precau- 
tion. She  herself  was  busily  helpful  in  it,  and 
sigDiGed  great  contenimeni  ihal  i-be  bad  got  it 
s(^compllahed.  She  fell  so  well  she  expected 
to  sleep.  8hE  wished  meguod-nighi.nnd  bade 
me  also  go  and  sleep.  Even  the  moid,  Dora, 
was  to  go  and  sleep;  howevet^she  did  not. 

"It  might  beaboul  midnigbiand  I  was  s till 
awake,  when  Dora  called  me :  ■  I  was  to  come, 
she  was  much  worse.'  Instead  of  sleep,  Ra- 
hel  bad  found  only  suffering,  one  distress  added 
to  another;  and  now  all  hod  combined  into 
decided  spasm  of  the  breast.  I  foond  ber  in  a 
state  little  short  of  that  she  had  passed  six  daya 
ago.  The  medicines  lel't  for  such  an  occurs 
rence  (regarded  as  possible, not  probable)  were 
tried;  but  this  time  with  liltle  eflecL  Th« 
frightful  struggle  continued;  and  the  beloved 
snflerer,  writhing  in  Dora's  arms,  cried,  several 
limes,  -This  pressure  against  her  breast  was 
not  lobe  home,  was  pushing  her  heart  nul:' 
the  breathing,  too,  was  painfnily  difficult.  She 
complained  that  ■  it  was  getting  into  ber  head 
now,  that  she  fell  like  a  cloud  there ;'  she  lean- 
ed back  with  that.  A  deceptive  hope  of  totn* 
alleviation  gleamed  on  ns  for  a  moment,  and 
then  went  out  for  ever ;  Ihe  eyes  were  dimmed, 
the  moQih  distorted,  the  limbs  lamed  '.  In  this 
siaie  the  doctors  found  her;  their  remediet 
were  all  bootless.  An  unconscious  hour  and 
half,  during  which  the  breast  siill  occasionallf 
iirugeled  in  spasmodic  efforts — and  this  noble 
life  breathed  not  its  last.  The  look  I  gnl  Ihen, 
kneeling  almost  lifeless  at  her  bed,  stamped 
itself,  glowing,  for  ever  inio  my  heart," 

So  died  Hahel  Varnhagcnvoo  Ense,  bom 
Levin,  a  singular  biographic  phenomenon  of 
this  century;  a  woman  of  genius,  nf  irue 
depth  and  worth,  whose  secluded  life,  a^  one 
cannot  but  see,  had  in  it  a  greamess  far  be- 
yond what  has  many  limes  fixed  the  public  ad- 
miration of  Ihe  whole  world ;  a  woman  equal 
io  the  highest  ihoughts  of  her  ceniury;  ia 
whom  it  wax  not  arrogance,  we  do  believe,  but 
a  just  self-consoiousnes*,  In  feel  Ihat  "the 
highest  philosopher,  or  poel,  or  artist  was  nol 
above  her,  but  of  a  tike  element  and  rank 
with  ber."  That  snch  a  woman  should  have 
lived  unknown  and.  as  it  were,  silent  to  the 
world,  is  pecubar  in  this  lime. 

We  iny  not  that  she  was  equal  lo  De  Stafl, 
nor  the  contrary ;  neither  that  'he  might  have 
written  De  StaCi's  books,  nor  even  that  kbe 
might  nol  have  wrilieo  far  better  book»  Bha 
has  ideas  unequalled  in  De  8i«tl;  a  sincerity, 
a  pure  tenderness  and  genalnrnes<  which  ihM 
celebrated  person  hadnoi.orhadlnii.  But  whet 
then  1  The  subjunctive,  ihe  opiaiive  are  vague 
moods:  there  Is  no  lenK  one  can  found  on  bitl 
ihepretenle  of  Ihe  indlcalive.  Ennu([h  fnru*, 
Rahel  did  not  wriie.  She  lal  imprrw'ned,  or  it 
might  be  sheltered  and  fosieringly  embowered, 
in  thoae  cirrum-iaoces  of  hers ;  she  "  wati  nol 
appointed  lo  write  or  to  act.  bat  onlf  lo  live." 


II  her  I 


lappv  on  that  ai 


ill  her  h.ippier 
and  usefuller.  Blessed  are  Ihe  humbla.  are 
ibey  tbai  are  nM  known.    It  ia  written,  -aeefc 
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Ml  lho«  great  tilings,  teelr  tiMiii  notf  lire 
where  thoa  mrt,onl7  lire  wisely,  livediligenUy. 
Babel's  life  was  not  ao  idle  one  for  herself  or 
lor  others :  how  many  sools  miy  <*  the  sparkles 
abowering  fVom  that  light-fountain  hare 
ktndled  and  illuminated;  whose  new  virtue  goes 
on  propagating  ixse\t,  in<;reasing itself, under  in- 
ealenlable  combi nations,  and  will  be  found  in 
Ibr  places,  aller  many  dap !  8he  led  no  »iamp 
of  herself  on  paper;  hot  in  other  ways,  doubt  it 
not,  the  rirtoe  of  her  working  in  this  world  will 
anrrire  all  paper.  For  the  working  of  the  good 
and  brave,  seen  or  unseen,  endures  literally 
Ibr  ever,  and  cannot  die.  Is  a  thing  nothing 
because  the  morning  papers  have  not  men- 
ticmed  iti  Or  can  a  nothing  be  made  some- 
thing, by  ever  so  much  babbling  of  it  there  1 
Par  better,  prot>ably,  that  no  morning  or  even- 
ing paper  mentioned  it:  that  the  right  hand 
kMW  not  what  the  left  was  doing !  Bi£el  might 
have  written  books,  celebrated  books.  And  yet, 
what  of  books  1  Hast  thou  not  already  a  bible 
to  write,  and  publish  in  print,  that  is  eternal; 
namely,  a  LiiSe  to  lead  1  Silence,  too,  is  great ; 
there  should  be  great  silent  ones,  too. 

Beaatifbl  it  is  to  see  and  understand  that  no 
worth,  known  or  unknown,  mm  die  even  in  this 
«rth.  The  work  an  unknown  good  man  has 
done  it  like  a  vein  of  water  flowing  hidden 


under  ground,  seeredjr  making  te  ^^mai 
green ;  it  flows  and  flowa,  it  jiriiia  itself  «iih 
other  veins  and  veinlets ;  one  day  it  will  Mtf 
forth  as  a  visible  perennial  welL  Tea  dni 
centuries  had  made  the  apealdng  ]>aaie;a 
well  he  of  many  veinlets.  William  Bumes^a 
Burnk,  was  a  poor  peasant;  could  nm  pmtpa 
in  his  **  seven  acres  of  nornery-groaad,"  sor 
any  enterprise  of  trade  and  Uiil;  had  to  **  thole 
a  factor's  snash,**  and  read  attorney  letter*,  is 
his  poor  hut, "  which  threw  us  all  into  leais^ 
si  man  of  no  money-eapital  at  all,  of  no  accont 
at  all ;  yet  a  brave  man,  a  wise  and  just,  ia 
evil  fortune  (aithful,  unconquerable  to  tbe 
death.  .  And  there  wept  withal  amoo;  tihe 
others  a  boy  named  RoUri,  with  a  heart  «f 
melting  piiy,of  greafne&s  aod  fiery  wrath;  ui 
kii  voice,  fashioned  here  by  this  poor  fkthei; 
does  it  not  already  reach,  like  a  great  eksr, 
like  a-stsm  prophecy,  to  the  ends  of  the  world! 
"  Let  me  mak^  the  songs,  and  yon  shall  make 
the  laws!"  What  chancellor,  king,  seoaiv; 
begirt  with  never  such  sumptnoaily,  dyed  vel- 
vet, blaring,  and  cehsbritjt  ooirid  you  have 
naioed  in  England  that  was  ao  nuHaemoas  at 
that  William  Bums  1  Conrage!— 
.  We  take  leave  of  Vamhagen  with  ftnefMA' 
will,  and  heartily  thank  him  Ibr -the 
and  inatmctioa  he  has  given  ns. 


PETITION  ON  THE  COPY-KIGHT  BILL. 


[THE  (LoNDOir)  Examinee,  1839.] 


To  the  Honourable  the  Commons  of  Eng- 
land in  Parliament  assembled,  the  Petition  of 
Thomas  Carlyle,  a  Writer  of  Books, 
Hombly  showeth. 

■That  your  petitioner  has  written  certain 
books,  bein^  incited  thereto  by  varioas  inno> 
cent  or  laudable  considerations,  chiefly  by  the 
thoQght  that  said  books  might  in  the  end  be 
found  to  be  worth  something. 

That  your  petitioner  had  not  the  happiness 
to  receive  from  Mr.  Thomas  Tegg,  or  any  Pub- 
lisher, Repablisher,  Printer,  Bookseller,  Book- 
buyer,  or  other  the  like  man  or  body  of  men, 
any  encouragement  or  countenance  in  writing 
of  said  books,  or  lo  discern  any  chance  of  re- 
ceiving such  ;  but  wrote  them  by  eflbrt  of  bis 
own  and  the  favour  of  Heaven. 

That  all  useful  labour  is  worthy  of  recom- 
pense ;  that  all  honest  labour  is  worthy  of  the 
chance  of  recompense;  that  the  giving  and 
assuring  to  each  man  what  recompense  his 
labour  has  actually  merited,  may  be  said  to  be 
the  business  of  all  Legislation,  Polity,  Govern- 
ment, and  Social  Arrangement  whatsoever 
among  men ; — a  business  indispensable  to  at- 
tempt, impossible  to  accomplish  accurately, 
difficult  to  accomplish  without  inaccuracies 
thai  become  enormous,  unsupportable,  and  the 
parent  of  Social  Confusions  which  never  alto- 
l>ether  end. 

That  your  peuuoi^^i  do«,'&  iiov  ^^^otvsJL^  \a 


say  what  recompense  in  money  this  labour  of 
his  may  deserve ;  whether  it  deserve  any  ^^ 
Ci>mpense  in  money,  or  whether  money  in  ur 
quantity  could  hire  him  to  do  the  like. 

That  ihi$  his  labour  has  found  hitbe no,  ia 
money  or  money's  worth,  small  recompense  or 
none ;  that  he  is  by  no  means  sure  of  its  extt 
finding  recompense,  but  thinks,  that,  if  so,  ii 
will  be  al  a  distant  time,  when  he,  the  laborer, 
will  probably  no  longer  be  ia  need  of  mosfy, 
and  those  dear  to  him  will  still  be  ia  ned 
of  it. 

That  the  law  does  at  least  protect  all  persons 
in  selling  the  production  of  their  labour  at  what 
they  can  get  for  it,  in  all  market  places,  to  aJl 
lengths  of  time.  Much  more  than  this  the  lav 
does  to  many,  but  so  much  it  does  to  all,  asd 
less  than  this  to  none. 

That  your  petitioner  cannot  discover  liiah 
self  to  have  done  unlawfully  in  this  his  said 
labour  of  writing  books,  or  to  have  become 
criminal,  or  have  forfeited  the  law's  protectios 
thereby.  Contrariwise  your  petitioner  belieres 
firmly  that  he  is  innocent  in  said  labour;  that 
if  he  be  found  in  the  long  ran  to  have  writioi 
a  genuine  enduring  book,  his  merit  tkerrii, 
and  desert  towards  England  and  EosrlKh  ar.d 
other  men,  will  be  considerable,  not  easiU-  e^> 
mable  in  money;  that  on  the  other  hand,  if  his 
book  prove  false  and  ephemeral,  he  and  ii  vi'i 
,be  abolished  and  forgotten,  and  no  harm  dvse^ 
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That,  in  this  manner,  your  petitioner  plays 
BO  unfair  frame  against  the  world;  his  stake 
being  life  itself,  so  to  speak,  (for  the  penalty  is 
death  hy  starvation,)  and  the  world's  stake 
DOihing  till  once  it  see  the  dice  thrown;  so 
that  in  any  ca>e  the  world  cannot  lose. 

That  ill  the  happy  and  long-doubtful  event. 
of  the  game's  going  in  his  favour,  your  peti- 
tioner submits  that  th«?  small  winnings  thereof 
do  t^elong  to  him  or  his,  and  that  no  other 
mortal  has  justly  eitJier  part  or  lot  in  them  at 
mil,  now,  henceforth,  or  for  ever. 


May  it  therefore  please  your  Honourablt 
House  to  protect  him  in  said  happy  and  long^ 
doubtful  event;  and  (bv  passing  your  Copy- 
Right  Bill)  forbid  all 'Thomas  Teggs  and 
other  extraneous  persons, entirely  unconcerned 
in  this  adventure  of  his,  to  steal  from  him  his 
small  winnings,  for  a  space  of  sixty  ye^rs  at 
the  shortest.  After  sixty  years,  unless  your 
Hcnouruble  House  provide  otherwise,  they 
may  begin  to  steaL 

And  your  petitioner  will  ever  pray. 

Thomas  CAELTUb 


DR.  FRANCIA.* 

[FoKEiaN   QUARTEBLT  RsVISW.] 


Tbs  confnaed  South  American  revolution, 
•Dd  set  of  revolutions,  like  the  South  American 
continent  itself,  is  doubtless  a  great  confused 
phenomenon ;  worthy  of  l>etter  knowledge  than 
men  yet  have  of  it.  Several  books,  of  which 
we  here  name  a  few  known  to  us,  have  been 
written  on  the  subject ;  but  bad  books,  mostly, 
and  productive  of  almost  no  eflect.  The  heroes 
of  South  America  have  not  yet  succeeded  in 
picturing  any  image  of  themselves,  much  less 
any  true  image  of  themselves,  in  the  Cis-Atlan- 
tic  mind  or  memory. 

Iturbide,  **  the  Napoleon  of  Mexico,"  a  great 
man  in  that  narrow  country,  who  was  he  ?  He 
made  the  thrice-celebrated  *'  Plan  of  Iguala  :** 
a  constitution  of  no  continuance.  He  became 
Emperor  of  Mexico,  most  serene  **  Augustin 
L :"  was  deposed,  banished  to  Leghorn,  to  Lon- 
don; decided  on  returning; — landed  en  the 
shore  at  Tampico,  and  was  there  met,  and  shot : 
this,  in  a  vague  sort,  is  what  the  world  knows 
of  the  Napoleon  of  Mexico,  most  sereuc  Au* 
^stin  the  First,  most  unfortunate  Augustin 
the  Last  He  did  himself  publish  memoirs  or 
memorials,!  but  few  can  read  them.  Oblivion, 
and  the  deserts  of  Panama,  have  swallowed 
this  brave  Don  Augustin  :  rate  cantit  tarro. 

And  Bolivar,  "the  Washington  of  Colum- 
bia," Liberator  Bolivar,  he  too  is  gone  without 


•  I.  Fuiurml  Discourse  dslivtr$d  on  occasion  ofcelehrat- 
tmtt  tks  obsequies  of  his  latt  EiroUtncf  the  Perpetual  Die- 
taimr  of  tks  Rsjtublie  of  Paroffuap.  tk$  Citizttn  Dr.  Jo$i 
Omgpur  Franeiat  kf  Citizen  the  Rev.  Manuel  ^ntonia 
Pmret^  of  the  Church  of  the  IncanuUion,  on  the  3(VA  of 
October^  1840.  In  the  **  British  PaclEet  and  Arfentine 
K«wa,**  No.  813.    Buenot  Ayres :  March  19.  1843. 

t.  Rssai  Historifus  sur  la  Rhtolution  de  Paraguay,  et  le 
O^nvsmement  Dictatorial  du  Dorttur  Frandn.  Par  MM. 
BeBffer  et  Lonfrclwmp.    Sde  Edition.    Pari*,  1877. 

S.  Lsttsrs  •»  Paraguay.  By  J.  P.  and  W.  P.  Rol>ertaon. 
S  Tola.    8«cond  edition.    London,  1830. 

4.  Francia*s  Rsign  of  Terror.  By  the  tame.  Lon- 
don, 1899. 

5.  Lstters  on  South  Jtmeriea.  By  the  tame.  3  volt. 
Jjomion.  1843. 

0.  lyavcls  in  ChUs  and  La  Plata,  By  John  Miers. 
S  Tola.    London,  1896. 

7.  Memoirs  of  Oomsral  MiUer,  in  the  Serrice  of  the  Re- 
fuMc  of  Peru.    S  Tola.    Id  edition.    I.ondnn^  lfi99. 

f  A  SMtennent  of  tome. of  the  principal  Events  in  the 
PoMIc  Life  of  Aofostiu  de  IturUde :  written  by  Ilim- 
mU.   Lowioii,18tt. 


his  fame.  Melancholy  lithographs  represent 
to  us  a  long-faced,  square-browed  man;  of 
stem,considerate,co«udoia/y  considerate  aspect,, 
mildly  aquiline  form  of  nose ;  with  terrible 
angularity  of  jaw ;  and  dark  deep  eyes,  some* 
what  too  close  together,  (for  which  latter  cir- 
cumstance we  earnestly  hope  the  lithograph 
alone  is  to  blame :)  this  is  Liberator  Bolivar  :— 
a  man  of  much  hard  Oghting,  hard  riding,  of 
manifold  achievements,  distresses,  heroisms 
and  histrionisras  in  this  world ;  a  many-coun- 
selled, much-enduring  man;  now  dead  and 
gone : — of  whom,  except  that  melancholy  litho- 
graph, the  cultivated  European  public  knows 
as  good  as  nothing.  Yet  did  he  not  fly  hither 
and  thither,  oOen  in  the  most  desperate  man- 
ner, .with  wild  cavalry  clad  in  blankets,  with 
War  of  Liberation,  "  to  the  death  V  Clad  in 
blankets,  poncho*  the  South  Americans  call 
them :  it  is  a  square  blanket,  with  a  short  slit 
in  the  centre,  which  you  draw  over  your  head, 
and  so  leave  hanging:  many  a  liberative  cava- 
lier has  ridden,  in  those  hot  climates,  without 
further  dress  at  all ;  and  fought  handsomely 
too,  wrapping  the  blanket  round  his  arm,  when 
it  came  to  the  charge. 

With  such  cavalry,and  artillery  and  infantry 
to  match,  Bolivar  has  ridden,  fighting  all  the 
way,  through  torrid  deserts,  hot  mud  swamps, 
through  ice-chasms  beyond  the  curve  of  per- 
petual frost, — more  miles  than  Ulysses  ever 
sailed :  let  the  cotning  Plomers  take  note  of  it. 
He  has  marched  over  the  Andes  more  than 
once;  a  feat  analogous  to  Hannibal's;  and 
seemed  to  think  little  of  it.  OAen  beaten, 
banished  from  the  firm  land,  he  always  returned 
again,  truculently  fought  again.  He  gained  in 
the  Cumana  regions  the  **  immortal  victory" 
of  Carababo  and  several  others ;  under  him 
was  gained  the  finishing  "immortal  victory" 
of  Ayacucho  in  Peru,  where  Old  Spain,  tor 
the  last  time,  burnt  powder  in  those  latitudes, 
and  then  fled  without  return.  He  was  Dicta- 
tor, Liberator,  almost  emperor,  if  he  had  lived. 
Some  three  times  over  did  he,  in  solemn 
Columbian  parliament,  lay  down  his  Dictator 
ship  with  Wasbineton  elo<\uft^ce.\%SL^'%3k^^«^ 
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on  pressing  request,  take  it  up  again,  being  a 
nan  indispensable.  Thrice,  or  at  least  twice, 
did  be,  in  different  places,  painfully  construct 
a  Free  Constitution ;  consisting  of  **  two  cham- 
bers, and  a  supreme  governor  for  life  with 
liberty  to  name  his  successor,'*  the  reason^blest 
democratic  constitution  you  could  well  con- 
ttruct;  and  twice,  or  at  least  once,  did  the 
people,  on  trial,  declare  it  disagreeable.  He 
was  of  old,  well  known  in  Paris ;  in  the  disso- 
lute, the  philoKophico-political  and  other  cir- 
cles there.  B0  has  shone  in  many  a  gay 
Firisian  mnrie,  this  Simon  Bolivar;  and  he, 
in  his  later  years,  in  autumn,  1826,  rode 
triumphant  into  Potosi  and  the  fabulous  Inca 
Cities,  with  clouds  of  feathered  Indians  somer^ 
setting  and  warwhopping  round  him*-— and 
**  as  the  famed  Ccrro,  metalliferous  Mountain, 
eame  in  sight,  the  bells  all  pealed  out,  and 
there  was  a  thunder  of  artillery,"  says  General 
Miller !  If  this  is  not  a  Ulysses,  Polytlas  and 
Polymetts,  a  much  enduring  and  many  coun- 
selled man ;  where  was  there  one  ?  Truly  a 
Ulysses  whose  history  were  worth  its  inkr— 
had  the  Homer  that  could  do  it,  made  his  ap- 
pearance! 

Of  Genera]  San  Martin,  too,  there  will  be 
something  to  be  said.  General  San  Martin, 
when  we  last  saw  him,  twentr  years  ago  or 
more^— through  the  organs  of  the  authentic 
•teadfhst  Mr.  Miers,-^ad  a  handsome  house 
in  Mendoza,  and  *'bis  own  portrait,  as  I  re- 
marked, hung  ap  between  those  of  Napoleon 
and  the  Duke  of  Wellington.**  In  Mendoza, 
cheerful,  mudbuilt,  whitewashed  Town,  seated 
at  the  eastern  base  of  the  Andes,  **  with  its 
shady  public  walk  well  paved  and  swept;" 
looking  out  pleasantly,  on  this  hand,  over  wide 
horizons  of  Pampa  wilderness ;  pleasantly  on 
that,  to  the  Rocky-chain,  Cordillera  they,  call  it, 
of  the  sky-piercing  Mountains,  capt  in  snow, 
or  with  volcanic  fumes  issuing  from  them: 
there  dwelt  General  i^-Generalissimo  San 
Martin,  ruminating  past  adventures  over  half 
the  world ;  and  had  his  portrait  hung  up  be- 
tween Napoleon's  and  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton's. 

Did  the  reader  ever  hear  of  San  Martin's 

march  over  the  Andes  in  Chile  1     It  is  a  feat 

worth  looking  at ;  comparable,  most  likely,  to 

Hannibal's  march  over  the  Alps,  while  there 

was  yet  no  Simplon  or  Mont-Cenis  highway; 

and  it   transacted    itself    in   the   year   1817. 

South  American  armies  think  Utile  of  picking 

their  way  through  the  gullies  of  the  Andes ;  so 

the  Buenos-Ayres  people,  having  driven  out 

their  own  Spaniards,  and  established  the  reign 

of  freedom,  though  in  a  precarious  manner, 

thought  it  were  now  good  to  drive  the  Spaniards 

out  of  Chile,  and  establish  the  reign  of  freedom 

there  also  instead:   whereupon   San   Martin, 

commander  at  Mendoza,  was  appointed  to  do 

it.     By  way  of  preparation,  for  he  began  from 

afar,  San   Martin,  while  an   army  is   getting: 

ready  at  Mendoza,  assembles  "at  the  fort  of 

San  Carlos  by  the  Agiianda  river,"  some  days' 

journey  to  the  south,  all  attainable  tribes  of 

the  Pehuenche  Indians,  to  a  solemn   Palaver, 

vo  they  name  it,  and  civic  entertainment,  on 
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the  esplanade  there.  The  eeremoiiies  aid  U^ 
liberations^  as  described  by  Ghmenl  Millcr,ai« 
somewhat  surprising;  still  more  iheeowM' 
hig  civic  feast,  which  lasts  lor  three  days,  which 
consists  of  horses'  flesh  for  the  solid  pan,  mi 
horses'  blood  with  ardent  apirita  md  HkHmm  fr 
the -liquid,  consumed  with  such  alacritf,  viA 
sQch  results  as  one  may  faocy.  However,  ihi 
women  had  prudently  removed  all  the  arm 
beforehand;  nay,  **fiYe  or  six  of  these  poor 
women,  taking  it  by  toros,  were  always  kmi 
in  a  sober  state,  watching  over  the  reat^  m 
that  comparatively  little  miachief  was  doai^ 
and  only  ^  one  or  two"  deaths  fay  quarrel  taA 
place. 

The  Pehuenches  having  dm  ok  their  aidfl^ 
water  and  horses'  blood  ia  thia  manner,  aai 
sworn  eternal  friendship  to  San  -Ifaitia,  wot 
home,  and— communicated  to  his  caeauo^ 
across  the  Andes,  the  road  he  moaot  to  nhk 
This  was  what  8au  Martin  had  Ibmeea  lai 
meant,  the  knowing  man!  He  hastMcd  In 
preparations,  got  bis  artillery  along  oa  psie^ 
his  men  equipt  with  knapaaclu  and  ^vcrnckib 
his  mules  in  readiness ;  and*  ia  all  atUlaaib 
set  forth  from  Mendoia  by  mmaiko  real  Flnr 
things  in  late  war,  according  10  OcaataJ  Ml 
ler,  have  been  more  noteworthy  ihan  Aii 
march.  The  long  straggling  line  of  aoMin^ 
six  thousand  and  odd»  with  iheir  qnadiapds 
and  baggage,  wfnding  throng  the  heart  crAs 
Andes,  breaking  for  a  hri«  momeal  ths  di 
abysmal  solitudes!— For  yon  ftrre  aknflt 
some  narrow  roadway,  tbroagh  stony  Elf> 
rinths;  huge  rock-moontains  hanging  ofer 
your  head,  on  this  hand  ;  and  under  yomket, 
on  that,  the  roar  of  mountain-cataracts,  borror 
of  bottomless  chasms ; — the  very  winds  asd 
echoes  howling  on  yon  in  an  almost  preter- 
natural manner.  Towering  rock-barriers  rise 
sky-high  before  you,  and  behind  you,  aod 
around  you ;  intricate  the  ontgate  !  The  ro«d- 
way  is  uarrow ;  footing  none  of  the  best  Shirp 
turns  there  are,  where  it  will  l>ehove  you  vt 
mind  your  paces;  one  false  step,  and  you  vill 
need  no  second ;  in  the  gloomy  jaws  of  tbe 
abyss  you  vanish,  and  the  spectral  winds 
bowl  requiem.  Somewhat  better  are  the  sus- 
pension bridges,  made  of  bamboo  and  leather, 
though  Ihey  swing  like  see-saws :  men  are 
stationed  with  lassos,  to  gin  yon  dexteronslj, 
and  fish  you  up  from  the  torrent,  if  you  trip 
there. 

Through  this  kind  of  country  did  San  Mar- 
tin march;  straight  towards  San  lago,  to  fight 
the  Spaniards  and  deliver  Chil^.  For  am- 
munition wagons  he  had  forrag,  sledges,  canoe- 
shaped  boxes,  made  of  dried  bull's-hide.  His 
cannons  were  carried  on  the  back  of  roalfs, 
each  cannon  on  two  mules  judiciously  haroc-s- 
ed  :  on  the  packr>addle  of  your  foremovl  malfi 
there  rested  with  firm  girths  a  Iodjj  <iroo5 
pole;  the  other  end  of  which  ( /br/.e^' end, tc 
suppose)  rested,  with  like  girths,  on  the  pack- 
saddle  of  the  hindmost  mule  ;  your  cannoa 
was  slung  with  leathern  straps  on  ihi>  pole 
and  so  travelled,  swaying  and  dandling.  5«t 
moderately  secure.  In  the  knapsack  of  each 
soldier  was  eight  days'  provender,  dried  beef 
ground  into  snuff-powder,  with  a  inod:cam«f 
^^^^«.x^  s.ad  a  slight  seasoning  of  biscsU  ff 
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nmizemeAl ;  «  store  of  onions,  of  garlic,"  was 
BOt  wanting:  Paraguay  tea  coald  be  boiled  at 
erentide,  by  fire  of  scrub-bushes,  or  almost 
of  ruck-lichens  or  dried  mule-dung.  No  further 
iMggage  was  permitted:  each  soldier  lay,  at 
night,  wrapt  in  his  poncho^  with  his  knapsack 
for  pillow,  under  the  canopy  of  heaven ;  luUa- 
bied  by  hard  travail :  and  sank  soon  enough 
into  steady  nose-melody,  into  the  foolishest 
rough  colt-dance  of  unimaginable  Dreams. 
Had  he  not  left  much  behind  him  in  the  Pam- 

EtLB, — mother,  mistress,  what  not;  and  was 
ke  to  find  somewhat,  if  he  ever  got  across  to 
Chile  living?  What  an  entity,  one  of  those 
night-leaguers  of  San  Martin;  all  steadily 
snoring  there,  in  the  heart  of  the  Andes,  under 
the  eternal  stars!  Wayworn  sentries  with 
difficulty  keep  themselves  awake :  tired  mules 
chew  barley  rations,  or  doze  on  three  legs; 
the  feeble  watchfire  will  hardly  kindle  a  cigar ; 
Gnnopus  and  the  Southern  Cross  glitter  down ; 
and  all  snores  steadily,  begirt  by  granite 
deserts,  looked  on  by  the  constellations  in  that 
manner!  San  Martin's  improvident  soldiers 
ale  oat  their  week's  rations  almost  in  half  the 
time ;  and  for  the  last  three  days,  had  to  rush 
on*  sparred  by  banger:  this  also  the  knowing 
San  Martin  bad  foreseen ;  and  knew  that  they 
could  bear  it,  these  rugged  Guachot  of  his; 
najr,  that  they  would  march  all  the  faster  for  it. 
On  the  eighth  day,  hungry  as  wolves,  swift 
and  sadden  as  a  torrent  from  the  mountains, 
tljsy  disembogued ;  straight  towards  San  lago, 
to  the  astonishment  of  men; — ^struck  the 
donbly  astonished  Spaniards  into  dire  mis- 
girings ;  and  then,  in  pitched  fight,  after  due 
manoeuvres,  into  total  defeat  on  the  "  Plains 
of  Bfaypo,"  and  again,  positively  for  the  last 
time,  on  the  Plains  or  Heights  of  **  Chacabuco ;" 
and  completed  the  *'  deliverance  of  Chile,"  as 
was  thought,  for  ever  and  a  day. 

Alas,  the  **  deliverance  of  Chile  was  but 
commenced ;  very  far  from  completed.  Chile, 
alter  many  more  deliverances,  up  to  this  hour, 
is  always  but  "delivered,"  from  one  set  of 
evil  doers  to  another  set !  San  Martin's  Ma- 
nmnvres  to  liberate  Peru,  to  unite  Peru  and 
Chile,  and  become  some  Washington-Nai>oleon 
of  tiie  same,  did  not  prosper  so  well.'  The 
aaspicion  of  mankind  had  to  rouse  itself; 
Liberator  Bolivar  had  to  be  called  in;  and 
some  revolution  or  two  to  take  place  in  the 
interim.  San  Martin  sees  himself  peremptorily, 
thongh  with  courtesy,  complimented  over  the 
Andes  again ;  and  in  due  leisure,  at  Menduza* 
hangs  his  portrait  between  Napoleon's  and 
Wellington's.  Mr.  Miers  considered  him  a 
lainpoken,  obliging,  if  somewhat  artful  man. 
Might  not  the  Chilenos  as  well  have  taken 
him  for  their  Napoleon?  They  have  gone 
farther,  and,  as  yet,  fared  little  better! 

The  world-famous  General  O'Higgins,  for 
example,  he,  after  some  revolution  or  two, 
became  Director  of  Chile ;  but  so  terribly  ham- 
pered by  *<  class-legislation,"  and  the  like, 
what  could  he  make  of  it?  Almost  nothing! 
0*Higgins  is  clearly  of  Irish  breed;  and, 
though  a  Chileno  born,  and  ''natural  son  of 
Don  Ambrosio  O'Higgins,  formerly  the  Spa- 
nish Viceroy  of  Chile,"  carries  his  Hibernian- 
in  his  very  Ikee.    A  most  cheery,  jovial, 


buxom  countenance,  radiant  with  pepticity, 
good  humour,  and  manifold  eflfectuality  in 
pence  and  war !  Of  his  battles  and  adven- 
tures let  some  luckier  epic  writer  sing  or 
speak.  One  thing  we  Foreign  Reviewers  will 
always  remember:  his  father's  immense  merits 
towards  Chile  in  the  matter  of  highways. 
Till  Don  Ambrosio  arrived  to  govern  Chile, 
some  half  century  ago,  there  probably  was  not 
a  made  road  of  ten  miles  long  from  Panama  ro 
Cape  Horn.  Indeed,  except  his  roads,  we  fear 
there  is  hardly  any  yet.  One  omits  the  old 
Inca  causeways,  as  too  narrow  (being  only 
three  feet  broad)  and  altogether  unfrequented 
in  the  actual  ages.  Don  Ambrosia  made, 
with  incredible  industry  and  perseverance  and 
skill,  in  every  direction,  roads.  From  San 
lago  to  Valparaiso,  where  only  sure-footed 
mules  with  their  packsaddles  carried  goods, 
there  can  now  wooden-axled  cars,  loud-sound- 
ing, or  any  kind  of  vehicle,  commodiously  roll. 
It  was  he  that  shaped  these  passes,  through  the 
Andes,  for  most  part;  hewed  them  out  from 
mule-tracks  into  roads,  certain  of  them.  And 
think  of  his  camchat.  Always  on  the  higher 
inhospitable  solitudes,  at  every  few  miles'  dis- 
tance, stands  a  trim  brick  cottage,  or  ca»A«cAa, 
into  which  the  forlorn  traveller,  introducing 
himself,  finds  covert  and  grateful  safety ;  nay 
food  and  refection, — for  there  are  **  iron  boxes'' 
of  pounded  beef  or  other  provender,  iron 
boxes  of  charcoal ;  to  all  which  the  traveller, 
having  bargained  with  the  Post-ofilice  authori- 
ties, carries  a  key.*  Steel  and  tinder  are  not 
wanting  to  him,  nor  due  iron  skillet,  with 
water  from  the  stream:  there  he,  striking  a 
light,  cooks  hoarded  victuals  at  eventide,  amid 
the  lonely  pinnacles  of  the  world,  and  blesses 
Governor  O'Higgins.  With  "both  hands," 
it  may  be  hoped, — if  there  is  vivacity  of  mind 
in  him : 

Tfad  you  teen  tlii«  road  before  it  waa  made, 

You  would  liA  both  your  bandi  and  bleaa  General  Wade. 

It  affects  one  with  real  pain  to  hear  from 
Mr.  Miers,  that  the  war  of  liberty  has  half 
ruined  these  0*Higgins  catuchng.  Patriot  sol- 
diers, in  want  of  more  warmth  than  the  char- 
coal box  could  yield,  have  not  scrupled  to  tear 
down  the  door,  doorcase,  or  whatever  wooden 
thing  could  be  come  at,  and  burn  it,  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment.  The  storm-stayed  travel- 
ler, who  sometimes,  in  threatening  weather, 
has  to  linger  here  for  days,  "  for  fifteen  days 
together,"  does  not  lifl  both  his  hands,  and 
bless  the  Patriot  soldier! 

Nay,  it  appears,  the  O'Higgins  roads,  even 
in  the  plain  country,  have  not,  of  late  years, 
been  repaired,  or  in  the  least  attended  to,  so 
distressed  was  the  finance  department;  and 
are  now  fast  verging  towards  impassahility 
and  the  condition  of  mule-tracks  again.  What 
a  set  of  animals  are  men  and  Chilono««'  If  an 
O'Higgins  did  not  now  and  then  appear  among 
ihern,  what  wou'd  become  of  the  unf(»rluuaies1 
Can  yon  wonder  that  an  O'Higgins  sometimes 
lose*5  temper  wiih  them  ;  thutu  the  persuasive 
outspread  hand, clutching  some  sharpest  hide- 
whip,  some  terrible  sword  of  justice  or  gallows 
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Umo  lliefvwitb,  instead,— -and  becomes  a  Dr.  I  of  Man ;  under  the  moat  nnpropituraa 
Francia  now  and  then!    Both  the  0*Higgins   sunces;  and  bare  hitherto  got  only  to  ttt 


and  Francia,  it  seems  probable,  are  phases 
of  the  same  character;  both,  one  begins  to 
iear,  are  indispensable  from  time  lo  time,  in  a 
world  inhabited  by  men  and  Chilenos !  ■ 

As  to  O'Higgins  the  tiecond,  Patriot.  Natural 
aoD  0*Hig:;in»i  he,  as  we  said,  had  almo!<t  no 
success  whatever  as  a  govenior;  beins  ham- 
pered by  class-legislation.    Alas,  a  governor 
in  Chile  cannot  succeed.    A  governor  there 
has  to  resign  himself  to  the  want  of  success; 
and  should  say.  in  cheerful  intc^rrogative  tone, 
like  that  Pope  elect,  who,  showing  himself  on 
the  balcony,  was  greeted  with   mere  bowls, 
'^  Nim  piafttmmo  alpopohf* — and  thereupon  pro- 
ceed  cheerfully  to  the  itcxt  faet  Govemiog  is  a 
rude  bnsiness  everywhere ;  bat  in  South  Ame- 
rioa  it  is  of  quite  primitire  rudeness ;  ihej 
have  no  parliamentary  way  of  changing  minis- 
tries as  yet;  nothing  but  the  rude  primitive 
way  of  hanging  the  old  ministnr  on  gibbets, 
that  the  new  may  be  installed !  Their  govern- 
'   ment  has  altered  its  name,  says  the  sturdv  Ifr. 
Miers,  rendered  sulky  by  what  he  saw  there : 
altered  its  name,  but  its  nature  continues  as 
before.    Shameless  peeulation,  malversation, 
that  is  their  government:  oppression  formerly 
by  Spanish  officials,  now  by  native  hacienda- 
dos,  land-proprietors^ — the  thing  called  justice 
still  at  a  great  distance  from  them,  savs  the 
sulky  Mr.  Miers !— Yes,  but  coming  always, 
answer  we ;  every  new  gibbeting  of  an  old  in- 
effectual ministry  bringing  justice  somewhat 
nearer  I    Nay,  as  Miers  himself  has  to  admit, 
certain  improvements  are  already  indispata- 
blc.    Trade  everywhere,  in  spite  of  multiplex 
confusions,  has  increased,  is  increasing:  the 
days  of  somnolent  monopoly  and  the  old  Ac- 
apulco  ship  are  gone,  quite  over  the  horizon. 
Two  good,  (jr  partially  good   measures,  the 
very   nece>sity   of    things    has    everywhere 
brought  about  in  those  poor  countries:  clip- 
ping of  the  enormous  bat-wings  of  the  clergy, 
and  emancipating  of  the  slaves.     Bat-wings, 
we  say;  for  truly  the  South  American  clergy 
had  grown  to  be  as  a  kind  of  bat-vampires : — 
readers  have  heard  of  that  huge  South  Ameri- 
can blood-sucker,  which  fixes  its  bill  in  your 
circulating  vital-fluid   as   you   lie  atlrcp,  and 
there   sucks;    waving  you  with   the  motion 
of  its  detestable  leather  wings  into  ever  deeper 
sleep ;  and  so  drinking  till  1/  is  satisfied,  and 
you — do  not  awaken  any  more  !    The  South 
American   governments,  all   in   natural  feud 
with  the  old  church-dignitaries,  and  likewise 
all  in  great  straits  for  cash,  have  everywhere 
•confiscated  the  monasteries,  cashiered  the  dis- 
obedient dignitaries,  melted  the   superfluous 
church-plate  into  piasters;  and,  on  the  whole, 
shorn  the  icings  of  their  vampire  ;  so  that  if  it 
still  suck,  you  will  at  least  have  a  chance  of 
awakening  before   death ! — Then   again,   the 
very  want   of  soldiers   of  liberty  led  to   the 
emancipating  of   blacks,  yellows,  and  other 
coloured    persons;    your   mulatto,   nay   y(»ur 
negro,  if  well  drilled,  will  stand  fire  as  well  as 
another. 

Poor  South  American  emancipators ;  they 
began  with  Yo\uey,"R;i^'Tv^\  ^tvd  Company,  at 
that  gospel  of  Social  Convi^cv^si^>ii^'^\^v&\ 


length  we  see !  Kaj  now,  it  aeema,  ihcy  4i 
possess  **  universities,**  which  are  at  loil 
schiiols  with  other  than  monk  teachers:  ikf 
have  got  libraries,  tbongfa  as  yet  almost  a» 
Iwdy  reads  them,  and  our  friend  Miers,  it 


peaiedly  knocking  at  all  doors  of  the  Gnai 
Chile  National  Library,  could  never  is  lUi 
hour  discover  where  the  ke/  lay,  and  kad  n 
content  himself  with  looking  in  throngh  Ae 
windows.*  Miers,  as  already  hinted,  deui» 
rates  nnspeakable  improvements  in  Chie^* 
desiderates,  indeed,  aa  the  basis  of  all,  ai » 
mense  increase  of  soap-and-water.  Tcf^  Ah 
sturdy  ICiers,  dirt  is  decidedly  to  be  miimii 
whatever  improvements,  temporal  or  spirtoni 
may  be  intended  neztl  Aceordiag  to  ~~ ' 
the  open,  still  more  the  aeerec  penoaal 
ness  of  those  renkote  popplatioas,  riam  a 
towards  the  sablime.  Finest  ailing  goll  lis- 
eades,  pearl  neeklaces,  and  diamond  eardnpi^ 
are  no  seeoritf  against  it :  alas,  allif  aoigii 
that  clitters ;  somewhat  that  glitiera  is  mm 
potrid  fish-ijrini  Decided,  enonBoasIf  » 
creased  appliance  of  soap-and>wMef,  ia  al  li 
branches,  with  all  its  adjuncta ;  this, 


to  Miers,  wonld  be  aa  improrcmeat.  Be  am 
also  ("in  his  haste,"  aa  la  probable^ iikc it 
Hebrew  Psalmist)  that  all  Chileae  am  ■• 
liars;  all,  or  in  appearanga,  A!  A  popb 
that  nses  almost  no  soap,  and  tpcaks  ataMS 
no  troth,  but  goes  about  in  thatftAioi^ki 
state  of  persoiial  naattnesa,  and  alsoof  spiriiiri 
nastiness,  approaching  the  aablime ;  sack  pa^ 
pie  is  not  easy  to  govern  well ! — 

But  undoubtedly  by  far  the  ootablest  d 
all  these  South  American  phenomeDS  is  Dr. 
Francia  and  his  Dictatorship  in  Pangaaj; 
concerning  whom  and  which  we  have  sov 
more  particularly  to  speak.  Francia  asd  ks 
"  reign  of  terror"  have  excited  some  inieresi 
much  vague  wonder  in  this  country;  ui 
especially  given  a  great  shock  to  constitotios* 
al  feeling.  •  One  would  rather  wish  to  ksov 
Dr.  Francia; — but  unhappily  onecaoDot!  Otf 
of  such  a  murk  of  distracted  shadows  aid 
rumours,  in  the  othen  hemisphere  of  the  verii 
who  would  pretend  at  present  to  decipher  Ae 
real  portraiture  of  Dr.  Francia  and  his  Life! 
None  of  us  can.  A  few  credible  fettsrB» 
wonderful  enough,  original  enough  in  oar 
constitutional  time,  will  perhaps  to  ihr  ia- 
partial  eye  disclose  themselves ;  these,  vi& 
some  endeavour  to  interpret  these,  may  lead 
certain  readers  into  various  reflections,  coe- 
stitutional  and  other,  not  entirely  withoatheaeiL 

Certainly,  as  we  say,  nothing  coald  vcfi 
shock  the  constitutional  feeling  of  msskiid. 
aii  Dr.  Francia  has  done.  Diooysius  the  tyraU 
of  Syracuse,  and  indeed  the  whole  breed  ot 
tyrants,  one  hoped,  had  gone  many  hasdrei 
years  ago,  with  their  reward ;  and  beie.  asdff 
our  very  nose,  rises  a  new  '^  tyrant,**  clsiaiaf 
also  his  reward  from  us  !  Precisely  vbei 
constitutional  liberty  was  begioniog  to  ^ 
understood  a  little,  and  we  flattered  oarxl«o 
that  by  due  ballot-boxes,  by  doe  registrsiinS' 
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eoQits,  uid  bursts  of  parliamentary  eloquence, 
tomeibing  like  a  real  National  Palaver  would 
be  got  ap  in  those  countries, — arises  this  tawny- 
Tisaged,  lean,  inexorable  Dr.  Francia ;  claps 
you  an  embargo  on  all  that;  says  to  con- 
stitutional liberty,  in  the  most  tyrannous  man- 
ner. Hitherto,  and  no  farther !  It  is  an  un- 
deniable, though  an  almo.st  incredible  fact, 
that  Francia,  a  lean  private  individual,  Practi- 
tioner of  Law,  and  Doctor  of  Divinity,  did, 
for  twenty  or  near  thirty  years,  stretch  out  his 
rod  over  the  foreign  commerce  of  Paraguay, 
saying  to  it,  Cease  !  The  ships  lay  high  and 
dry,  their  pitchless  seams  all  yawning  on  the 
clay  banks  of  the  Parana;  and  no  man  could 
trade  but  by  Francia's  license.  If  any  person 
entered  Paraguay,  and  the  Doctor  did  not  like 
his  papers,  his  talk,  conduct,  or  even  the  cut 
of  his  face, — it  might  be  the  worse  for  such 
person !  Nobody  could  leave  Ptrraguay  on 
any  pretext  whatever.  It  mattered  not  that 
yon  were  man  of  science,  astronomer,  geo- 
loger,  astrologer,  wizard  of  the  north ;  Francia 
heeded  none  of  these  things.  The  whole  world 
knows  of  M.  Aim^  Bonpland ;  how  Francia 
seized  him,  descending  on  his  tea-estahlish- 
aent  in  Entre  Rios,  like  an  obscene  vulture, 
and  carried  him  into  the  interior,  contrary 
even  to  the  law  of  nations ;  how  the  great 
Hnmboldt  and  other  high  persons  expressly 
applied  to  Dr.  Francia,  calling  on  him,  in  the 
name  of  human  science,  and  as  it  were  under 
penalty  of  reprobation,  to  liberate  M.  Bonpland ; 
and  how  Dr.  Francia  made  no  answer,  and  M. 
Bonpland  did  not  return  to  Europe,  and  in- 
deed has  never  yet  returned.  It  is  also  ad- 
mitted that  Dr.  Francia  had  a  gallows,  had 
jailers,  law-fiscals,  officials ;  and  executed,  in 
his  time,  •*  upwards  of  forty  persons,"  some  of 
them  in  a  very  summary  manner.  Liberty 
of  private  judgment,  unless  it  kept  its  mouth 
ahuf,  was  at  an  end  in  Paraguay.  Paraguay 
lay  under  interdict,  cut  off  for  above  twenty 

J  ears  from  the  rest  of  the  world,  by  a  new 
Honysius  of  Paraguay.  All  foreign  commerce 
had  ceased ;  how  much  more  all  domestic 
constitution-building!  These  are  strange  fact!<. 
Dr.  Francia,  we  may  conclude  at  least,  was 
not  a  common  man  but  an  uncommon. 

How  unfortunate  that  there  is  almost  no 
kanwledge  of  him  procurable  at  present! 
IVext  to  none.  The  Paraguenos  can  in  many 
cases  spell  and  read,  but  they  are  not  a  litera- 
Tf  people ;  and,  indeed,  this  Doctor  was,  per- 
haps, too  awful  a  practical  phenomenon  to  be 
ealmly  treated  of  in  the  literary  way.  Your 
Breughel  paints  his  sea-storm,  not  while  the 
•hip  is  lalxiaring  and  cracking,  but  aAer  he 
has  fcot  to  shore,  and  is  safe  under  cover ! 
Onr  Baenos-Ayres  friends,  again,  who  are  not 
wiUiont  habits  of  printing,  lay  at  a  great  dis- 
tance from  Francia,  under  great  obscurations 
of  quarrel  and  controversy  with  him;  their 
ecmstitutional  feeling  shocked  to  an  extreme 
degree  by  the  things  he  did.  To  them,  there 
could  little  intelligence  float  down,  on  those 
Jong  muddy  waters,  through  those  vast  dis- 
tracted countries,  that  was  not  more  or  less  of 
a  distrscied  nature ;  and  then  from  Buenns- 
Ayrea  over  into  Europe,  there  is  another  long 
tract  of  distance,  liable  to  new  distractions. 


Francia,  Dictator  of  Paraguay,  is,  at  present, 
to  the  European  mind,  little  other  than  a 
chimera;  at  best,  the  statement  of  a  puzzle, 
to  which  the  solution  is  still  to  seek.  As  the 
Paraguenos,  though  nut  a  literary  people,  can 
many  of  them  spell  and  write,  and  are  not 
without  a  discriminating  sense  of  true  and 
untrue,  why  should  not  some  real  "Life  Of 
Francia,"  from  those  parts,  be  still  possible  1 
If  a  writer  of  genius  arise  there,  he  is  hereby 
invited  to  the  enierprixe.  8urely  in  all  places 
your  writing  genius  ought  to  rejoice  over  an 
acting  genius,  when  he  falls  in  with  such; 
and  say  to  himself:  "Here  or  nowhere  is  rhe 
thing  for  me  to  write  of!  Why  do  I  keep  pen 
and  ink  at  all,  if  not  to  apprize  men  of  this 
singular  acting  genius  and  the  like  of  him! 
My  fine-arts  and  esthetics,  my  epics,  litera- 
tures, poetics,  if  I  will  think  of  it,  do  all  at 
bottom  mean  either  that  or  else  nothing  what- 
ever !" 

Hitherto  our  chief  source  of  information  as 
to  Francia  is  a  little  book,  the  second  on  our 
list,  set  forth  in  French  some  sixteen  years  ago, 
by  the  Messrs.  Rengger  and  Longchamp. 
Translations  into  various  languages  were  exe- 
cuted; of  that  into  English  it  is  our  painful  duty 
to  say  that  no  man,  except  in  the  case  of  ex- 
treme necessity,  shall  use  it  as  reading.  The 
translator,  having  little  fear  of  human  detection, 
and  seemingly  none  at  all  of  divine  or  diabolic, 
has  done  his  work  even  unusually  ill ;  with  ig- 
norance, with  carelessness,  with  dishonesty 
prepense;  coolly  omitting  whatsoever  he  mow 
that  he  did  not  understand : — poor  man,  if  be 
yet  survive,  let  him  reform  in  time !  He  has 
made  a  French  book,  which  was  itself  but  lean 
and  dry,  into  the  most  wooden  of  English  false 
books ;  doing  evil  as  he  could  in  that  matter ; — 
and  claimed  wages  for  it,  as  if  the  feat  deserved 
noLcs  first  of  all !  Reformation,  even  on  the 
small  scale,  is  highly  necessary. 

The  Messrs.  Rengger  and  Longchamp  were, 
and  we  hope  still  are,  two  Swiss  Surgeons; 
who  in  the  year  1819  resolved  on  carrying  their 
talents  into  South  America, into  Paraguay,  with 
views  towards  *  natural  history,"  among  other 
things.  After  long  towing  and  struggling  in 
those  Parana  floods,  and  distracted  provinces, 
after  much  detention  by  stress  of  .weather  and 
of  war,  they  arrived  accordingly  in  Francis's 
country;  but  found  that  without  Francia's 
leave  they  could  not  quit  it  again.  Francia 
was  now  a  Dionyslus  of  Paraguay.  Paraguay 
had  grown  to  be,  like  some  mousetraps  and 
other  contrivances  of  art  and  nature,  easy  to 
enter,  impossible  to  get  out  of.  Our  brave  Sur- 
geons, our  brave  Rengger  (for  it  is  he  alone  of 
the  two  that  speaks  and  writes)  reconciled  them- 
selves ;  were  set  to  doctoring  of  Francia's  sol- 
diery, of  Francia's  self;  collected  plants  and 
beetles ;  and,  for  six  years,  endured  their  lot 
rather  handsomely  :  at  length,  in  1825,  the  em- 
bargo was  for  a  time  lifted,  and  they  got  home. 
This  book  was  the  consequence.  It  is  not  a 
good  book,  but  at  that  date  there  was,  on  the 
subject,  no  other  book  at  all ;  nor  is  there  yet 
any  <>ther  belter,  or  as  good.  We  consider  it  to 
be  authentic,  veracious,  moderately  accurate; 
though  lenn  and  dry, it  is  intelligible,  rational ;  iii 
the  French  original^  not  utLt<L^d'^\AR.«   VI  ^ "k&a^. 
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tajr  h  embnces  up  to  this  date,  the  present  date, 
all  of  importance  that  is  yet  known  in  Earope 
ahoui  the  Doctor  Despot;  add  to  this  its  indispo- 
tahle  Imci  y :  the  fact  Ihat  it  can  be  read  sooner 
by  several  hours  than  any  other  Dr,  Franeia : 
these  are  its  excellences,-— considerable,  though 
wholly  of  a  comparative  sort. 

After  all,  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit !  There 
is  an  endless  merit  in  a  man's  knowing  when 
to  hare  done.  The  stupidest  man,  if  be  will 
be  brief  in  proportion,  may  fairly  claim  some 
hearing  from  ns :  he  too,  the  stupidest  man, 
has  seen  something,  heard  something,  which 
is  his  own,  distinctly  peculiar,  never  seen  or 
beard  by  any  man  in  this  world  before ;  let  him 
tell  OS  thatr— he,  brief  in  proportion,  shall  be 
welcome ! 

The  Messrs.  Roberuon,  with  their  **  Franeia's 
Reign  of  Terror,**  and  other  books  on  South 
America,  have  been  much  before  the  world  of 
late ;  and  fhiled  not  of  a  perusal  from  this  re- 
Tiewer;  whose  next  sad  dnhr  it  now  is  to  say 
a  woi^  about  them.  The  Messrs.  Robertson, 
tome  thirty  or  five-and-thirty  years  ago,  were 
two  yoang  Scotchmen,  th>m  the  neighl>oorhood 
of  Edinburgh,  as  would  seem :  who,  under  fiur 
auspices,  set  out  for  Buenos-Ayres,  thence  for 
Paraguay,  and  other  quarters  of  that  remote 
continent,  in  the  way  of  commercial  adventure. 
Being  young  men  of  vivacity  and  open  eye- 
tight,  they  surveyed  with  attentive  view  those 
eonvulsed  regions  of  the  world;  wherein  it  was 
evident  that  revolution  raged  not  a  little ;  but 
also  that  precious  metals,  cowhides,  Jesuits* 
bark,  and  multiplex  commodities,  were  never- 
theless extant ;  and  iron  or  brazen  implements, 
omamentSf  cotton  and  woollen  clolhing,  and  Bri- 
tish manufactures  not  a  few.  were  objects  of  de- 
sire to  mankind.  The  brothers  Robertson,  acting 
on  these  facts,  appear  lo  have  prospered,  to 
have  extensively  flourished  in  their  commerce; 
which  they  gradually  extended  up  the  river 
Plate,  to  the  city  of  the  Seven  Streams  or  Cur- 
rents, (Corrieniet  so  called.)  and  higher  even  to 
Assoropcion.meiropolis  of  Paraguay;  in  which 
latter  place,  so  extensive  did  the  commercial 
interests  grow,  it  seemed  at  last  expedient  that 
one  or  both  of  the  prosperous  brothers  should 
take  up  his  personal  residence.  Personal  resi- 
dence accordingly  they  did  take  up,  one  or  both 
of  them,  and  maintain,  in  a  fluctuating  way,  now 
in  this  city,  now  in  thai,  of  the  De  la  Plata, 
Parana  or  Paraguay  country,  for  a  considera- 
ble f^pace  of  years;  how  many  years,  in  precise 
arithmeiic, it  is  impossible,  from  lhe>e  inextrica- 
bly complicated  documents  now  before  us,  to  as- 
certain. In  Paraguay  itself,  in  Assumpcion  city 
itself,  it  is  very  clear,  the  brothers  Robertson  did, 
successively  or  simultaneously,  in  a  fluctuating 
inextricable  manner,  live  for  certain  years ;  and 
occasionally  saw  Dr.  Franeia  with  their  own 
eyes, — thobgh  to  them  or  others,  he  had  not  yet 
become  notable. 

Mountains  of  cow  and  other  hides,  it  would 
appear  quitted  those  countries  by  movement 
of  the  brothers  Robertson,  to  be  worn  (»ut  in 
Europe  as  tanned  boots  and  horse-harness,  with 
more  or  less  satisfaction, — not  without  due 
profit  to  the  merchants,  we  shall  hope.  About 
the  time  of  Dr.Franc\a.*s  beginning  his  "  reign 
•f  terror/*  or  eat\iec  W  m^i^  \»,(!Lvit  >aDkfc\^  w^ 


no  dates  in  these  ineztrieable  doemmeatij  te 
Messrs.  Robertson  were  loclnr  enoogli  tol^ 
final  fkrewell  of  Paragnay,  aod  earry  theirca» 
mercial  enterprises  into  other  qnarten  of  ihtf 
vast  continent,  where  the  reign  was  not  if 
terror.  Their  voyaging*,  coo  nter»Toyagiip. 
comings  and  goings,  seem  to  have  been  eii» 
sive,  frequent,  inextricably  complez ;  to  Barape, 
to  Tucuman,  to  Olasguw,  to  Chile,  to  Lasvsii 
and  elsewhither;  too  complez  for  a  saeoiBi 
intelligenee,  as  that  of  oor  readers  has  to  be  tf 

K resent.    Sufficient  for  as  to  know,  that  Ae 
tessrs.  Robertson  did  IxMlilj,  and  for  gooii» 
turn  to  their  own  coontry  some  fiew  ytmn  umh; 
with  what  net  result  of  cash  is  boi  diai^ 
adumbrated  in  these  documents;  ceiUislyviA 
some  increase  of  knowledge    -had  te  wdM- 
ing  of  it  but  t>een  brief  in  proponionl 
putably  the  Messrs*  Robertson  had 
to  tell :  their  eyes  had  seen  some  new 
of  which  their  hearts  and  nndentaodiBB  M 
taken  hold  more  or  less..  In  which  tmm 
stances  the  Messrs.  Robertscm  deeidrdoapth 
lishing  a  lKX)k.     Arrhagemenu  beng  m^ 
two  volames  of  "  Letters  on  FangwqT  am 
oat,  with  due  welcome  lh>m  the  woridL  is  MH 
We  have  read  these  **  Letters*  Ibr  tht  fnt 
time  lately :  a  lKX)k  of  somewhat 
tore:  imAeasarably  thinner  than 
have  wished ;  otherwise  not  vitbont  mtht  ft 
is  written  in  an  offhand,  free-gtowiag^  vfiyafr 
less,  very  iacorrect  style  of  language^  of  thusfMi 
and  of  conception;  breathes  a  chcefMcipl^ 
tic,  social  spirit,  as  of  adventnrons  8o«thABi^ 
rican  Britons,  worthy  to  sacceed  in  ba<iscH; 
gives  one.  here  and  there,  some  visible  coscreli 
feature,  some  lively  glimpse  of  those  remott 
sun-burnt  countries;  and  has  throughout  a  bid 
of  bantering  humour  or  qaasi-humour,  a  jorh 
ality  and  healthiness  of  heart,  which  is  eoih 
fortable  to  the  reader,  in  some  measure.   A 
book  not  to  be  despised  in  these  doll  times:  ooc 
of  that  extensive  class  of  books  which  a  reader 
can  peruse,  so  to  speak,  "  with  one  eye  »kBt 
and  the  other  not  open  ;**  a  considerable  laiirr 
for  some  readers.    These  '•Letters  on  Para- 
guay" meeting,  as  would  seem,  a  unaqimoss 
approval,  it  was  now  determined  by  the  Mes^a 
Robertson  that  they  would  add  a  third  volone.    - 
and  entitle  it  *'  Dr.  Francia^s  Reign  of  Terrar.'  I 
They  did  so,  and  this  likewise  the  present  le-  ^ 
viewer  has  read.     Unluckily  the  authors  hai 
a^  it  were,  nothing  more  whatever  to  sar  abott 
Dr.  Franeia,  or  next  to  nothing;  and  under  this 
condition,  it  must  be  owned  they  have  done 
their  book  with  what  success  was  well  possi- 
ble.   Given  a  cubic  inch  of  respectable  Castik 
soap.  To  lather  it  op  in  water  so  as  to  fill  ose 
puncheon  wine-measure:  this  is  the  prublee: 
let  a  man  have  credit  (of  its  kind)  fordoiaf 
his  problem!    The    Messrs.  Robertson  hare 
picked  almost  every  fact  of  .HYg:ni6caoce  froa 
"  Renffj^er  and  Longchamp,**  adding  some  oot 
very  significant  reminiscences  of  their  ovi: 
this  is  the  square  inch  of  soap;  youbtbffit 
up  in  Robert.s(»nian  loquacity.  jovialitr,C(ifB- 
mercial-Iun   banter,  Leadincr. Article  philoso- 
phy, or  other  aqueous  vehicles  till  it  fillstte 
puncheon,  the  volume  of  foor  hundred  pifl<^ 
and  say  **  There !"    The  public  it  would  *eM» 
V  ^v^  \k!^  din^  even  this  in  the  ihee  ti  ^ 
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It  boofbt  it  i-i  a  punchGun  filled ;  and 
b  eonsrqiieuees  are  already  brre:  Three  vo- 
es  more  on  •■  Sonlh  AmericB,"  from  Ihe 
I*  sssidioas  Messrs  Roberison  !  These  also, 
(hi)  tifemrss.  Ibis  pre^enl  reviewer  has 
*nd  his,  alai,  10  ^ay  thai  Ihey  nre  simply 
ei  in  new  vocabiex.  under  a  new 
sically  all  thai  ve  did  not  already 
ir  oflhese  ihr«  VDlomes,— there  are  crafts- 
0  greal  eminence  who  will  undertake 
it  in  one  sheet!  Yet  there  Ihey  stand, 
w  solid-Ioolling  votumes,  a  thousand  primed 
!  and  upwards;  three  pnncheans  mart 
-  '  "It  of  the  old  square  inch  of  Castile 
is  loo  bad.  A  necessitous  ready- 
1  Irishman  sells  yoa  an  indifferent  grey- 
itsals  it  overnight,  paints  i1  black. 


>  yiju  again 


1  Ihe 


d  before  judKe.s,  sharply  cross-questioned, 

>t  e«ectited,  fiir  such  adroitness 

lone-flesh:  but  there  is  no  law  yet  as  to 

It  de  la  Condamine.  abonl  a  oenlury  ago, 

■  oBc  of  a  world-famous  company  thai  went 

■  those  eqainocliat  countrieii,  and  for  the 
en  years  did  eiploiis  there, 

a  Quito  to  Caen{a  he  measnred  you  de- 
.V  of  Ihe  meridian,  climbed  moontains,  tooii 
ferrations,  had  adventnres  ;  wild  Creoles  op- 
BBK  Spanish  nescience  to  human  science  i 
ing  down  your  whole  cargo 
Bsionally  in  the  heart  of  re- 
ie  denens.  and  striking  work  ibers.*  M.  de 
twdtimine  saw  bull-Sghli  al  Cuenfa,  five 
I  running;  and. on  the  hlth  day,  saw  bis 
bnnnaie  loo  audacious  surgeon  massticred 
'  ■  It  there.  He  sailed  the  entire 
Ifclb  of  Ihe  Amazons  River,  in  Indian  canoes; 
t  PiTngo  rnpids,  over  infinite  mud- 
),  Ihe  ioSniie  tangled  wilderness  with  its 
kieg  de«i>l8lion  on  the  right  hand  of  him 
P  on  the  len ; — and  had  mischaDce<i,  adven- 
■•tial  observations  all  Ihe 
V,  and  made  remarks!  Apart  allogeiher 
R  bii  meridian  degrees,  which  belong  in  a 
I  sense  to  world-hisiory  and  the  ad- 
I  of  all  Adam's  sinful  posterity,  this 
his  party  saw  and  suSered  many 
imes  as  much  of  mere  romance  ad- 
is  Ihe  Messrs.  Robertson  did:— 
[i'>din's  pas'Bge  down  the  Amazons, 
t  ^ghlfol  life-in-deaih  amid  the  howling 
■(•Mabyrinihs,  and  wrecks  of  her  dear 
'  I  more  adventure  of  itself 

'   Aaa  was  ever  drcamlof  in  the  Rnbensonian 
world.    And  of  all  Ihis  M.  de  la  Condamine 
ioenl,  Incid,  and  conclusively  iiitel- 
credible  account  in  one  very  small 
lame;  nol  quiie  ihe  eighih  pan  of 
fall  Mrs?ir«.  Riibfrtsnn  have  already  written, 
not  lucid,  or  conclusively 
^lliffihle    and   credible  manner.     And   Ihe 
s.  Robenson  talk  repeatedly,  in  their  last 


1   other   volur 
will  encourage." 
iFill  be  a  monstrous  fno I  if  it  do, 
blio  ought   to  stipulate  first  thnt  the 
ir  know  led  |::e  forthcoming  there  about  (. 
IMraled  from  Ihe  knowledge  or  ignor. 
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already  known  ;  that  the  preliminary  qtmtion 
he  rigorously  put.  Are  several  volumea  ih« 
space  to  hold  it.  or  a  small  fraction  of  one  vv 

On  Ihe  whole,  it  is  a  sin, good  reader,  though 
there  is  no  Aci  of  Parliament  againsi  it;  an 
indubiiahJe  moJtfac'ion  or  crime.  No  mortal 
has  a  riehl  to  wag  his  tongue,  much  leu  to 
wag  bis  pen,  without  saying  aomelhing:  ho 
knows  not  what  mischief  be  does,  past  compu- 
lation; scaliering  words  without  meaning, — 
to  afflict  the  wbole  world  yet,  before  tbej 
cease !  For  thistle-down  llies  al)road  on  alt 
winds  and  airs  of  wind:  idle  thistles,  idledande- 
lions,  and  other  idle  products  of  Nature  or  lh« 
human  mind,  propagate  themselves  in  Ibat 
way;  like  to  cover  Ihe  face  of  Ihe  earth,  did 
not  man's  indigDaniprovidence  with  reap-book, 
with  rake,  with  autumnal  steel-and-iinder,  ill' 
tervene.  Ii  is  frightful  1o  Ihink  how  every  idle 
volume  Sies  abroad  like  an  idle  globular  down- 
beard,  embryo  of  new  millions;  every  word 
of  it  a  potenlialseed  of  infinite  new  down  beards 
'  'olumes;  fortheniindofmanisferacious, 
iracious;  germinaiive,  above  all  things, 
of  the  downbeard  species!  Why,  the  author 
lorps  in  Great  Brilain,  every  sonl  of  them  irt- 
lined  10  grow  mere  dandelions  if  permitted,  is 
low  supposed  to  be  about  ten  thousand  strong; 
and  the  reading  corps,  who  read  merely  lo  es- 
cape from  themselves,  with  one  eye  shot  and 
the  other  not  open,  and  will  put  up  with  almost 
any  dandelion  or  thing  which  they  can  read 
lihou!  opening  both  their  eye^,  nmounta  lo 
renly-seven  millions  all  but  a  few  !  O  coqld 
ihe  Messrs.  Robertson,  spirited,  arlicolale* 
, peaking  men,  once  know  well  in  wFiat  a 
:ompBralively  blessed  tnood  you  close  yonr 
irief,  inielligent.  conclusive  M.  de  la  CondS:- 
nine,  and  feel  thai  you  have  passed  joor 
'vening  well  and  nobly,  as  in  a  temple  of  wis> 
dom, — nol  ill  and  disgracefully,  as  in  brawling 
tavern  supper-rooms,  wilh  fools  and  noisy  per- 
sons,— ah,  in  Ihal  case,  perhaps  Ihe  Messrs.  Scv 
berlson  would  write  Iheir  new  work  on  Chile 

But  enough  ofthtsRobrnsonian  department; 
which  we  mut-I  leave  lo  the  Fates  and  Supreme 
Providences.'  These  spirited,  articulale-spealr- 
ing  Robertsons  are  far  froia  the  wor^l  of  their 
kind;  nay,  among  the  besi,  if  you  will ; — only 
unlucky  in  ihia  case,  in  coming  across  the 
autumnal  steel  and  linder!  Let  il  cease  to 
rain  angry  sparks  on  ihem  :  enotigb  now,  and 
more  <han  enough.  To  core  that  unnirtonaie 
department  by  philosophical  criticism — the  at- 
tempt is  most  vain.  Who  will  dismount  on  a 
hasiy  journey,  wilh  the  day  declining,  lo  at- 
tack musquilo-s warms  with  the  horsewhip! 
Spur  swiftly  through  Ihem ;  breathing  perhapa 
some  pious  prayer  lo  heaven.  By  ihe  horse- 
whip ihey  cannot  bo  killed.  Drain  nul  the 
swamps  where  they  are  bred, — Ah,pould>l  Ihoa 
do  something  towards  Ihal !  And  in  ihe  mean 
while:  How  lo  gel  on  with  ibis  of  Dr  Francia. 

The  materials,  as  our  reader  sees,  are  of  ihe 
miscrabiesi :  mere  inlricate  inanity  (if  ve  ei> 
ccpl  poor  wooden  Itineger,')  and  little  more; 
Dot  facts,  but  broken  shadows  of  facts;  clunda 
of  confu^^ed  blusler  and  jargon ; — the  whole 
still  more  bewildered  in  ihe  J{o6«'l«M,b1I«h>^- 
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w«  may  emW  a  niBDiiig  iliriek  of  constitatioBal 
IcBancUtion*  **  sanguioary  tyrant,"  and  so 
forth.  How  18  any  picture  of  Franeia  to  be 
ikbricated  out  of  that  1  Certaioly,  first  of  all, 
by  omMon  of  the  ninnihg  shriek !  This  laUer 
we  shall  totally  omit.  Franeia,  the  sanguinary 
tyrant,  was  not  bound  to  look  at  the  world 
ttirongh  Rengger's  eyes, through  Parish  Rober^ 
son's  eyes,  but  faithfblly  through  his  own  eyes. 
"We  are  to  considpr  that,  in  all  'human  Ixkeli- 
liood,  this  Dionysius  of  Paraguay  did  mean 
aomethingi  and  then  ask  in  quietness.  What! 
The  running  shriek  once  bushed,  perhaps 
many  things  will  compose  themselves,  and 
atraggling  fractions  of  information,  almost  infi- 
nitCKSim^ly  small,  may  become  unexpectedly 
luminous ! 

An  unscientific  cattle-breeder  and  tiller  of - 
.flie  earth,  in  some  nameless  ehaera  not  fkr  from 
the  city  of  Assumpcion,  was  the  father  of  this 
remarkable  human  iodividual ;  and  seems  to 
luLTe  eroked  bim  into  being  some  time  in  the 
year  1767.  Tlie  man's  name  is  not  known  to 
vs;  his  very  nation  is  a  point  of  controversy: 
Franeia  himself  gave  bim  out  lor  an  immigrant 
of  French  extraction;  the  popular  belief  was, 
that  he  had  wandered  over  from  Braiil.  Por- 
tn^^uese  or  French,  or  both  in  one,  he  produced 
(bis  human  individual,  and  had  him  christened 
bjr  the  name  of  Jos^  Gaspar  Rodriguez  Fran- 
eia, in  the  vear  above  menuoned.  R^rignexno 
doubt  had  a  mother  too; 'but  her  name  also, 
nowhere  foun5l  menKoned,  must  be  omitted  in 
this  dehneaiion.  Her  name,  and  all  her  fond 
maternities,  and  workings,  and  sufferings, 
good  brown  lady,  are  sunk  in  dumb  forgetful- 
ness ;  and  baried  there  along  with  her,  under 
the  twenty-fiAh  parallel  of  Southern  Latitude ; 
and  no  British  reader  is  required  to  interfere 
with  ihem  !  Jos6  Rodriguez  must  ha^e  been 
a  loose-made  tawny  creature,  much  given  to 
taciturn  reflection ;  probably  to  crying  hu- 
mours, with  fits  of  vehement  ill-nature :  such 
a  subject,  it  seemed  to  the  parent  Franeia 
cautiously  reflecting  on  it,  would,  of  all  attain- 
able trades,  be  suitahlesi  for  preaching  the  gos- 
pel, and  doing  the  divine  offices,  in  a  country 
like  Paraguay.  There  were  other  young  Pran- 
cias;  at  least  one  sister  and  one  brother  in  ad- 
dition ;  of  whom  the  latter  by  and  by  went 
mad.  The  Francias,  with  their  adust  charac- 
ter, and  vehement  French-Portuguese  blood, 
had  perhaps  all  a  kind  of  aptitude  for  madness. 
The  Dictator  himself  was  subject  to  the  lerri- 
blesl  fits  of  hypochondria,  as  your  adust*' men 
of  genius"  too  frequently  are!  The  lean  Rod- 
riguez, we  fancy,  may  have  been  of  a  devo- 
tional turn  withal;  born  half  a  century  earlier, 
he  had  infallibly  been  so.  Devotional  or  not, 
he  shall  be  a  priest,  and  do  the  divine  offices 
in  Paraguay,  perhaps  in  a  very  unexpected 
way. 

Rodriguez  having  learned  his  hornbooks  and 
elementary  branches  at  Assumpcion,  was  ac- 
cordingly despatched  to  the  University  of  Cor- 
dova in  Tucuman,  to  pursue  his  curriculum  id 
that  seminary.  So  far  we  know,  but  almost  no 
farther.  What  kind  of  cnrriculum  it  was, 
whai  \e'=isou«i,  s^iiritaal  spnonmeat,  the  poor 
lank  saWow  \iv^^  ^-^is  et7\.\timt\  ^v>J?v/vcw  ^vit- 


dova  High  Seminary;  and  how  he  look  Is  i^ 
and  pined  or  throve  on  it,  is  entirely  vaecrtrik 
Lank  sallow  boys  in  the  Tcic«maii  and  ste 
hi^  Seminaries  are  often  dreadTolly  iMok 
with,  in  respect  to  their  spiritual  spoonac^ 
as  the  times  go !  Spoon-poison  yon  niigbtote 
call  it  rather:  as  if  the  object  weretoJiftfei 
them  Mithridateses,  able  to  live  on  poiai! 
Which  may  be  a  aseful  art,  too,  in  its  }6aii 
Nay,  in  fact,  if  we  consider  it,  these  high  «tt- 
naries  and  establishments  ezisi  ihei^  m 
Tucuman  and  elsewher^  not  for  that  hik 
sallow  bo/s  special  purposes,  bni  for  tkk 
own  wise  purpoMte;  the^  weiae  made  vi 
put  together,  a  long  while  since,  withosttakiif 
the  smallest  counsel  of  tte  sallow  boy!  f^ 
quently  they  seem  to  say  to  him,  sU  aiNg: 
*<This  precious  thing  that  lies  in  thee,OnBiv 
boy,  of  *  genius,'  so  called,  it  may  to  thee  ad 
to  eteroid  Nature,  be  precions ;  but  lo  as  ad 
to  temporary  Tucuman,  it  is  not  precMnm  ta 
pernicious,  deadly :  we  require  thee  toqsilAifc 
or  expect  penalties  r*  AndyettbepoorbQf«kiv 
can  he  quit  it ;  eternal  Natarp  herself  Abb 
the  depths  of  the  Universe,  ordering  hiB  Up 
on  with  itl'  From  the  depths  of  the  tTniven^ 
and  of  his  own  Soal,  latest  revelalioa  dt  is 
Universe,  he  is,  in  a  silent,  impereqmhk^te 
irrefragable  manner,  directed  lo  go  oa  wiJki^ 
— «nd  has  to  go,  though  nnder  penaliiM.  1^ 
nalties  of  veiy  death,  or  wane!  Ma^  is 
poor  boy,  so  willing  to  obe^  temporaty  1W» 
mans,  and  yet  nnable  to  disobey  eteinal  M^ 
tore,  is  tralv  to  be  pitied.  Them  shak  k 
Rodriguez  Franeia!  cries  Natare,  and  ike 
poor  boy  to  himself.  Then  shalt  be  Ixsauai 
Loyola,  Friar  Ponderoso,  Dun  Faipaascbo 
Usandwonto!  cries  Tucuman.-  The  poor crei- 
ture*s  whole  boyhood  is  one  long  lavsoU: 
Rodriguez  Franeia  against  All  Persoos  io  ^ 
neral.  It  is  so  in  Tucuman,  so  in  most  plsce&. 
You  cannot  advise  eflfcclually  into  whatbi^ 
seminary  he  had  best  be  seat;  ihe  only  safe 
way  is  to  bargain  beforehand,  that  he  bare 
force  bom  with  him  suflicient  to  make  itself 
good  against  all  persons  in  general ! 

Be  this  as  it  may,  the  lean  Franeia  pnse- 
cutes  his  studies  at  Cordova,  waxes  gradoallj 
taller  towards  new  destinies.  R^^riguez  Fraa- 
cia,  in  some  kind  of  Jesuit  scullcap,  and  black 
college  serge  gown,  a  lank  rawbooed  creatsit^ 
stalking  with  a  down-look  through  the  irre{»> 
lar  public  streets  of  Cordova  in  those  jrfsn. 
with  an  infinitude  of  painful  unspeakabilitin 
in  the  interior  of  hira,  is  an  intere&tiog  object 
to  the  historical  mind.  8o  much  is  uaspeak- 
able,  O  Rodriguez ;  and  it  is  a  most  ttrasge 
Universe  this  we  are  bom  into;  and  the  theo- 
rem of  Ignatius  Loyola  and  Don  Fatptaocbo 
Usandwonio  seems  to  me  to  hobble  somevhai! 
Much  is  unspeakable;  lying  within  ooe  likei 
dark  lake  of  doubt,  of  Acherontic  dread  lead- 
ing down  to  Chaos  itsKcltl  Much  is  nospeik- 
able,  answers  Franeia;  bnt  somewhat  slsos 
speakable, — this  for  example  :  That  I  will  tot 
be  a  priest  in  Tucuman  in  ihese  circoa- 
stances;  that  I  should  like  decidedly  to  bet 
secular  person  rather,  were  it  even  a  la^rer ' 
Franeia,  arrived  at  raan*s  years.  ch.iHjre"  fn« 
Diviniry  lo  Law.  Some  sny  it  was  in  Dviti^ 
^vhA.t  he  graduated,  and  got  his  Djcti>r*siiiu 
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Bengger  says,  Divinity ;  the  Robertsons,  like- 
lier to  be  incorrect,  call  him  Doctor  of  Laws. 
To  our  present  readers  it  is  all  one,  or  nearly 
so.  Rodriguez  quilted  the  Tucuman  jihia 
Mater^  wiih  some  beard  on  his  chin,  and  reap- 
peared in  Assuropcion  to  look  out  for  practice 
at  the  bar. 

What  had  Rodriguez  contrived  to  learn,  or 
grow  to,  under  this  his  Jlma  Mater  in  Cordova, 
when  he  quitted  her?     The  answer  is  a  mere 

Sess  ;  his  curriculum,  we  again  say,  is  not  yet 
own.  Some  faint  smattering  of  Arithmetic, 
or  the  everlasting  laws  of  numbers ;  faint 
smattering  of  Geometry,  everlasting  laws  of 
Shapes ;  these  things  we  ^uess,  not  altogether 
in  the  dark,  Rodriguez  did  learn,  and  found 
extremely  remarkable.  Curious  enough :  That 
roand  Globe  put  into  that  round  Drum,  to 
tonch  it  at  the  ends  and  all  round,  it  is  pre- 
cisely as  if  you  clapt  2  into  the  inside  of  3, 
not  a  jot  more,  not  a  jot  less :  wonder  at  it,  O 
Francia;  for  in  fact  it  is  a  thing  to  make  one 
paase!  Old  Greek  Archimedeses,  Pythago- 
rases,  dusky  Indians,  old  nearly  as  the  hills, 
detected  snch  things ;  and  they  have  got  across 
into  Paraguay,  into  this  brain  of  thine,  thou 
happy  Francia.  Fow  is  it,  too,  that  the  Al- 
mighty Maker's  planets  run  in  those  heavenly 
spaces,  in  paths  which  are  conceivable  in  thy 
poor  human  head  as  Sections  of  a  conel 
The  thing  tboa  conceivest  as  an  Ellipse,  the 
Almighty  Maker  has  set  his  Planets  to  roll  in 
that .  Clear  proof,  which  neither  Loyola  nor 
Usandwonto  can  contravene,  that  Thou  too  art 
denizen  of  this  universe;  that  thou  too,  in 
some  inconceivable  manner,  wert  present  at 
the  Conncil  of  the  Gods! — Faint  smatterings 
of  such  things  Francia  did  learn  in  Tucuman. 
Endless  heavy  fodderings  of  Jesuit  theology, 
poured  on  him  and  round  him  by  the  wagon- 
load,  incessantly,  and  year  after  year,  he  did 
sot  team;  but  left  lying  there  as  shot  rubbish. 
On  the  other  hand,  some  slight  inkling  of  hu- 
man grammatical  vocables,  especially  of 
French  vocables,  seems  probable.  French 
Tocables ;   bodily  garments  of  the  "  Encyclo- 

Jedie"  and  Gospel  according  to  Volney,  Jean 
acques  and  Company;  of  infinite  import   to 
Francia ! 

Nay,  is  it  not  in  some  sort  beautiful  to  see 
the  sacred  flame  of  ingenuous  human  curi- 
osity, love  of  knowledge,  awakened,  amid  the 
damp  somnolent  vapours,  real  and  metaphori- 
cal, the  damp  tropical  poison-jungles,  and  fat 
Lethean  stupefactions  and  entanglements,  even 
in  the  heart  of  a  poor  Paraguay  Creole  ?  Sa- 
cred flame,  no  bigger  yet  than  that  of  a  far- 
thing rushlight,  and  with  nothing  but  second- 
hand French  class-books  in  science,  and  in 
politics  and  morals  nothing  but  the  Raynals 
and  Rousseaus,  to  feed  it:  an  t^-fed,  lank-qua- 
vering, most  blue-coloured,  almost  ghastly- 
looking  flame ;  but  a  needful  one,  a  kind  of 
sacred  one  even  that !  Thou  shalt  love  know- 
ledge, search  what  i$  the  truth  of  this  God's 
Universe;  thou  art  privileged  and  bound  to 
love  it,  to  search  for  it,  in  Jesuit  Tucuman,  in 
all  places  that  the  sky  covers ;  and  shall  try 
even  Volneys  for  help,  if  there  be  no  other 
help!  This  poor  blue-coloured  inextinguish- 
able flame  in  the  soul  of  Rodriguez  Francia, 


there  as  it  bums  better  or  worse,  in  many 
figures,  through  the  whole  life  of  him,  is  very 
notable  to  me.  Blue  flame  though  it  be,  it 
has  to  hum  up  considerable'  quantities  of  poi- 
sonous liimher  from  the  general  face  of  Para-' 
guay ;  and  singe  the  profound  impenetrable 
forest-jungle,  spile  of  all  its  brambles  and  lia- 
nas, into  a  very  black  condition, — intimating 
that  there  shall  be  disease  and  removal  on  the 
pirtof  said  forest-jungle ;  peremptory  removal; 
that  the  blessed  Sunlight  shall  again  look  in 
upon  his  cousin  Earth,  tyrannously  hidden 
from  him,  for  so  many  centuries  now !  Cou- 
rage, Rodriguez  ! 

Rodriguez,  indiflferent  to  such  remote  consi- 
derations, successfully  addicts  himself  to  law- 
pleadings,  and  general  private  studies,  in  the 
city  of  Assumpcion.  We  have  always  under- 
stood he  was  one  of  the  best  advocates,  pep- 
haps  the  very  best,  and,  what  is  still  more,  the 
jnstest  that  ever  took  briefs  in  that  country. 
This  the  Robertsonian  "Reign  of  Terror"  it- 
self is  willing  to  admit,  nay  repeatedily  as- 
serts, and  impresses  on  us.  He  was  so  just 
and  true,  while  a  young  man ;  gave  such  di- 
vine prognostics  of  a  life  of  noblenesiT;  and 
then,  in  his  riper  years,  so  belied  all  that! 
Shameful  to  think>of ;  he  bade  fair,  at  one  time, 
to  be  a  friend  of  humanity  of  the  first  water; 
and  then  gradually,  hardened  by  politT.al  suc- 
cess, and  love  of  power,  he  became  a  mere 
ravenous  goui,  or  solitary  thief  in  the  night; 
stealing  the  constitutional  palladiums  from 
their  parliament  houses — and  executed  up- 
ward of  forty  persons !  Sad  to  consider  what 
men  and  friends  of  humanity  will  come  to! 

For  the  rest  it  is  not  given  to  this  or  as  yet  to 
any  editor,  till  a  Biography  arrive  from  Para- 
guay, to  ^hape  out,  with  the  smallest  clearness, 
a  representation  of  Francia's  existence  as  an 
Assumpcion  Advocate;  the  scene  is  so  distant, 
the  conditions  of  it  so  unknown.  Assumpcion 
city,  near  three  hundred  years  old  now,  lies  in 
free-and-easy  fashion, on  the  left  bankof  the  Pa- 
rana River,  embosomed  among  fruit-forests, rich 
tropical  umbrage;  thick  M'ood  round  it  every- 
where,— which  serves  for  defence  loo  against 
the  Indians.  Approach  by  which  of  the  vari- 
ous roads  you  will,  it  is  through  miles  of  soli- 
tary shady  avenue,  shutting  out  the  sun's  glare; 
over-canopying,  as  with  grateful  green  awn- 
ing, the  loose  sand-highway, — where,  in  the 
early  part  of  this  century,  (date  undiscoverable 
in  those  intricate  volumes,)  Mr.  Parish  Robert- 
son, advancing  on  horseback,  met  one  cart 
driven  by  a  smart  brown  girl,  in  red  bodice, 
with  long  black  hair,  not  unattractive  to  look 
upon ;  and  for  a  spsce  of  twelve  miles,  no 
other  articulate-speaking  thing  whatever.* 

The  people  of  that  profuse  climate  live  in 
a  careless  abundance,  troubling  themselves 
about  few  things ;  build  what  wooden  carts, 
hide-beds,  mud-brick  houses,  are  indispens- 
able; import  what  of  ornamental  lies  handiest 
abroad ;  exchanging  it  for  Paraguay  tea  ia 
sewed  goatskins.  Riding  through  the  town  of 
Santa  Fe,  with  Parish  Robertson  at  three  in 
the  aAernoon,  you  will  find  the  entire  popula- 
tion just  risen  from  its  siesta ;  slipshod,  half- 
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ballDtied  1  EittiDg  in  ils  from  verandahs  opra 
lo  ihe  »UtfU  eaiJDg  pompliin*  »ilh  roraciiy,— 
junli  10  the  rsn  in  pumpkins  i  imbibing  Ihi 
gralfful  saccbsrine  juices,  id  a  free  and  eas; 
way.  Tbey  look  op  at  Ibe  Eound  i>(  you 
ho'ir»,  nm  wiiboDt  good  bumour.  Frondeni 
irees  pnrasol  ibr  iLreeu. — thanks  lo  Hi' 
and  Ihe  Virgin.  You  will  be  welcome  ai 
irrtuUai, — a  kind  of  "nwm*,"  »s  the  flunkey 
says,  "coasisling  of  flirialioo  and  ihe  uinal 
(riromings:  ncan-it  on  Ibe  lable  aboul  s 
o'clock."  Before  Ihis,  ihe  whole  population,  il 
is  like,  has  goae  to  batbe  pramisi^uoasly,  and 
cool  and  purify  iiself  m  the  Parana:  promis- 
CDously,  bnl  you  have  all  got  linen  balhiog- 
garmeaii  and  can  swash  about  with  some  de- 
cency; a  great  relief  to  the  human  taberna- 
cle in  those  climates.  At  your  icrtviia,  it  a 
said,  the  Attdalnsian  eyes,  stilt  brigbt  lo  the 
tenth  or  iwelflb  generstioa,  are  disiractiie. 
aednolive  enough,  and  nrgue  a  sou!  that  would 
repay  cullivaline.  The  heaalirul  balf-savages ; 
fbll  of  wild  sheei-liehtning,  which  might  be 
nade  continuoasly  luminous!  Tertulia  well 
orer.  yen  sleep  on  hide  stretchers,  perhaps 
kcre  and  there  on  a  civilized  malirass,  within 
doors  or  on  the  housetops. 

In  Ihe  damp  flat  country  parts,  where  the 
notqaitoes  abotind,  yoa  lilecp  on  high  stages, 
nouDled  on  four  poles,  forty  feet  above  the 
ground, attained  by  ladders;  so  high,  blessed 
be  the  Virgin,  no  mosquito  can  follow  to  sting, 
— il  is  a  blessing  of  the  Virgin  or  some  other. 
You  sleep  there,  in  an  indiscriminate arrange- 
nent,  each  in  his  several  pancko  or  blanket- 
eloik;  with  some  saddle,  deal-box,  vooden 
log.  or  the  like,  under  your  head.  For  bcd- 
tetler  is  the  canopy  of  everlasting  bine:  for 
uifEht-lamp  burns  Canopus  in  his  infinite 
■paces:  mosquitoes  cannot  reach  you,  if  it 
pleue  the  Poners.  And  roay-Sngered  Morn, 
■nfltisinglhe  east  with  sadden  redand  gold,  and 
other  flame-heraldry  of  .swifl-advaucing  Day, 
altehuales  all  dreams;  and  Ihe  sun's  Rrsi  level 
ligbt-volley  sheers  awny  sleep  from  living 
creatures  everywhere ;  and  living  men  do 
then  awaken  ou  Iheir  four-post  stage  there,  in 
tbe  Pampas,— and  might  begin  with  prayer  ir 
they  liked,  one  fancies!  There  is  an  altar 
decked  on  ihe  horiion's  edge  yonder,  is  there 
not;  and  a  cathedral  wide  enough! — How, 
:  night,  you    have    defended  yourselves 
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Tilt  Qiiacho  populi 
is  not  yet  At  for  constitutional  liberty.  They 
are  k  rude  people ;  lead  a  drowsy  life,  of  ease 
and  sluttish  abundance, — one  shade,  and  but 
one,  above  a  dog's  life,  which  is  defined  as 
"  ease  and  scarcity."  The  arts  are  in  their  in- 
fkacyt  and  nut  less  the  virtues.  For  equip- 
nenl,  clothing,  bedding,  household  furniture, 
and  general  outfit  of  every  kind,  those  simple 
populaiinns  depend  much  on  the  skin  of  the 
cow;  making  of  it  most  things  wajited,  lasso, 
botas,  thip-oordagc,  nmminjis  of  cart-wheeis, 
spatterdashes,  bed^  and  house-doors.  In  coun- 
try places  thry  sit  on  Ihe  skull  of  (he  cowi 
General  Aniga.i  wns  seen,  and  spoken  with, 
by  one  of  ihe  Itnbertsons,  sitting  among  field- 
oflkers,hl]  on  cow-skulls,  loastiug  siriprt  ' 
beeC  and  #diotating  lo  three  "~ 


and  Epsom  dwindle 
son  of  Guscho  hf>r««inat 
ever  Centaurs  lired  opoa  ihl 
of  them.  They  stick  oo  Uteirl 
were  one  flesh;  gallopang  wl 
hardly  path  for  an  ibex ;  k 
garoos.and  SourisUbig  tJbeiftfl 
the  while.  They  can  whi^M 
under  the  belly  oT  tb«  bonl 
stratagem,  and  stick  &M,|9 
mere  great  toe  and  be«L  J 
drove  of  wild  horses  gatlload 
den,  with  wild  scream,  it  Mt 
Centaurs  with  pikea  ia  dieir| 
have  the  skill,  which  most  d 
Newmarket,  of  riding  on  boi 
fed ;  and  can  bring  fresh  spa 
out  of  a  horse  which,  with  ] 
point  of  lying  down.  To  ride 
with  Dacrow  they  would  esiec 
to  ride  on  the  brokeo^winded 
of  one  horse,  that  is  the  feat  I 

Their  huts  abound  in  beef,  i 
rubbish;  excelling  iu  dirt  n 
"  ire  has  anywhere  i 
They  drink  Parag 
II  up  in  Biiccession,  ihrotigh  ih 
from  one  common  skillet.  T 
ble,  sooty,  leathery,  lying,  l«i 
of  eiceiient  talent  in  their  sph 
stoicism,  though  ignuranl  of  2 
ism  conpled  viih  real  gayety  e 
their  reek,  they  laugh  lond, 
banter;  they  iivnog,  in  a  pla 
rough  love-melodies  on  a  1 
smoke  infinite  tobacco;  and  i 
bling  and  ardent  spirits,  ordi 
voracious  empty  sools.  For  tl 
and  a  better,  they  delight  « 
Christi  ceremonies,  mass-chai 
voliona]  performances.  Thesi 
be  drilled  into  someibing!  T 
there  like  empty  eapacioiu  bl 
the  heavens  and  tbe  eartb,  aniK 
who  may  pass  that  way:  "laS 
put  into  us,  then  ?  Nothing  b| 
ness,  Jesuit  supers  titioa,rtibbiS 
stripes  oftough  beef!"  Ye  nnl 
— yes,  there  is  aomelhing  oi 
several  thing*  other,  to  pui  , 
withal,  you  will  observe,  the  et 
first  to  he  put  out  of  yon:'" 
Brutalness,  Darkness,  Palicq" 
or  more.  And  the  way  to  j 
you  is,  alas,  not  so  fitain  s 
alas,  on  the  whole,  is  it  t 
good  horse-whips  lustily  h 
out  these  seven  devils  as  a  pre 

How  Francia  passed  bis  i 
region,  where  phikviophy,  as  b 
at  the  lowest  ebbi  Tr. 
Fizleia,  bad  "  perennial  K 
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•npibfmeiits.''  He  had  much  law-business,  a 
great  and  ever-iscreasing  reputation  as  a  roan 
at  once  skilful  and  iaithHil  in  the  management 
of  causes  for  men.  Then,  in  his  leisure  hours, 
he  bad  his  Volneys,  Raynals ;  he  had  second- 
huad  scientific  treatises  in  French ;  he  loved 
to  ** interrogate  Nature,"  as  they  say;  to  pos- 
scaa  theodolites,  telescopes,  star-glasses, — any 
kind  of  glass  or  book,  or  gazing  implement 
'vhaterer,  through  which  he  might  try  to  catch 
a  glimpse  of  Fact  in  this  strange  Universe : 
poor  Francia  !  Nay,  it  is  said,  bis  hard  heart 
was  not  without  inflammability;  was  sensible 
to  those  Andalusian  eyea  still  bright  in  the 
tenth  or  twelfth  generation.  In  such  case,  too, 
it  maj  have  burnt,  one  would  think,  like  an- 
thracite, in  a  somewhat  ardent  manner.  Ru- 
moars  to  this  effect  are  afloat ;  not  at  once  in- 
credible. Pity  there  had  not  been  some  An- 
dalasian  pair  of  eyes,  with  speculation,  depth 
and  soal  enough  in  the  rear  of  them  to  fetter 
Dr.  Francia  permanently,  and  make  a  house- 
&tlier  of  him.  It  had  been  better;  but  it  be- 
fell not  As  for  that  light-headed,  smart,  brown 
gill  whom,  twenty  years  afterwards,  you  saw 
selling  flowers  on  the  streets  of  Assumpcion, 
and  leading  a  light  life,  is  there  any  certainty 
that  she  was  Dr.  Francia's  daughter?  Any 
certainty  that*  even  if  so,  he  could  and  should 
have  done  something  considerable  for  her?* 
Poor  Francia,  poor  light-headed,  smart,  brown 
girl^ — this  present  reviewer  cannot  say ! 

Francia  is  a  somewhat  lonesome,  down- 
looking  man,  apt  to  be  solitary  even  in  the  press 
<Kf  men ;  wears  a  face  not  un visited  by  laughter, 
yet  tending  habitually  towards  the  sorrowful, 
the  stern.  He  passes  everywhere  for  a  man 
of  veracity,  punctuality,  of  iron  methodic 
rigour;  of  iron  rectitude,  above  all.  "The 
skilful  lawyer,"  **  the  learned  lawyer,"  these 
are  reputations;  but  the  *' honest  lawyer!" 
This  law-case  was  reported  by  the  Robertsons 
before  they  thought  of  writing  a  "  Francia's 
Beign  of  Terror,"  with  that  running  shriek, 
which  so  confuses  us.  We  love  to  believe  the 
anecdote,  even  in  its  present  loose  state,  as 
significant  of  many  things  in  Francia  : 

"It  has  been  already  observed  that  Francia's 
reputation,  as  a  lawyer,  was  not  only  unsullied 
by  venality,  but  conspicuous  for  rectitude. 

''He  had  a  friend  in  Assumpcion  of  the 
name  of  Domingo  Rodriguez.  This  man  had 
cast  a  covetous  eye  upon  aNaboth's  vineyard, 
and  this  Naboth,  of  whom  Francia  was  the 
open  enemy,  was  called  Estanislao  Machain. 
Never  doubting  that  the  young  doctor,  like 
other  lawyers,  would  undertake  his  unright- 
eous cause,  Rodriguez  opened  to  him  his  case, 
and  requested,  with  a  handsome  retainer,  bis 
advocacy  of  iu  Francia  saw  at  once  that 
his  friend's  pretensions  were  founded  in  fraud 
and  injustice;  and  he  not  only  refused  to  act 
as  his  counsel,  but  plainly  told  him,  that  much 
as  he  hated  his  antagonist  Machain,  yet  if  he 
(Rodriguez)  persisted  in  his  iniquitous  suit. 
that  antasonisi  should  have  his  (Frtincia's) 
most  zealous  support.  But  covetousness,  as 
Ahab*s  story  shows  us,  is  not  so  easily  driven 
from  its  pretensions;  and  in  spite  of  Francia's 

*  RoiwrtMii. 


warning,  Rodriguez  persisted.  As  he  was  a 
potent  man  in  point  of  fortune,  all  was  going 
against  Machain  and  his  devoted  vineyard. 

"  At  this  stage  of  the  question,  Francia  wrap- 
ped himself  one  night  in  his  cloak,  and  walked 
to  the  house  of  his  inveterate  enemy,  Machain. 
The  slave  who  opened  the  door,  knowing  that 
his  master  and  the  doctor,  like  the  houses  of 
Montagu  and  Capulet,  were  smoke  in  each 
other's  eyes,  refused  the  lawyer  admittance, 
and  ran  to  inform  liis  master  of  the  strange 
and  unexpected  visit  Machain,  no  less  struck 
by  the  circumstance  than  his  slave,  for  some 
time  hesitated ;  but  at  length  determined  to 
admit  Francia.  In  walked  the  silent  doctor  to 
Machain's  chamber.  All  the  papers  connected 
with  the  law-plea — voluminous  enough  I  have 
been  assured — were  outspread  upon  the  de-' 
fendant's  escritoire. 

*'*  Machain,'  said  the  lawyer,  addressing 
him,  *you  know  I  am  your  enemy.  But  I 
know  that  my  friend  Rodriguez  meditates,  and 
will  certainly,  unless  I  interfere,  carry  against 
you  an  act  of  gross  and  lawless  aggression ;  I 
have  come  to  offer  my  services  in  your  de-^ 
fence.* 

**The  astonished  Machain  could  scarcely 
credit  his  senses ;  but  poured  forth  the  ebulli* 
tion  of  his  gratitude  in  terms  of  thankful  ac- 
quiescence. 

"The  first  *escrito,*  or  writing,  sent  in  by 
Francia  to  the  Juez  de  Alzada,  or  Judge  of  the 
Court  of  Appeal,  confounded  the  adverse  advo- 
cates, and  staggered  the  judge,  who  was  in  their 
interest.  *My  friend,'  said  the  judge  to  the 
leading  counsel,  *  I  cannot  go  forward  in  this 
matter,  unless  you  bribe  Dr.  Francia  to  be 
silent.'  *  I  will  try,' replied  the  advocate,  and 
he  went  to  Naboth's  counsel  with  a  hundred 
doubloons,  (about  three  hundred  and  fiAy 
guineas,)  which  he  offered  him  as  a  bribe  to 
let  the  cause  take  its  iniquitous  course.  Con- 
sidering, too,  that  his  best  introduction  would 
be  a  hint  that  his  douceur  was  offered  with 
the  judge's  concurrence,  the  knavish  lawyer 
hinted  to  the  upright  one  that  such  was  the  fact. 

***  Saiga  Utttdj  said  Francia,  *con  9u»  vila 
ptmamientoif  y  viliiimo  oro  de  mi  casta,*  *  Out 
with  your  vile  insinuations  and  dross  of  gold 
from  my  house.' 

"  Off  marched  the  venal  drudge  of  the  unjust 
judge;  and  in  a  moment  putting  on  his  capot^, 
the  offended  advocate  went  to  the  residence  of 
the  Juez  de  Alzada.  Shortly  relating  what  had 
passed  between  himself  and  the  myrmidon^ — 
'  Sir,'  continued  Francia,  *  you  are  a  disgrace 
to  law,  and  a  blot  upon  justice.  You  are,  more- 
over, completely  in  my  power;  and  unless 
to-morrow  I  have  a  decision  in  favour  of  my 
client,  I  will  make  your  seat  upon  the  bench 
too  hot  for  you,  and  the  insignia  of  your  judi- 
cial office  shall  become  the  emblems  of  your 
shame.' 

**  The  morrow  did  bring  a  decision  in  favour 
of  Francia's  client.  Naboth  retained  his  vine- 
yard; the  judge  lost  his  reputation;  and  the 
young  doctor's  fame  extended  far  and  wide." 

On  the  other  hand,  it  is  admitted  that  he 
quarrelled  with  his  father,  in  those  days;  and, 
as  is  reported,  never  s^Vl^  \a  Vi\tBi.TB^«^^*  'W* 
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sobfect  of  the  qaarrel  is  TSjpieJy  supposed  )o 
lisTe  been  **  motity  matteni.  rninei|k  is  not 
aecosed  of  STsrice ;  oay,  is  expressly  acqoitted 
of  loving  money,  even  by  Rengger.  Bat  he 
<did  hate  injustice;— tnd  probably  was  not  in- 
<dispof ed  10  allow  ttRM^I  among  others^  **  the 
'hei^t  of  fair  play  V^  A  rigorous,  correct  man, 
that  >nll  have  a  spade  be  a  s)pade ;  a  mao  of 
-flineh  l^arnibg  in  Creole  law,  and  occoH 
Trench  sciences,  of  grt^t  talent,  energy,  fide- 
lity:— a  man  of  some  temper  withal :  unhap- 
pily subject  to  pnrata  **  hrpochondria ;  black 
pnTate  thnndei^londs,  whence  probably  the 
origin  of  these  K^ningf^  when  you  poke  into 
'liim !  Hft.  leads  a  lontaora^  self-secluded  life ; 
-*  interrogating  nature?  through  mere  fllar- 
classes,  and  Abb^Raynal  philosophies*— who 
£1  that  way  will  yield  no  very  ezubenuit  re- 
rspon^e.  Mere  law-papers,  advocate  fees,  civic 
fOlRcialities,  renowns,  and  the  wonder  of  As- 
tsnmpcion  Onachos ; — not  so  much  as  a  pair 
of  Andalnsian  eyes  that  can  <asiD  him,  except 
in  a  temporary  way :  this  man  seems  to  have 
^t  but  a  lean  lease  of  nature,  and  may  end  fti 
A  rather  shrunk  condition !  A  century  ago^' 
irith  this  attrabiliar  earnestness  of  his,  and 
'ftuch  a  reverberatonr  fhmace  of  passions,  in- 
quiries, nnspeakabOities  burning  in  him,  deep 
tinder  cover,  he  might  have  made  an  excel- 
lent monk  of  8t  Dominic,  fit  almost  fbr  canoni- 
sation; nay,  an  excellent  Superior  of  tiie 
Jesuits,  Grand  Inquisitor,  or  the  like,  had  vou 
^veloped  him  in  that  way.  But,  for  all  this, 
he  is  now  a  day  too  late.  .  Monks  of  8t 
Dominic  that  might  have  been,  do  now,  instead 
of  devotional  raptures  and  miraculous  suspen- 
sions in  prayer,  produce — brown  accidental 
-female  infants,  to  sell  flowers,  in  an  indigent 
state,  on  the  streets  of  Assumpcion !     It 


force  of  a  thoosand  itieDy  mlaskMiad  lyBwi 
Ayres,  came  up  the  river  to  coufennei  im, 
in  the  end  of  1810;  bat  was  met  on  ihrirfh» 
tier  in  array  of  war;  was  attacked,  orailMi 
was  terrified,  in  the  night  watches,  so  ibii  his 
men  all  fled ; — and  on  the  morrow,  poor  Gel^ 
ral  Belgrano  found  himself  not  a  couDtenaseer. 
but  one  needing  countenance ;  and  was  ii  a 
grown  really  a  most  barren  time;    and  this    polite  way  sent  down  the  river  agaia!*   Not 


IS 


followed  by  Spaniah  Janus,- Spanish  Goita; 
and,  on  the  whole,  a  soiiiioc  bcnad.awalKrf 
poor  014  Splin  iivelf,  inaeh  to  119  ^nafeawsi 
And  naturally  of  Now  Spaiii  tioxt,— iff  dpiAk 
tmaaepieat,  seeing  itselr«v«ite !  Andv^ii 
the  new  hemisphei^  too,"  arite  wild  pnJBcK 
angry  aifuings ;  btM  itrmed  gaiheriags  it 
Bnta^Margueriia  Island  with  Bnlivan  and  b- 
vasions  of  Ounuiba;  recoils  of  La.  Pbia,i» 
volts  of  this  and  then  of  that ;  the  subterrucai 
electric  ^etfent,  shbek  oa  shook,  shakiag  asi 
isxploding,  In  the  new  bemisphiefe  tos,  ffm 
sea  to  sea.  Very  asAonisbiDw  to  witness,  fi« 
the  year  1610  and  oQwmrd5.  HadDr.Boifi^ 
Fraocia three earsybewoald  bean  ■■■Mjijii 
as  Argns,  he  wonld  gaae !  He  is  all  ItfiL  li 
is  fill  ear.  A  new,  oattrelj  diflieiwat  Igintf 
existence  is  cnt  oat  for  Dr.  Rodrigoei. 

The  Paraipav  people  ms  a  bod^,  Ijrisf  ir 
inland,  with  little  ^^nlatioii  lo  their  kaiii 
were  in  no  haste  to  adopt  tbe  new  iffidjim 
gospel  s  bnt  looked  first  how  it  woold  ssmnI 
in  shaping  itself  into  ihets.  Baeaos  Ajm 
Tuenman,niost  of  the  La 'Plata  pwmisM^hi 
made  their  Tsvolotioosv  brooghf  In  the  nipt 
of  liberty,  and  nntaekily  drivea  oat  the 
of  law  and  regularity ;  belbra  tbe 
conk!  resolve  on  saeb  an  eaterpriae* 
they  are  afraid!    Gteaeral  Belgmo^iMi 


Trancia  with  his  grim  nnspeakabiJities,  with 
liis  fiery  splenetic  homoors,  kept  close  under 
lock  and  key,  what  has  he  to  look  for  in  it  ?  A 
post  on  the  bench,  in  the  municipal  CabildOf — 
nay,  he  has  already  a  post  in  the  Cabildo ;  he 
has  already  been  Alcalde,  Lord-Mayor  of  As- 
sumpcion,  <ind  ridden  in  such  gilt  coach  as 
they  had.  He  can  look  for  little,  one  would 
say,  but  barren  moneys,  barren  Gaacho  world- 
celebrities  ;  Abb6-Raynal  philosophisms  also 
very  barren ;  wholly  a  barren  life-voyage  of 
it,  ending — in  zero,  thinks  the  Abb^Raynal  1 

But  no;  the  world  wags  not  that  way  in 
those  days.  Far  over  the  waters  there  have 
been  federations  of  the  Champ  de  Mars;  guil- 
lotines, portable-guillotines,  and  a  French 
people  risen  against  tyrants;  there  has  been  a 
Sansadottixm,  speaking  at  last  in  canon-volleys 
and  the  crash  of  towns  and  nations  over  half 
the  world.  Sleek  Fatpauncho  Usandwonto, 
sleek  aristocratic  Donothingism,  sunk  as  in 
-death-sleep  in  its  well-stuffed  easy  chair,  or 
staggering  in  somnambulism   on  the   house- 


till  a  year  after  did  the  Paragaenos,b]rspoB- 
taneous  movement,  resolve  on  acaceeroff^e^ 
dom ; — resolve  on  getting  some  kiiid  of  Cot* 
gress  assembled,  and  the  old  goremmeiit  sett 
its  ways.  Francia,  it  is  presumable,  was  actirv 
at  once  in  exciting  and  restraining  iheo:  die 
fruit  was  now  drop-ripe,  we  may  say,  aod  Wl 
by  a  shake.  Our  old  ruyal  governor  vnt 
aside,  worthy  man,  with  some  slight  grisiacf, 
when  ordered  to  do  so ;  National  Congress  ii- 
troduced  itself:  secretaries  read  papers, coo- 
piled  chiefly  out  of  RoUin'jt  Ancient  Histoiy. 
and  we  became  a  Republic :  with  Don  Fol- 
gencio  Yegros,  one  of  the  richest  Guachosind 
best  horsemen  of  the  province,  for  Prtnk*, 
and  two  assessors  with  him,  called  also  Vtain, 
or  Vowels,  whose  names  escaT>e  us;  Frawii. 
as  Secretary^  being  naturally  the  Consonant,  or 
motive  soul  of  the  combination.  This,  ts  w< 
grope  out  the  date,  was  in  1811.  The  Para- 
guay Congress,  having  completed  this  consti- 
tution, went  home  again  to  its  field-labours, 
hoping  a  good  issue. 
Feebler  light  hardljr  ever  dawned  for  thf 


tops,  seemed    to   itself  to  hear  a  voice   say 

Sleep  no  more,  Donothingism;  Donothingism  1  historical  mind,  than  this  which  is  shcdforos 
•doih  murder  sleep!  It  was  indeed  a  terrible  1  by  Rengger,  Robertsons,  and  Companr.oB  ifce 
explosion,  that  of  Sansculollism  ;  commin- ;  birth,  cradling,  baptismal  processes,  and  firlr 
gling  very  Tartarus  with  the  old-established  fortunes  of  the  new  Paraguay  Repoblit 
ftars; — fit,  such  a  tumult  was  it,  to  awaken  all    Through  long  vague,  and,  indeed,  inirinsicalif 

tiut  the  dead.     A.Tvd  omX  of  vi  ihere  had  come    ' : - 

!jVapoleonisms,  TameT\aiv\sms\  ^ti^  >^^\!l  ^:&  ^\  •  Rsnggcr. 
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acant  pages  of  their  books,  it  lies  gray^aiide- 
ipherable,  withoat  form  and  void.  Francia 
ras  secretary,  and  a  republic  di'd  take  place; 
lis,  as  one  small  clear-burning  fact,  shedding 
ira  comfortable  visibility,  conceivability  over 
le  universal  darkness,  and  making  it  into  coa- 
eivable  dusk  with  one  rushlight  fact  in  the 
enire  of  it, — this  we  do  know;  and,  cheerfully 
ielding  to  necessity,  decide  that  this  shall 
office  us  to  know.  What  more  is  there  7 
absurd  somnolent  persons,  struck  broad  awake 
y  the  subterranean  concussion  of  civil  and 
eIJg<oui»  liberty  all  over  the  world,  meeting 
)gether  to  establish  a  republican  career  of 
-eedom,  and  compile  official  papers  out  of 
lollin, — are  not  a  subject  on  which  the  histori- 
al  mind  can  be  enlightened.  The  historical 
lind,  thank  Heaven,  forgets  such  persons  and 
leir  papers,  as  fast  as  you  repeat  them.  Be- 
ides,  these  Guacho  populations  are  greedy, 
aperstitious,  vain ;  and,  as  Miers  said  in  his 
aste,  mendacious  every  seal  of  them  !  Within 
le  confines  of  Paraguay,  we  know  for  certain 
at  of  one  man  who  would  do  himself  an  in- 
iry  to  do  a  just  or  true  thing  under  the  sun ; 
ne  man  who  understands  in  his  heart  that 
lis  Universe  is  an  eternal  Fact, — and  not 
ome  huge  temporary  Pumpkin,  saccharine, 
bsinthian  ;  the  rest  of  its  significance  chime- 
ical  merely !  Such  men  cannot  have  a  his- 
)ry,  though  a  Thucydides  came  to  write  it. — 
Snough  for  us  to  understand  that  Don  This 
ras  a  vapouring  blockhead,  who  followed  his 
leasures,  his  peculations,  and  Don  That  an- 
ther of  the  same ;  that  there  occurred  fatui- 
[es,  mismanagements  innumerable ;  then  dis- 
oDtents,  open  grumblings,  and,  as  a  running 
cciimpaniment,  intriguings,  caballiugs,  out- 
sits, innings  till  the  Government  House,  fouler 
lan  when  the  Jesuits  had  it.  became  a  bottom- 
S5S,  pestilent  inanity,  insupportable  to  any 
rticulate-speakingsoul;  till  Secretary  Francia 
liould  feel  that  he,  for  one,  could  not  be  Conso- 
ant  to  such  a  set  of  Vowels;  till  Secretary 
'rancia,  one  day,  flinging  down  his  papers, 
ising  to  his  feet,  should  jerk  out  with  oratori- 
al  vivacity  his  lean  right  hand,  and  say,  with 
nit  brows,  in  a  low  swift  tone,  "Adieu,  Sen- 
ores  ;  God  preserve  you  many  years  !" 

Francia  withdrew  to  his  rhncra,  a  pleasant 
oantry-house  in  the  woods  of  Ytapua  not  far 
ff;  there  to  interrogate  Nature,  and  live  in  a 
rivate  manner.  Parish  Robertson,  much 
bout  this  date,  which  we  grope  and  guess  to 
ave  been  perhaps  in  1812,  was  boarded  with 

certain  ancient  Donna  Juanna,  in  that  same 
egton ;  had  tertulias  of  unimaginable  brillian- 
y  ;  and  often  went  shooting  of  an  evening. 
In  one  of  those — but  he  shall  himself  report  : 

•*  On  one  of  those  lovely  evenings  in  Para- 
nay,  after  the  south-west  wind  has  both  clear- 
d  and  cooled  the  air,  T  was  drawn,  in  my  pur- 
uir  of  game,  into  a  peaceful  valley,  not  far 
rom  Donna  Juanna*s,  and  remarkable  for  its 
ombinatiou  of  all  the  striking  features  of  the 
cenery  of  the  country.  Suddenly  I  came  upon 

neat  and  unpretending  cottage.  Up  rose  a 
lartridge ;  I  fired,  and  the  bird  came  to  the 
rmutid  A  voice  from  behindcalledout,  *Bim^ 
im*  'a  good  shot.*  I  turned  round,  and  be- 
leld  a  gentleman  of  about  fifty  years  of  age, 


dressed  in  a  suit  of  black,  with  a  large  scarlet 
evpoie,  or  cloak,  thrown  over  his  shoulders* 
He  had  a  ma/^-cup.  in  one  hand,  a  cigar  in  the 
other;  and  a  little  urchin  of  a  negro,  with  hi»- 
arms  crossed,  was  in  attendance  by  the  gentle- 
man's side.  This  gentleman's  countenance 
was  dark,  and  his  black  eyes  were  very  pene- 
trating, while  his  jet  hair,  combed  back  from 
a  bold  forehead,  and  hanging  in  natural  ring- 
lets over  his  shoulders,  gave  him  a  dignified- 
alid  striking  air.  He  wore  on  his  shoe:»  large 
golden  buckles,  and  at  the  knees  of  his  breechea- 
the  same." 

"In  exercise  of  the  primitive  and  simple 
hospitality  common  in  the  country,  I  was  in- 
vited to  sit  down  under  the  corridor,  and  to 
lake  a  cigar  and  maii  (cup  of  Paraguay  tea.) 
A  cele^tial  globe,  a  large  telescope,  and  a  theo- 
dolite were  under  the  little  portico;  and  I  im- 
mediately inferred  that  the  personage  before 
me  was  no  other  than  Doctor  Francia." 

Yes,  here  for  the  first  time  in  authentic  his- 
tory, a  remarkable  hearsay  becomes  a  remarka- 
ble visuality ;  through  a  pair  of  clear  humaa 
eyes,  you  look  face  to  face  on  the  very  figure 
of  the  man.  Is  not  this  verily  the  exact  record- 
of  those  clear  Robertson  ian  eyes,  and  seven 
senses ;  entered  accurately,  then  and  not  after-- 
wards,  on  the  ledger  of  the  memory  ?  We  will 
hope  so;  who  can  but  hope  so  1    The  figure* 
of  the  man  will,  at  all  events,  be  exact.    Here' 
too  is  the  figure  of  his  library ; — the  conversa-- 
tion,  if  any,  was  of  the  last  degree  of  insig-- 
nificance,  and  may  be  left  out,  or  supplied  md 
libitum : 

**  He  introduced  me  to  his  library,  in  a  con- 
fined room,  with   a  very  small  window,  and 
that  so  shaded  by  the  roof  of  the  corridor,  as 
to  admit  the  least  portion  of  light  necessarjF' 
for  study.    The  library  was  arranged  on  three* 
rows  of  shelves,  extending  across  the  roomi 
and   might  have   consisted  of  three  hundred 
volumes.    There  were  many  ponderous  books 
on  law  ;  a  few  on  the  inductive  sciences  ;  some 
in  French  and  some  in  Latin  upon  subjects  of 
general  literature,  with  Euclid's  Eletnents,  and 
some  school-boy  treatises  on  algebra.    On  a 
large  table  were  heaps  of  law-papers  and  pro*  - 
cesses.    Several  folios  bound  in  vellum  were 
outspread  upon  it ;  a   lighted  candle  (though' 
placed  there  solely  with  a  view  to  light  cigars) 
lent  its  feeble  aid  to  illumine  the  room  ;  while 
a  mat(S-cup  and  inkstand,  both  of  silver,  stood' 
on   another  part  of  the   table.     There   was- 
neither  carpet  nor  mat  on  the  brick  floor ;  and 
the.  chairs  were  of  such  aucient  fashion,  size, 
and  weight,  that  it  required  a  considerable  ef- 
fort to  move  them  from  one  spot  to  another." 

Peculation,  malversation,  the  various  forms- 
of  imbecility  and  voracious  dishonesty,  wenl 
their  due  course  in  the  government  offices  of 
Assumpcion,  unrestrained  by  Francia,  and 
unrestrainable : — till,  as  we  may  say,  it  reach- 
ed a  height ;  and,  like  other  suppurations  and 
diseased  concretions  in  the  living  system,  had 
to  burst,  and  take  itself  away.  To  the  eyes 
of  Paraguay  in  general,  it  had  become  clear 
that  such  a  reign  of  liberty  was  unendurable ; 
that  some  new  revolution,  or  change  of  minis- 
try, was  indispensable. 
Rcngger  says  that  F rancia m\^SMbL«'«  ^  ^sa>» 


m     ."* 
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'■iiiUiiioo.  Aoi- 
'  l.i'^«n  barrjing 
.liul  swor3i,"dic- 
»-^kulteJ"  Like 
r,  beinsi  monnled 

ti'ri   and  dj^mar- 


. .  _  _  i^dis?u«Bil  with  his ' 

and  <pruieii:«(ion>,  hai  i»  rUiMr  b'Oi  back 
•cain:  and  thru  anrvdiKpi^'^d  bim.  Francis' 
it  thr  OoDso^snt  of  theM  ub!.nrd  ^.Vmielai" 
no  batincM  obb  go  y  vilhoui  FraDtia)  And 
the  fiuncea^re i^mo^,  iii^oK-euii  and  the 
iniliMf,  uapatd,  itieffeeti*^  tanoiy  to  mach  ^ 
(•  nep  on»lb«  iBdiui:  and  there  ccmei.' 
UMU*  Ud  (tntour  oTvarfroio  BuMM  Ayre." ; 
— ^aiiftiDa  vhaioiMnw  ufihenvat  cnati- 
aent  gMt  ItenotEar  thao  ir«A>1ea  and  ru- 
Wo'flntMMtjl  Patriot  atueralK  become  Irai- 
UB-.^inmia i  gr\  Ihemaeif' 
plafiei:"  rpmluliM  Mlow 
fai,  dote  on  our  bmUft, : 
die  Ban  da  Oriental  wilhAi 
tatiDB  deifiatches  Tram  ( 
eloBds  of  volreSf-^ntir  ft' 
on  horseback,  wiih  pikiftt— 
on  ns;  earrjiDs  cooflagr 
Faregaaj  tnast  get  itself  \: 
be  woria  for  ParaKDay !  The  efcs  of  Para- 
pmj,  we  can  well  fanc^,  turn  lo  the  one  ma& 
of  talent  they  have,  the  one  man  of  veracitf 
A*f  hara. 

to  1813  a  tecond'  CangTv-~s  is  got  logeiber ; 
we  fanejr  it  wa^  Praacia'i-  I  at  advice  in  Itie 
QovemmeDl  lapparatioD,  n  i-.'-n  a  tlaitcred  him 
back  for  the  Um  lime,  to  aj  ..  ti  i .  advice.  That 
•nob  BDpparatJon  do  now  [lis-^ilve  itseK,  and  a 
new  CoDiireft  be  tnmmoDed  !  In  the  uew  Con- 
sresa,  the  VacmUi  are  Toted  out ;  Francia  and 
rolgencio  are  named  joint  Tori™/* :  with  Fran- 
cia for  CotiBuI,  and  Don  Fulgcncin  Yegros  for 
CnuuTi-clOBk,  itmaf  be  belter.'  Don  Fulgen- 
cio  ride«  about  in  gorgeous  sash  and  epanleiies, 
«  rich  man  and  horse-subduer :  good  a^  a  Con- 
Rnl's  cloak;— but  why  should  the  real  Consul 
have  a  floak?  Next  year  in  the  third  Conpre'^s, 
Francia,  "by  insidious  mantravring,"  by  "Ta- 
TOur  of  the  military,"  and,indeed,nlso  in  some 
■orl,  we  may  say.  by  law  of  Nature, — ?eli  him- 
self declared  Viclalor:  ■' three  yearv,"  or  for 
lire,  may  in  these  circumslances  mean  much 
the  same.  This  was  in  1814.  Francia  never 
.assemliled  any  Congress  mure;  having  stolen 
the  conslilulional  pnlladiuma,  and  msidiuusly 
got  hia  wicked  will !  Of  a  Congress  ihal  com- 
piled constitutions  out  of  Rollin.  nbo  would 
pot  lament  such  destiny!  This  Congress 
should  have  met  again !  li  was  indeed,  say 
Rengger  and  the  Robertsons  themselves,  such 
a  Congress  as  never  mot  before  in  the  wDr)d  ; 
a  Congre.'s  which  knew  not  its  right  hand 
ttom  its  left;  which  drank  inrinite  rum  in  the 
taverns;  and  had  one  wish,  (hat  of  gelling  on 
horseback,  home  lo  its  field-husbandry  and 
part ridfre-shoo ting.  The  mitiiary  niosily  fa- 
Toured  Francia  ;  being  ga^nerl  iiver  by  him, — 
Ibe  thief  of  consiitulionat  palladiums. 

With  Prancia's  entrance  on  the  gpvemmeni 
as  Consul,  still  more  as  Dictarcir.  n  great  im- 
provement, it  is  granted  even  bv  Reneucr,  did 
in  all  quarter.-!  forthwith  show  ilself.  The  fi- 
nances were  hushmided,  were  accurately  Ga- 
thered !  every  otBcial  persfm  in  Paraguay  had 
ti'  beihink  him,  and  begin  doing  his  work,  in- 
dead  of  merely  seeming  lo  do  it  The  soldiers 
I'raucift  took  ettn  \o  »«  ;u&  txA.  ^u!L\e&  -,  \n 


his  rinvof  ftaMiWiMi- 
naMaW  btvM.  was  Am 


aee  march,  with  real  i 

when  the  iDdianB  or-i ,_   ___ 

ihfltoaelves.     Gamtuui,  gdhtdboi 

diitanc^  were 
bank  and  all  rouiui 
vhertTer  ibe  lodian  «MUBV4raop 
It  or.  and 
quicMy  •tsrmbling,  wflktaelBal  death-  .  _._ 
service,  were  opcrn  ihtm.  Tbeae  voKtato 
bad  lo  v.ini'h  mt"  thC  bftart  OT  their  denn 
again.  The  laridhad  peMWi  NeitberAit^ 
nor  any  cf  ilie  lirp-i>mDd»'  and  warftwi 
which  were  di^ii-aciiiig  Sonth  America  m 
side  to  aide,  could  gel  acroaa  tbe  bonier.  U 
negutiatioB  or  ialercommaaiag  with  hnai 

Gonntries,  was  peremplorilj  w^ilL  Hi  is 
Congress  of  Lima,  General  C^gnn«f  An- 
ma,  or  other  general  or.panioBUr  MafNM 
would  Francia,  Irj  ilrpwq^  iir  laiiiisi.  iti 
the  smallesi  recp^nitiok.  aAll  Sonlh  AmjR 
raging  and  ravening  lik«  -„- — . 

gone  rabid,  we  here  iti  FmrmgUMjb^t 

and  cultivate  our  tea^r" ^"-^    " 

not  let  well  alonel     By 

ingoD  another,  and  this 

hoQses"  being  alnady  i 

lanilary  lint.  JmpfegnaM*' 

round  alt  Paragoaf  i  bo  eoiBiMBiealia^M> 

KM  or  export  trade  alMbvd,  ezeept  h/  ti 
iclalor's  license,— gfrwa  OB  paymtfth 
doe  moneys,  when  l)ie  politieal  Tliiiii[iaMagi< 
innoonous  i  refused  when  otherwise.  Tk 
Oiclator'a  Irade-licensva  weraa  coasilmlle 
branch  of  his  reirnuea;'  hia  eatranee  dw, 
somewhat  onerous  i.i  ib«  foraifn  aerebil 
(think  the  Messrs.  Rubertaoo,)  were  aBMba. 
Paraguay  slor>d  iinhued;  tbe  rabid dofknirl 
raging  round  it,  wulo  as  South  Aiaenca,bat 
kept  out  as  by  Ivck  and  key. 

These  were  viEnrnos  measores,  gndsiIlT 
coming  on  the  sonin-ilent  Gmcbo  popaliuost 
It  seems,  meanwhil-,  that,  even  after  tbe  f«^ 
pelual  dictatorship,  and  onwards  lo  the  SM  ot 
the  siilh  year  of  Franeia's  gxivernnest.  tbm 
was,  though  the  constilational  paltadivisi 
were  ntolen,  nothing  ver.T  special  toeonpliiB 
of  Paraguay  hud  peace ;  sat  nnder  iiK  in- 
tree,  the  rabid  dog-kennel,  Indians,  Ani|!» 
no  and  other  war-firebrands,  all  shut  out  fna 
IL  But  in  that  year  1819,  the  second  yeir  of 
the  perpetual  dlclalllr^hip,  there  arose,  mi  fci 
ihe  firsi  lime,  dim  indicalions  of  "plots,"  t"» 
dangerous  pints!  In  that  year  ihe  firthwd 
Anigas  was  finally  quenched;  obliged  witt 
a  lodging  even  of  Francia,  his  cneaiy:-iri 
got  it,  hospitably  though  coniempiuon^lr.  Aii 
now  straightway  there  adranre^,  fnm  Afli- 
gas's  losi,  wasted  country,  a  certain  Oeoertl 
Ramirez,  his  rival  and  victor,  and  fel1g»bii- 
dit  and  fircbrnnd.  This  General  Raonrtiid- 
vanred  up  In  oor  ver>-  frontier  ;  first,  wiili  of- 
fers  of  alliance:  failing   Ihat.  with  offf"  of 


hich  li 


..ffer  I 


./a-i  fpotd 

I  him.addresvcLi  to  Don  PuleenciuVesrif, 
■ich  Guacho  hnrsemaii  an"d  Ei-Conol; 
h  arrested  all  the  faculties  of  Dr.  Frji- 
most  intense  intellij-enre,  there  and  tbfn' 
nspiracy,  wiih  Don  PulKcncio  ai  the  hoi 
.-,  caosciracy   which   seeou   tbe  n^ 


DR.  FRANCU. 


i  Ihe  farther  one  inreEiigaleiiti  whicb 
;  bren  brewini;  itself  ihue  "  Wo  years," 
■nil  now  "on  Gnod'Friili}'  neii"  is  id  be 
burst  uul  1  starling  vitb  the  ma^s^cre  of  Dr. 
Pnncii  and  oihecsi  whawrpr  it  raay  close 
wiih  !*  Fraoeik  wms  not  a  man  to,  be  (fifletl 
with  IB  plots !  He  looked,  watched,  inveEti§al«d, 
(ill  he  g'll  the  exact  eslel>I.  position,  nalnre,  aod 
Strucrarc  of  this  plot  fully  io  his  efe:  and 
lh«D — why,  then  he  poiincedon  it  like  a  gkde- 
(klcon.  like  a  fierce  Condor,  suddenly  trom  the 
invisible  blue ;  struck  beak  aod  clavs  into  Ibe 
TVTy  heait  of  it,  lure  it  ioto  small  fraginenls, 
and  consumed  it  on  the  spol.  It  is  Francia's 
w«y !  This  was  the  last  plol,  though  not  the 
BrsI  ploT,  Francia  ever  heard  uf  during  his 
perpcinal  dictatorship. 

Ii  is,  as  we  find,  over  these  three  or  these 
tvo  years,  while  the  Fiil^ncio  plot  is  gelling 
itaclf  pounced  upon  and  torn  in  pieces,  that 
ikc  "reign  of  lerror,"  properly  so  called,  ex- 
Wnds.  Over  these  three  or  these  two  years 
MUy, — though  the  "running  shriek"  of  il  con- 
ftwes  all  things  to  tha  end  of  the  chapter.  Ii 
-was  ID  this  stem  period  thai  Francia  executed 
■bove  forty  persons.  Not  entirely  inexplica- 
Ue!  "  Par  DiOM,  ye  shall  not  conspire  against 
n«;  I  will  not  allow  it  The  career  of  free- 
4piD,  be  it  known  lo  all  men,  and  Guaehos,  is 
koi  yei  begun  in  this  country :  I  am  .still  only 
emsting  out  the  Seven  Devils.  My  tease  of 
PBraguay,  a  harder  one  Iban  your  smpidi lies 
•appose,  is  for  life;  the  contract  is.  Thou 
Most  die  if  iby  lease  be  taken  from  thee.  Aim 
oat  at  my  life,  )ie  constitutional  (iuachos, — or 
let  il  be  a  diviner  man  than  Don  Fulgeucio, 
the  hone-subduer,  that  does  ,t.  By  heaven,  if 
It  my  life,  I  will  bid  y 


persons.  How  ras 
«n>ss-qu  estion  ed — k 
Ifyou  are  guilty,  or 
go  ill  wilh  you  here. 
by  a   grenadier. 


lied  upwards  of  forty 
y  he  arrestee!.  Hogged, 
he  is  an  inexorable  man  1 
uspected  of  guiti,  it  will 
Francia's  arrest,  carried 

Francia's  bodily  presence; 


lliose  bharp  8l  Dominic  eyes,  tli 
Inlellecl,  prying  into  you,  probing,  cross- 
qaestioningr  you,  till  the  secret  chddoI  be  hid: 
^1  the  "  three  ball  cartridges"  are  handed  to  a 
MAtry; — and  your  doom  is  Rhadamanihine ! 

Bui  the  plots,  as  we  say,  baring  ceased  by 
■bu  rough  surgery,  it  would  appear  Ihat  there 
wv,  for  the  next  twenty  years.  Utile  or  no 

■•  reign  of  tenor,"  one  begins  lo  find,  was 
properly  a  reign  of  rigour;  which  would  be- 
come "  lerrible"  enough  if  yon  infringed  the 
rules  of  il,  but  which  was  peaceable  olher- 
wise.  regular  otherwise.  Lat  Ihie,  amid  the 
"mnning  shriek,"  which  will  and  should 
iU  fall  length  in  such  circum 
kepimmmd. 

It  happened  loo.  as  Renggei 
sane  year,  (1B30.  as  we  grope  and  gather,) 
■liat  a  visitation  of  locusts,  as  sometimes  oc- 
curs, destroyed  all  the  crops  of  Paraguay ;  and 
there  was  no  prospect  but  of  universal  deanh 
or  famine.  The  crops  are  done:  eat 
ioensts  i  the  summer  al  an  end  !     We  hi 


foreign  iraije,  or  nei 
alino?ii  any  j  wfiai  will  becone  of  Paragnay 
and  ils  Gtiachos  T  In  Gaachos  i?  no  hope,  no 
help;  hut  in  a  Dionysiui  cf  ihe  Guaehos  I 
Djctaior  Francia,  led  hy  uceutt  French  sciences 
and  natural  sagaoily,  nay.ili'iven  by  necessily 
it!«tt  perempforily  commaa^s  ihe  farmers 
throughout  al)  Kiiaguay  to  sow  a  c«fi»in 
portion  cf  their  lands  anevi  with  or  witliout 
hope,  itndcr  penalties  I  The  result  was  a 
moderately  good  harvest  stitl )  the  result  vas  a 
discovery  that  live  harvests  were,  eter^  year, 
pos.'ible  in  Paraguay ;  that  agrioDJiure,  a  rj{ror< 
oDs  Dictator  presiding  over  it,  could  ha.  in- 
finitely improved  there.*  As  Paraguay  has 
about  lOO.OOn  square  miles  of  territory  mostly 
ferule,  and  only  some  two  souls  planted  on 
each  sqaare  mile  thereof,  ii  seemed  to  the 
Dictator  that  this,  and  sol  foreign  trade,  miEht 
he  a  good  course  for  his  Paraguenof.  This 
accordingly,  and  noi  foreign  trade,  in  Ihe  pre- 
sent stale  of  Ihe  political  horizon,  was  the 
course  resolved  oni  the  course  persisted  in, 
"  with  evident  advantages,"  says  Rengger. 
Thus,  one  thing  acting  on  another, — domesiio 
plot,  hanging  on  Artigas's  country  from  witb- 
oHl;  and  locust  swarms  with  improvement  of 
husbandr}-  in  the  interior;  and  those  gnard> 
houses  all  already  there,  ak>ng  the  frontier. — 
Paraguay  came  more  and  more  to  be  hermeti- 
cally closed;  and  Francia  reigned  over  it.  for 
Ihe  rest  of  his  life,  as  a  rigorous  Dionysius 
of  Paraguay,  without  foreign  intercourse,  or 
with  such  ouly  as  seemed  good  to  Francia. 

How  Ihe  Dictator,  sow  secure  in  possejiion, 

did  manage  this  huge  Paraguay,  which,  by 
strange  "  insidious"  and  other  mean,'!,  had  fallen 
in  Itfe-lease  to  him,  and  was  his  lo  do  ihe  best 
he  could  wilh.  il  were  interesting  to  know. 
What  the  meaning  of  him,  the  result  of  him 
actually  was  1  One  desiderates  iome  Biogra' 
pby  of  Francia  by  a  native ! — Meanwhile,  in 
the  "  ^iihiiiThr  Britfmrhtfr  of  Herr  Professor 
Sanerteigi  a  work  not  yel  knoi-n  in  England, 
nor  treating  specially  of  this  subject,  we  find, 
scattered  at  di.stani  intervals,  a  remark  or  two 
which  may  be  worth  translsiing.  Professor 
Sanerteig,  an  open  soul,  looking  with  clear  eye 
ami  large  recognizing  heart  over  all  accessiUe 
quarlers  of  the  world,  has  cast  a  sharp  snn- 
glance  here  and  there  inio  Dr.  Francia  too. 
These  few  philosophical  remarks  of  his,  and 
then  a  few  anecdotes  gleaned  elsewhere,  such 
as  Ihe  barren  ground  yields,  must  comprise 
what  more  we  have  lo  say  of  Francia, 

"Piiy,"  exclaims  Sauerieig  once,  "that  a 
nation  cannot  reform  itself,  as  Ibe  English  are 
now  trying  to  do,  by  what  iheir  newspapers 
call 'tremendous  cheers!'  Alas,  it  cannot  bn 
done.  Reform  is  nol  joyous  hnl  grievous:  no 
single  man  can  reform  himself  without  stem 
sulTering  and  siern  working;  how  much  lesi 
can  a  nation  of  men  !  The  serpent  sheds  not 
his  old  skin  wilhoal  nisty  disco n sol ateness  i  he 
is  not  happy  but  miserable!  In  ihe  Waier-mrt 
itself,  do  you  nol  sit  steeped  for  monlhl; 
washed  to  the  heart  in  elemental  ilrenchings; 
and  like  Job.  are  made  lo  curse   yonr  day  I 
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be  ntatle  mvu  yanag 
tall)  lo  heir  tbcm  m 
.St them  inia  enldroDs, 


have  dooe  ii  by 


>■•  _  V  utb 

ckl  uitlxeplic  liqniil, 
■owns,  as  I  fancy !) 

^[Dpli<r■l*|  very  shaqi, 
enough,  this  tawny 
n  the  imtinar  »(  ihf 

d  phtDOinenon  there, 
„»  <roees3  lakiug  place; 

fib  fn.ui JmL        Paiagonia)  ahedding 

^_.  old  ihio:  wh(i1e  uuitliaenl  getting  itseir 
chopped  lo  pieces,  and  boiled  in  the  Medee 
caldron,  lo  become  young  again, — unable  lu 
manage  it  by  '  tremendous  cheers'  alone!" 

"What   they   sty   about    'love    of   powi 
km  aunts  to  little.     Power!     Love  of 'powe 
merely  to  make  Qunkies  come  and  go  for  yol. , 
is  a  'love,'  I  Ahriuld  ihmk,  wbiah  enirrsoDliI 
into  the  miuds  of  personii  in  a  very  infaniin 
Elate !     A  grown  man.  like  this  Dr.  Frai 
who  wants  nolhing.ai  I  am  assared,  but  I. 
«ig*rs  daily,  a  cup  olmaU,  and  four  ounce, 
bnlcben'  meal  wilta  brown  bread;  the  wh<. 
world  and  its  united  fiankies,  taking  consta,.. 
thought  of  the  mMiet,  can  do  nothing  fur  hiin 
but  that  only.    Thai  he  already  has,  and  has 
had  always ;  why  should  he,  Dot  being  a  minor, 
love  flunkey  'powerl'     He  lovca  to  see  you 
about  bim,  with  your  flunkey  prompliludes, 
with   your   grimaces,  adulalioni,   and   shara- 
loyally.    Yon  are  so   beautiful,  a  daily  and 
honrly  feast  lo  the  eye  and  soul !     Ye  unforlu- 
nales,  from  his  heart  rise*  one  prayer.  That 
(he  last  created  donkey  had  vanished  from 
^is  universe,  never  to  appear  more! 

"And  yet  truly  a  man  does  lend,  and  milil 
aoder  l^ighiful  penalties  perpeloally  lend,  lo 
be  king  of  his  world ;  lo  stand  in  his  world  as 
■  what  he  is,  a  centre  of  light  and  order,  not  of 
darkness  and  confusion.  A  man  lores  power : 
^es,  if  he  Sees  disorder  his  eieroal  enemy 
rampant  about  him,  he  does  love  to  see  said 
caetny  in  the  way  of  being  conquered ;  he  can 
bave  no  rest  till  that  come  lo  pasx !  Vour 
Mohammed  can  bear  a  rent  cloak,  but  clouts  it 
wilb  bis  own  hands,  how  much  more  a  rent 
eoaniry,  a  rent  world.  He  bas  lo  imprint  the 
imjige  of  bis  own  veracity  upon  Ibe  world,  and 
ahall,  atid  must,  and  will  do  it,  more  or  less  \ 
it  is  at  his  peril  if  he  ne°leel  any  ^real  or  any 
amall  poxsibitiiy  he  may  have  of  Ihiit.  Fran- 
cia's  inner  flame  is  biit  a  meager,  blue-burning 
one:  [el  bim  irradiate  midnight  Paraguay  wiih 


"Nay,  on  the  whole,  how  cunning  is  N8iii[e 
in  gelling  htr  farms  leased !  U  it  nut  a  blessing 
this  Paraguay  can  gel  Ihe  one  verarious  man 
il  has,  lo  take  lease  of  il,  in  these  sad  circum- 
atances  !  His  farm  profit',  and  whole  WBEes. 
it  would  seem,  smount  only  to  what  is  called 
moUiLDg  wd  bud  YcraTB«\^\'    K^wvia  1<xA 


and  IwlKiiih'-  u)>>iu<l«.  ■«(>  ciean,*iiAaetprf 
maii  daily.  h«  Bireudy  bad." 

Truly,  it  would  kevm,  as  Saneruig  remiAi. 
Dictator  Fraoeia  had  not  a  very  joyous  eii» 
ence  of  il,  in  thin  his  life^ease  of  Parigwjt 
Cutiug  oul  of  ^ereo  Devils  from  a  Usicki 
populaiiod  IS  not  joyous  ai  all ;  both  enniK 
and  exorcised  find  it  aorcowrul !  Meanvtuk, 
it  doee  appear,  Iberf  was  some  impruntBtti 
mada;  no  veniable  laboar,  not  even  a  Di. 
Franeia'),U  m  nin. 

Of  Fraucia's  imprnveineiiis  there  migUu 
much  be  said  of  his  cruellies  or  rigbom  lie 
indeed,  at  bottom,  Ihe  one  was  in  prapoma 
10  ihe  olber.  He  improved  signcuUtue:-^* 
two  ears  of  corn  where  oqIv  one  grev,  bat 
iwo  harvests  of  com,  as  we  bax  atra'.  Be 
introduced  seboolt,  "boardtog-seluiote.'  't\e- 
menlary  schools,"  and  others,  on  wbick  Bag- 
•"■'  I-—:  a  chapler;  everywhere  he  promotri 

in.  as  he  cnold  ;  repressed  supemin* 

III     luld.    Strict  fnitice  between  mu  n> 

fore   1  in  his  law-courts :  h«  himself  voaU 

.een    lo  gift,  nol  even  a  iriOc^  ia  aaftM 

it.    Rengger,  on    packing  op  IHH^ 

,  .  bad  left  in  his  hands,  ooi  ftoa  fo^o- 

a   Print   of  Napnieun ;   wonli  ■«•( 

s  in  Europe,  bnl  inraluable  in  Pin- 

here  Francia,  who  admired  Ihis  bog 

lad  hitherto  seen   no   likeness  iif  bm 

liirnberg  caricatarr.     PranciaseBtu 

afler  Reagger,  lo  ask  what  ibt  niai 

Print   was.      No   value ;   M.   Rrsqn 

joi  seU   Prints;   it   was   much  ii  bu 

Liu<.,-<ncy's  service.   Hia  Bicf  llenej  tlni^ 

way  relumed   iu    An   exact,   dec-isiTe  mut 

Peculaiion,  idleness.  ineSeciualiiy.  had  to  cfSK 

in  all  the  public  offif:es  of  Paraguay.    So  fit 

as  lay  in  Francia.  no  public  and  priraic  mu 

in  Paraguay  wb!^  allowed  to  slgr  bis  Totk;ilI 

public  and  all  pnval«  men,  so  far  u  Iqu 

Francia,  were  forced  to  do-  their  woili  nr  in'. 

We  migbl  define  him  as  the  bomeV'i'Tiil 

qnacks;  one  who  bas  from   Nature  a  brin- 

hatred  of  unreraciiy  in  man  or  in  ibing,  thtn- 

soever  he   sees  u.  ■  Of  persims  who  <t(>  o« 

speak  Ibe  Irulh.  and  do  not  acl  thi  iniih.b( 

bas  a  kind  of  diabolic-divine  impaffesn  l  ib<1 

bad  belter  disappear  out  of  his  nei^biiailic<>i 

Poor  Francia:  his   light  was  but  aveirxl- 

phuroos,  meager,  bloe-buraiagone;  but  bf 

itradiaied  Pata^ay  with  it  (as  our  Pmfow) 

says)  the  best  he  could. 

That  he  badlo  matntaiu  himself  afiri  aUlbi 
while,  and  would  sufier  no  man  io^aim«i>- 
iradiclion  ai  him,  but  instantaneously  reprtt^ 
all  such ;  Ibis  loo  we  need  no  ghost  lo  itU  ■!! 
ibis  lay  in  the  very  nalure  of  Ihe  cue-  fl» 
lease  of  Paraguay  wu  a  h/r-lease.  Hf  hii 
his  "  three  ball  cartridges"  ready  for  vtiiimt 
mau  be  found  aiming  at  Us  life.  He  had  fniiki- 
ful  prisons.  He  had  Tnt^  far  up  aaonjibe 
ws>tes,  a  kind  of  Paraguay  Siberia.  ii>  "^x' 
unruly  persons,  notj-el  gol  the  length  of  bal- 
ing, were  relegaied.  The  main  exiles,  Rnf 
ger  says,  were  dmnkeo  mulaiuies  and  ibr  cti-^ 
called  u n fort nnaie- females,  Thev  livH  if 
rably  ibere:  became  a  sadder,  aud  pefdip  • 
wiser,  body  of  mulalliw.s  and  unfutianilr 
females. 
Ba,t  let  h)  liiHB  for  &  Aomeni  u  lh«  Sf 


Perez  as  he  preaohes,  "  in  the 
ireb  of  the  IncBmalioD  at  Asiampcion,  on 
Mlta  October.  1840,"  in  a  tone  somewhit 
M,  yet  truMWorlhy  withal.  Hif  Funpral 
tmne,  iraDSlatcd  into  a  kind  of  English, 
mU  ilstflf  (till  audible  m  ihe  "  Argentine 
nf  of  Buenos  Ayrvs,  No.  S13.  We  select 
a  passages;  slodyiDg  to  abate  tba  nasal 
I  a.  little ;  to  reduce,  if  possible,  the  Argen- 
'Bvglish  under  the  Ian  of  grammar.  -Ilia 
wont  iranslsuna  in  the  vortd,  and  does 
r  Mauael  Pttvt  one  Irnows  not  whai  in- 
tee.  Tbis  Faneral  Discourse  has  "  much 
the  Able  Editor,  it  seems ; — has  led 
I  perhaps  lo  ask,  or  be  readier  Tor  asking. 
dber  alt  thai  coafused  loud  lilanying  sboal 
IgB  of  lenar,"  and  so  Tonh,  was  uot  posst- 
ttfa  rstber  Ions-eared  naiare  1 
Amid  the  convaKions  of  revolution,"  safs 
Scverend  Manuel,  "The  Lord,  looking 
m  with  pity  on  Paraguay,  raised  up  Don 
i  Oaspar  Francia  for  hs  deliverance.  JnrI 
a,  in  ihe  words  of  my  leii.  lie  diildrtn  of 
aj  rritd  (mIo  tAi  Lord,  Clu  LnrH  roiia!  up  n  ile- 
WP  to    the   chitdrtrt   i>/   liratl,   uho    thUttrtd 

What  measures  did  aol  his  Eicellency  de- 
li what  labours  undergo,  (o  preserve  peace 
be  Bepublic  at  home,  and  place  it  in  an 
iDdBlocomroatid  respect  from  abroad  !  His 
I  carewaB  directed  lo  nbtain  supplies  of 
IS,  and  to  discipline  soldiers.  To  all  that 
'1  import  arms  he  held  out  Ihe  induce- 
of  exemption  from  duly,  and  the  i>ermis- 
a  export  in  reiiira  whatever  prodnce  they 
Arred.  An  abundBnt  supply  of  excellent 
was,  by  (base  means,  obtained.  1  atii 
n  wonder  to  think  how  this  greal  man 
old  attend  lo  such  a  mulliplicily  of  things  ! 
I  mppiied  himself  to  study  of  Itie  military  an : 
^  in  a  short  time,  tanghi  the  exercise,  and 
-  '  military  evolutions  like  the  skilfullesl 
OHen  have  I  seen  bis  Excellency  go 
recruit,  and  show  him  by  example  how 
-lake  aim  at  the  lari^L  Could  any  Para- 
sno  Ihink  It  other  than  honourable  lo  carry 
femsh'ei,  when  his  DietDior  taught  him  how 
_  The   cavalry-eiercise    loo, 

Bngh  it  seems  to  require  a  man  ai  once  robunt 
i  experienced  in  horsemanship,  his  Exeel- 
icyas  yuu  know  did  himself  sttperinieod: 
ttiie  head  of  his  squadrons  he  chatted  and 
HKBnrred,  an  if  bred  to  it :  and  directed  them 
n  energy  and  vigour  which  infused  his 
anial  spirit  into  these  troops." 
"  What  evils  do  not  the  people  suffer  from 
j^waymen  f  exclaims  his  Reverence,  a  lii 
"'  T  on;  "violence,   plunder,  murder,  i 
's  familiar  to  these  malefactors.    The 
eessible  mountains  and  wide  deserts  in  1 
;  seemed   lo  oHer  impunity  lo  such 

rin.  Oar  Dictator  succeeded  in  sirikin|r  such 
Itrror  into  them  that  they  entirely  d' 
••red,  seeking  safely  in  a  change  of  life. 
boellency  saw  thai  ihe  manner  of  infti  _ 
I  punishment  was  more  efficacious  than 
•o  Ihe  punishment  il^elf;  and  on  ihis  pi 
iyle  he  acted.  Whenever  a  robber  could  be 
i  lo  the  nearest  guardhouse 
flttrdio) ;  a.  summary  trial  took  place;  and, 
bmlcbtway,  «o  soon  u  he  bad  made  confes- 


sion, he  was  shot.   Thes 
lual.     Ere  Icng   the  Republic 

travelled   from   the   iTopuay  l 
without  oiher  proiectioD  than  ihe  dread  which 
Ihe  Supreme  Dictator  inspired."— This  is  say- 
something,  your  Reverence! 
But  what  is  all  ihis  compared  to  Ihe  demon 
narchy.    Oh !"  exclaims  his  simple  Reve- 
re, "Oh,  my  friendE,  would  I  bad  the  talent 
aint  14  you   Ihe  mrsertes  of  a  people  that 
into  anarehyt     And  was  not  our  Republic 
he  very  eve  of  this  1     Yes,  brethret."— "  It 
behoved   his    Excellency   lo  be    prompt;   to 
smother  Ihe  enemy  in  his  cradle!     He  did  so. 
He  seized  Ihe  leaders;  bruu|;ht  to  summary 
they  were   convicted   of  high   (reason 
against  the  country.    Whai  a  siruggle  now, 
'is  Excellency,  between  the   law  of  duty 
he  voice  of  feeling" — if  feeling  to  any  ei- 
ihere  were  1    "  I,"  exclaimed   his  Reve. 
,  "am  conhdenl  thai  had  ihe  doom  of  im- 
prisonment on  those  person!'  seemed  sofficieot 
for  (he  stale's  peace,  his   Eicellency  never 
■ould  have  ordered  Iheir  execution."    It  wa« 
unavoidable ;  nor  was  it  avoided  ;  il  was  done  t 
"Brethren,  should  not  I  hesitale,  lesl  il  be  a 
profanalion  of  (he  sacred  place  I  now  occupy, 
"  '    eem  to  approve  sanguinary  measures  in 
opposition  to  the  mildness  of  (he  Uospel !  Bre- 
thren, no.    Ctod  himself  approved  (he  conduct 
of  Solomon  in  palling  Joab  and  Adonijah  to 
death."    life  is  sacred,  ihints  his  Reverence, 
but  (here  is  something  more  sacred  still:  wo 
him  who  does  not  know  ihat  wiihal  I 
Alas,  your  Revererce,  Paraguay  has  not  yet 
icceeded  in  abulishing  capital  punishment, 
enl     But  indeed  neither  has   Nature,  any- 
here  ihat  I  hear  nf.  yei  succeeded  in  abolisb- 
g  il.    Act  with  (he  due  degree  of  perversity, 
m  are  sure  enough  of  being  violently  pat  u> 
death,  in  hospital  or  highway — by  dyspepsii, 
irium   tremens,   or  stuck  ihraogh   by  Ihe 
died  rage  of  yenr  fellow-men !     What  can 
Ihe  friend  of  humanity  do !  Twaddle  in  Exe(ep- 
■   ,11  or  eltewhere. "  (ill  he  becnme  a  bore  lo  as," 
id  perhaps  worse!     An  advocate  in  Arrts 
ce  gave  up  a  good  jndicisi  appoint  mem,  sod 
retired  into  frugality  and  privacy,  rather  (npli 
doom  one  culpril  lo  die  by  law.     The  name  of" 
advocate,  let  us  mark  it  well,  was  Msii- 
len  Robespierre.    There  are  sweet  kinds  of 
iwaddle  thai  have  a  deadly  virulence  ofpnisoB 
concealed  in  (hem  i  like  Ihe  sweelness  of  >"g«r 
of  lead.     Were  ii  not  heiter  lo  maVrjml  lawi, 
think  you,  and  (hen  execuie  (hem  sirictty,^ — ■■ 


Is  still  di 


His  Excellency  next  direoied  his  atiemion 
to  purging  Ihe  state  from  annlherelass  ofen^ 
mies,"  says  Perez  in  the  Incarnation  Church ; 
"Ihe  pecnlaiine  lax-gaiherers.  namely.  Vigi- 
lantly delecting  their  frauds,  he  made  them  re- 
mind for  what  was  past,  and  took  precaiiiioni 
against  the  like  in  future;  all  iheir  accounll 
Here  to  he  handed  in,  for  his  exam  in  a  lion,  once 
every  year." 

"  The  habit  of  his  Excellency  when  he  deli- 
vered oni  arlicles  for  the  supply  of  the  pubtie ; 
that  prolix  and  minute  cnunline  of  Ihing*  ap- 
parently unworthy  of  his  a[lention~had  ita 
origin  in  Ihe  aame  motive    IbtMlvftatfe* 
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did  fOf  less  from  a  want  of  oonfidence  in  the 
iBdiriduals  lately  appointed  for  this  parpose, 
than  firoito  ^  desire  to  show  them  with  what 
deUetej  Utn  should  proceed.  Henceiiljiewise 
his  wajrs,  n  scmpnlonsly  ezamurittF  every 
piece  OT  artisans*  workmanship.*^*  - 

''Repablic  of  Paragnay,  how  art  thou  in- 
dttMed  to  the  toils,  the  vigils  and  cares  of  onr 
Perpetual  Dictator !  It  seemed  as  if  this  ez^ 
traordinary  man  were  endowed  with  uhiquity, 
to  attend  to  all  thy  wants  and  exigences. 
Whilst  in  his  closet*  he  was  traversing  thy 
iVontien  to  place  thee  in  an  attitade  of  security. 
What  devastation  did  not  those  inroads  of  In* 
dians  fh>m  the  Ghaco  occasion  to  the  inhshi* 
tants  of  Ito>Abajof  Ever  and  anon  there 
zeached  Asanmpcion,  tidings  of  the  terror  and 
affliction  cansea  by  their  incursions.  Which 
of  us  hoped  that  evils  so  widespread,  ravages 
ao  appalling,  could  be  counteracted?  Our 
Dictator,  nevertheless,  did  devise  effectual 
ways  of  securing  that  part  of  the  Republic 

**  Four  respectable  fortresses  with  competent 
garrisons  have  been  the  impregnable  barrier 
which  has  restrained  the  irruptions  of  those 
ferocious  Savages.  Inhabitants  of  Rio-Abajo  I 
rest  tranquil  in  your  homes :  you  are  a  por- 
tion of  the  people  whom  the  Lord  confided  to 
the  care  of  onr  Dictator;  you  are  safe.^ 

**The  precautions  and  wise  measures  he 
adopted  to  repel  force,  and  drive  back  the  8a- 
Tages  to  the  north  of  the  Republic ;  the  for- 
tresses of  Climpo,  of  San  Carlos  de  Apa,  placed 
on  the  best  footing  for  defence ;  the  orders  and 
instructions  Aimished  to  the  Villa  de  la  Con- 
cepcion^— secured  that  quarter  of  the  republic 
under  attack  from  all. 

"  The  great  wall,  ditch,  and  fortress  on  the 
opposite  bank  of  the  river  Paran4;  the  force 
and  judicious  arrangement  of  the  troops  dis- 
tributed over  the  interior  in  the  south  of  our 
Republic,  have  commanded  the  respect  of  its 
enemies  in  that  quarter/' 

"The  beauty,  the  symmetry  and  good  taste 
displayed  in  the  building  of  cities  convey  an 
advantageous  idea  of  their  inhabitants/'  con- 
tinues Perez :  "  Thus  thought  Caractacus,  King 
of  the  Angles," — thus  think  most  persons! 
**  EQs  Excellency,  glancing  at  the  condition  of 
the  capital  of  the  republic,  saw  a  city  in  dis- 
order and  without  police ;  streets  without  re- 
gularity, houses  built  according  to  the  caprice 
of  their  owners." 

But  enough,  O  Perez;  for  it  becomes  too 
nasal !  Perez,  with  a  confident  face,  asks,  in 
fine,  Whether  all  these  things  do  not  clearly 
prove  to  men  and  Guachos  of  sense,  that  Dic- 
tator Francia  wat "  the  deliverer  whom  the  Lord 
raised  up  to  deliver  Paraguay  from  its  ene- 
mies ?" — ^Truly,  O  Perez,  the  benefits  of  him 
seem  to  have  been  considerable.  Undoubtedly 
a  man  "sent  by  Heaven," — as  all  of  us  are! 
Nay,  it  may  be,  the  benefit  of  hira  is  not  even 
yet  exhausted,  even  yet  entirely  become  visi- 
ble. Who  knows  but,  in  unborn  centuries, 
Paragueno  men  will  look  back  to  their  lean 
iron  Francia,  as  men  do,  in  such  cases,  to  the 
one  veracious  person,  and  institute  considera- 
tions !  Oliver  Cromwell,  dead  two  hundred 
years,  does  yet  speak;  nay,  perhaps,  now  first 
Legins  to  speak.    TUe  m^^nm^  ^xA  iii&^^m^^ 


of  the  one*tilM  iiimiiyliewr  ••  tai 
surting  up  direct  lirotfi  Nslannahctt^aiifi 
Iwwilderod  Gnaeho  worid».goBe  &r  awifta 
nature,  aratfudlna!  . 

Th«  Messrs.  Robartaon  sre  Tcry  mmtfm 
this  attempt  of  Frandt&'a  to  vebaild  oa  a  k» 
ter  plan  the  Oity  of  AsaiiiBpeioB.  ne  Gtfd 
Assumpcion,  fall  of  tn^pteak  vtfelBtioB  ni 
"permanent  hedgea»  the  depoite  of  aaiNBtt 
and  vermin,***  haa  no  paTemeBl*  no  atni^ 
ness  of  .streets!  the  ouidy  tlRxoagjUu^  ii 
some  quarters,  is  torn  bj  tibe  raia  inlofrii^ 
impassable  with  coaveDienee  to  any 
but  a  kangaroo.  Franeia,  aftes ! 
eideson  having  it  renftodelled* 
ened — ^irradiated  with  tbe  iaiage  ef  Ike 
regular  man.  Robertson  laoshfliafBeaUD^ 
lator,  sovereign  mler,  straddlipg  JNpi*l 
observations  with  his  thcodolaw^"  i 
O  Robertsout  if  there  waa  'mo  other  an  ihi| 
mnid observe  with  a  theodolite  f  Jlay^ iti 
funher,  the  improyoaient  of 
attended,  onee  more,  with  the 
tyrannies:,  peaeeable  eitfaea^ 
harm,  no  active  harm  lo  aay  aoali 
peaeeable  passive  dirt  and  irregalarilf  liil 
souls,  were  ordered  to  pttll  dowa  iheir|MaMi 
which  happened  to  atand  m  the  aiiliiC 
streets;  forced  (aader  niatle  of  the 
to  draw  dieir  paraesy  and*  tfSmJML 
where !  It  is  horrilile.  Nay,  Ihej  aaii  n» 
cia's  true  aim  in  theae  improvamcBlik  ia  ia 
eiiitting  down  of  the  hmriaat  **( 
and  architectural  monatraeilieap 
save  himself  from  being  ahot,  fkom  aate'ci' 
ver,  as  he  rode  through  the  place.  It  Mf  \k 
so:  but  Assumpcion  is  now  an  impn^ 
paved  city,  much  squarer  in  the  coiaers  (sad 
with  the  planned  capacity,  it  seems,  of  grov- 
iugever  squarer;*)  passable  with  convesieoec^ 
not  to  kangaroos  only,  bat  to  wooden  bolloefcr 
carts  and  all  vehicles  and  animals. 

Indeed  our  Messrs.  Robertson  find  toow* 
thing  comic  as  well  as  tragic  in  Dictaw 
Francia;  and  enliven  their  running  shnik,all 
through  this  "  Reign  of  Terror  "  with  a  ptes- 
sant  vein  of  conventional  satire.  One  ervs- 
ing,  for  example,  a  Robertson  beii^i  aboatto 
leave  Paraguay  for  England,  and  haviogwt- 
ed  upon  Francia  to  make  the  parting  ooopli* 
ments,  Francia,  to  the  Robertson's  exireae 
astonishment,  orders  in  a  large  bale  of  goods, 
orders  them  to  be  opened  on  the  table  tben: 
Tobacco,  poncho-cloth,  and  other  produce  of 
the  country,  all  of  first-rate  quality,  and  wirii 
the  prices  ticketed.  These  goods'  this  asto- 
nished Robertson  is  to  carry  to  the  ''Bar  of  the 
House  of  Commons,**  and  there  to  say,  in  sodi 
fashion  and  phraseology  as  a  native  mty 
know  to  be  suitable :  ^  Mr.  Speaker— Dr.  Pus* 
cia  is  Dictator  of  Paragnay,  a  conotry  of  tr»- 
pical  fertility,  and  100,000  square  miles  is  ex- 
tent, producing  these  commodities  at  tbese 
prices.  With  nearly  all  foreign  natioBS  k 
declines  altogether  to  trade;  but  with  ibe  Ea^ 
lish,  such  is  his  notion  of  them,  he  u  vtlii^ 
and  desirous  to  trade.  These  are  bis  conao* 
dities,  in  endless  quantity;  of  this  qaalitj.at 
these  prices.    He  wants   arms  for  his  part 

♦  Pens. 


•  nctf.  did  Btf  < 

[  I  r  •rorsc  be  did 
lo  Engtand  U  kU. 
I   bKk  ta  Frucia  at  *11: 
(^  ndMd.  Pnacu's  mrcuoMfcte  Aetcu»-  \ 
kbwdl}-  lo  b«  mn«i*ed  wiikin  lhe< 
MBOkoo  poliicsess !    A  nxn  a^  ] 
d  he  wonld  do^  and  ibcD  did  doi  do,  vas  ai  i 
'  '   1  itf  man  admiraUe  to  Francia. 
k»  of  tbii  "  Reifn  of  Terror"  are 
^•on  sf  nmniisical  soaua.  or  Irtt  duel  witti 
;  "  How  nnadminblr  a 
ehaot  that  does  do(  kerp  hi«  w»Td  !** — 

nMe,  noi  ta  mj  ndicaloas  aod 

waul  of  comepoti  poIii«ii«s5  in  a 

i»  a  man  thai  likrd  performaiicc : 
0d  sham-perfonBance,  in  Hara^uaj  as  else- 
was  a  Ibing  loo   nnircrsal.     What  a 
it  bad  ihis  strict  man  vitb  unreal  per- 
atn,  ima^DBry  worlcmen,  public  and  pri- 
tWe,  dnic  and  laic  '■     Ye  Gaacbos, — it  is  no 
s  play,  casting  cm  those  Sei-eii  Derils 

I   Monastic  or    other    entirelj    ilamberoDS 

lllDfcti-eilablishineni!  conld  expect  no  great 

if  fcDm  FfaDcia.    Such  orihem  as  seem' 

I  incDTahle.  epiirely  slamberoas,  he  some- 

Nrhat  roughly  shook  awite,  somewhal  sternly 

idcred  lo  begone.     Deboal  tanadU  fumeaMi, 

I   his  prophet   Raynal   sa^rs;    DiUmt:    mi 

~tn,  mu  al^iiit .'     Can  I  have  you  sit  here, 

ing  old  metre  through  j-oar  nose ;  your 

tosleep  m  mere  glntlony.  the  nhile  ;  and 

^i  Pangnay  a  wilderness  or  nearly  so, — ihe 

nkaven'i    blessed    sanshine    groving    mere 

ingles, lUtias,  yellDW-ferers,rBtllesnake5,  and 

"  :nars  on  ii!     Up,  (wifi,  lo  work,— or  mark 

s  giiTemmeiilal  bonewhip,  what  Ihe  crack 

I  is,  what  the  cut  of  it  is  like  to  be ! — Id- 

S  for  one  class,  seemed  archbishops, 

dahops,  and  such  like;   given   merely  lo  a 

''■m-warfare  againsi  crtinci  devils.    At  the 

•ck  of  Francia's  leirible  whip   Ihey  went, 

.dingwhai  the  cutof  it  might  be.    A  cheap 

Vorship  in  Pa ragnay,  according  to  the  humour 

I  Ihe  people,  Francia  left ;  on  condition  that 

■  "  ■  "  1  mischief.     Wooden  saints  and  the 

e,  he  also  lei)  silting  in  their  nicheE : 

D  new  ones,  even  on  soUcitalion,  would  he 

a  buy.    Being  petitioned 


mforoi 


■of  his 


wfoni 


pfcitions  once,  he  made  Ihis  answer :  "  O  peo- 
e  of  Paraguay,  how  long  will  yon  continue 
IdloliT     While  I  was  a  Calholii:  I  Ihoughtas 
;  but  I  now  see  there  are  no  saints  but 
innoos  that  will  guard  oar  frontiers  !"• 
9  also  is  noteworthy.     He  inquired  of  the 

•  Ramtcr 


•««kre«;  sia*d  ««  ikcir  b^s 
wiads.  Radge^mDis.  la  all  cMwvabk  k 
were  opealr  MaitMid,  ^whM  w«f»  mmr 
meant  to  shave,  bat  only  to  b*  saUf*  Fm* 
leagib  at  tiae  Fnaeu't  n^lvaoa  *o«l  *ai(> 
gied  sore,  yet  aneiplosiTclx.  witb  the  p>iBpf 
allies  of  ibiese  oafxrlnaH  me*.  Bj  icb^kT, 
by  remoasmnce,  •Dconrafraaftt,  ottn  «f  (t- 
ward,  and  eycry  vigiiaiioe  a»d  e&n,  he  ura*« 
to  convince  them  ihai  it  was  nnlortaKatr  for  « 
Son  of  Adam  lo  be  aa  imaginary  workBaa; 
tbat  every  Son  of  Adam  had  belter  make  raton 
which  nn  meani  lo  shave,  la  vaia,  all  » 
vain !  Ai  length  Praneia  !osi  paticoce  wiifa 
them.  ■■  Thoo  wretched  Fracuon,  wilt  ikon  b« 
the  ninth  pan  cvea  of  a  lailor*  Doe?  it  be- 
seem thee  to  weave  clotb  of  devirs  diisi  ia* 
stead  of  iTDe  vooli  and  cm  and  mw  it  as  if 
thou  wen  not  a  tailor,  bnl  the  fraction  of 
a  vei7  tailor!  I  cannot  endure  every  ihisf  V 
Francia.  in  despair,  erected  his  "  W  urhmaA'i 
Gallows."  Yes,  that  insulution  of  the  cotinir)' 
did  actaally  etist  in  Paraguay ;  men  asd  work- 
men saw  it  wiih  eyes.  A  moxi  retnarkafalVk 
and  on  the  whole,  not  unheticficial  instilutton 
of  sucieiy  there.  Robertson  gives  UK  lb*  lU- 
lowing  scene  with  ihe  Belt-maker  of  Asaanp- 
ciDD ;  which,  be  it  literal,  or  in  pan  poetic, 
does,  no  doiibl  of  it,  hold  the  mirrnr  np  W  Va- 
lure  in  an  altogether  true,  and  surely  in  a  tur^ 
prising  manner: 

"In  came. one  anemaon.a  poor  slioemtktr. 
with  a  couple  of  grenadieri*  belli,  neither  ac- 
cording lo  Ihe  fancy  of  the  Dictator.  'Benlt- 
oel,' — said  he, — and  in  came  the  Senljpel ; 
when  the  following  conversation  cnined : 

"Diclatur:— 'Take  Ihis  bribamm  (a  Very 
favourite  word  of  the  Dictator's,  and  which 
being  inteipreted.  means  'most  impertinent 
sconndrel')— '  lake  Ibis  J-nionnm  to  the  gibbet 
over  the  way ;  wnlk  him  under  il  half-a-ikaM 
limes:  and  now,'  said  he.  tuming  to  the  trem- 
bling shoemaker. 'bring  me  such  another  pair 
of  twits,  and  instead  of  ipalkntt  under  the  gal- 
lows, we  shall  try  how  you  can  iiPiiii;  npoo  iL' 

"Shoemaker: — 'Please  ynnr  riccllencjr  I 
have  done  my  beiL' 

Well.  briboH,  if  ihU  h  your 

Tlla 

belts  are  of  no  use  lo  me  i  but  they  will  do 
very  well  lo  hanji  ynii  upon  the  lillle  frimc- 
work  which  the  grenadier  will  Khnw  yoii.' 

"Shoemolferi— 'OiM  bleis  your  excel leney, 
ibe  Lord  forbid !    I  am  your  i 
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alave :  day  and  night  hav«  I  Mrvcd,  and  trill 
sene  my  lord;'only  give  me  iwo  days  more  lo 
prepare  the  belis;  g^por  rLalnni  dr  tm  Intrr  :n- 
paUro,  (br  the  soul  of  a  poor  shoemskfr.)  1 
■will  make  them  to  your  eicellmcy's  likiog." 

~  Di^Blor :— -  Off  with  him,  senimel  1' 

"Senlind: — '  Viuga,  briium  .  come  along, 
you  rue  a  I.' 

"  Shoemaker;-^  SenorExoelenllsimo:  Thii 
try  <m''  I  ^'"  niake  the  belts  according  to 
your  eseellency's  paiiem.' 

"Diclalor:— 'Well, you  shall  have  till  the 
inortiiagi  but  Mill  you  must  pass  under  the 
gibbet:  it  is  a  salutary  process,  and  may  at 
once  quicken  the  work  atid  improve  the  work- 
man ship.* 

"Sentineri—' lamo-ioj,  iriftas;  the  supreme 
commaods  ii^ 

"Off  was  the  shoemaker  marched:  he  was, 
according  lo  orders,  passed  and  repassed  un- 
der Ihe  gibbet,  and  then  allowed  lo  lelire  io 
his  stall" 

He  worked  there  with  such  an  alacrity  and 
sibylline  enihusiasm,  alt  night,  that  his  belu 
on  Ihe  morrow  were  without  parallel  in  Sonlh 
America;  and  he  is  now,  if  still  in  this  life, 
Belt-maker  geueral  lo  Paraguay,  a  proFiperons 
man ;  grateful  to  Francia  and  the  gallows,  we 
may  hope,  for  casting  certain  of  the  seven 
devils  QUI  or  him! 

Such  an  insittuiion  of  society  would  evi- 
dently  not  be  inlroducable,  under  that  simple 
form,  in  our  old-constituted  European  coun- 
tries. Yet  it  may  be  asked  of  constitutional 
peraons  in  these  times.  By  what  snccedaneum 
they  mean  lo  supply  the  want  of  it,  ihen  \  In 
B  community  of  imaginary  workmen,  how 
can  you  pretend  to  have  any  government,  or 
wcial  Ibing  whaicjer,  thai  were  real  1  Cer- 
Min  len-pouod  franchisers,  with  their  "ire- 
mendous  cheers,"  are  invited  to  reflect  on 
this.  With  a  oommonily  of  quack  workmen, 
il  IS  hy  the  law  of  Nature  impossible  that 
other  than  a  quack  government  can  be  got  to 
elist.  Constilulional  or  other,  with  ballot- 
boies  or  with  none,  your  society  in  all  its 
phases,  administration,  legislation,  leacbiDE, 
preaching,  praying,  and  writing  periodicals 
per  sheet,  will  be  a  quack  society  ;  terrible  lo 
live  in,  disastrous  to  look  upon.  'Sueh  an  in- 
«tiWtion  of  sociely.  adapted  to  our  European 
ways,  seems  p re ss in ely  desirable.  O  Guachos, 
South- American  and  European,  what  a  busi- 
ness is  it,  easiing  out  your  seven  devils! — 

But  perhaps  Ihe  reader  would  like  to  take  a 
view  of  Dr.  Fraucia  in  ihe  concrete,  there  as 
he  looks  and  lives;  managing  that  thousand- 
tided  business  for  his  Faraguenos,  in  Ihe  lime 
of  Surgeon  Renggerl  It  is  ourla^t  eitract,  or 
lasi  view  of  the  Dictator,  who  mast  hang  no 
longer  on  our  horizon  here: 

"  1  have  already  said  that  Doctor  Francia,  so 
sooD  OS  he  found  himseLT  at  the  head  of  affairs 
■  look  up  bis  residence  in  the  habitation  nf  the 
fonptar  Governors  of  Paraguay.    This  edifice, 

'  '  '    is  one  of  the  largest  in  Assumpcion, 

Ecled  by  the  Jesuili,  a  short  time  before 

their  expulsion,  as  a  house  of  retreat  forlay  men, 

who  devoted  themselves  to  certain   spiritual 

tuwd  by  Saint  Ignatius.    Tfais 

stnicttA  the  DictBini  repaired  and  etnbel- 


lished;  he   has   delachvd    il    ftan  M  d«   I 
y.  by  intprpDBiag  wuh^atBL 


Here  he  lives,  nth  "four  slaves.  B  liuk  tt^ 
one  mala  and  iwa  female  mulalioes.  vhnah* 
treats  wiih  great  mildnes.s.  The  tire  a 
perform  the  funcliuus  of  valet-de-ctiambN aal  J 
groom.  One  ofthe  iwo  mulallo  wol»»a  Bktl  I 
cook,  and  the  odier  takes  care  at  bis  vardnbb  I 
Heleadsaver^regular  life.  The  first  raylrf  f 
the  sun  very  rar^-  find  him  in  bi»L  3a  ma 
as  he  rises,  the  negro  brings  a  ehaflng-diJi,  * 
ketllp,  and  a  pitcher  of  water;  (he  wsier  a 
made  lo  boil  there.  The  Dictator  then  prtptith 
wiih  the  greatest  possible  care,  his  mou,  oe 
Paraguay  lea.  Having  taken  this,  he  nllu 
under  lbs  interior  colohnade  that  looki  apD> 
the  cuurl,  and  smokes  a  cigar,  wbicb  he  &wi 
takes  care  lo  aoroll,  in  order  lo  ascertain  ihit 
nothing  dangerous  in  it,  (hougb  it  ii 
siHier  who  makes  up  bis  eigan  U* 
him.  At  six  o'clock  comes  th«  barber,  as  ill- 
washed,  ill-clad  mulatto,  given  to  dnnk  im; 
but  the  only  member  of  the  faculty  whom  be 
trusts  in.  IT  ihe  Dicutor  is  in  good  hnoioac, 
he  chats  wiih  the  barber;  and  otlen  ip  iliii 
makes  use  of  him  to  prepare  ^<  pnV 
lie  for  his  projects;  this  barber  may  be  laldtc 
be  his  Olficial  Gazelle,  .He  then  step«  doI.  in 
'  ssing-gown  of  printed  calico,  le  the 
jlonnade.  an  open  space  with  ^l\iai. 
which  ranges  all  round  the  building :  hert  Im 
walks  about,  receiving  at  the  same  time  tucl 
persons  as  are  admitted  to  aji  audtence.  To- 
wards seven,  be  withdraws  to  his  roon.  clint 
;  the  oiiicers  and  nlbn 
functionaries  then  come  to  make  iheir  rtpoio* 
'  his  orders.  At  eleren  o'clocltlta 
fiti  'lit  ftrho  (principal  secretary)  bnugt  ilx 
papers  which  are%>  be  inspected  by  him,  ui 
writes  from  hu^ictatinn  till  dooh.  At  oona 
all  theofficers-Wlire,  anJDr.  Francia  sits  dan 

table.  His  dinner,  which  is  enremely 
frugal,  he  always  himself  orders.  When  rh 
cook  returns  fcpm  market,  she  deposit  kir 
ihe  door  of  her  a\iasMr'B  tpaa: 
the  Doctor  than  comes  oat,  and  selects  what  b* 

ihea  for  himself.     After  dinner  be  takes  (ui 

In.  On  awakening,  he  drioks  Ua  nair.ui 
smokes  a  cigar,  with  the  same  precautions  ai 
in  Ihe  morning.  From  this  till  four  or  fiTe.bi 
occupies  himself  with  busiiiess,  Wbea  ike 
escort  to  attend  him  on  his  promeoad*  arnTO, 
The  barber  then  eniers  and  dresses  hii  bail, 
while  his  horse  is  getting  ready.  During  hn 
ride,  the  Doctor  inspects  the  public  works. aaJ 
the  barracks,  particularly  those  of  iheearaky, 
where  he  has  had  a  set  of  apartments  prepand 
for  hu  own  use.  While  ridmg.  though  ts^ 
rounded  by  his  escort,  be  is  arm«d  with  a  >abre. 
and  a  pair  of  double-barrelled  pocket-piiialk 
He  reiurns  home  about  nigbtfaU,  and  sils  don 
to  study  till  nine;  then  he  goes  to  sami, 
which  consists  of  a  roasi  pigeoQ  and'*  gBft 
of  wtne.  If  the  weather  be  fine,  be  aiU 
walks  in  the  outer  colonnade,  where  ha  of 
remains  Ull  every  late  hour.  Aikno'ek 
he  givei  the  watchword.  On  reraninit  jV  I 
the  honse,  he  fastens  all  the  doors  fain     " 

Francia'sbroiher  wasalready  mad. 

banished  ibis  sister  by-and-by,  because  ibabil  i 
employed  one  of  his  grenadiers,  9iw  of  tkt  1 
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thinned  rse'J  i^SxZfSZ  \:  "iitt  '^rr*  :c  »■:■.-:.£■». 
One  4ar.  aiier  =lli  j  v«ec<  :r  21:1  :^.  1 1  zjli:l 
fifnre  d^i  '^.'Jtz.  tit  rizn  .1  '^•t  5:-:.i:-fi 
grooad :  *  Mrr*  :c.  T"  rr#r  :*«•  Mify.  *r  irr  .7 : 
no  effect '  *  Jf ;t*  11  T"  lii  ui  t  iii-f- 
AUs,  ihe  n&fcxTi^i'e  k^=&:  Irx;^  vu  1=  Ii- 
dian,  did  doc  vad-er-'.ai'f  *.sBJLA^?re^i.  5'-:*.*i 
™*'*'y  ?*P^  it'err-^irrelT. — "■i»-»^p:r  1 
shot  belrbes  fcnr  a:  ii=- \se  »h.»r-.Lr  ;:' 
winged  lead:  wa-«v  litiJr  iil.-  Th'-re-i.  aii 
did  not  hit!  The  9&\z^i:.:L»z,\  :f  -^^  I::!:*:: 
most  hare  been  grea:.  h.^  rerrea'.-rac^  rap:! 
As  for  Francia  he  s'3x=::L*d  *J:»  seL'jy  v::b 
hardljr  suppressed  .-aee,  -  Wht:  lct-,  .iK^r: «" 
The  sentrr  qncied  "  T:,-3r  Eic'llescr**  crier;' 
Francia  cannot  reco.'lfcc  ioch  a^  order:  com-; 
mands  nov,  that  ai  all  ercms    53ch  order 
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It  remains  still  iha:  ve  say  a  vori.  not  in ' 
excuse,  which  xn:?hi  be  d.fficult.  but  in  ex-' 
planation.  which  is  posiole  enough,  of  rran< 
cia*siiBforrirabIe  insult  to  human  science  in  the 
persoB  of  M.  Aime  Bon  plan  d.    M.  Aimc  Bon- 
piand,  friend  of  Humbuldt, after  much  botanical 
wandering, did,  as  all  men  know,  settle  himself 
in  Entre  Rios,  an  Indian  or  Jesuit  country  close 
on  Francia,  now  burnt  in  ashes  by  Artigas ;  and 
there  set  up  a  considerable  establishment  fi>r 
the  improved  culture  of  Paraguay  tea.  Boiany  ? 
Why,  yes, — and  perhaps  commerce  still  more. 
•*  Botany !"  exclaims  Francia :  "  It  is   shop- 
keeping  agriculture,  and  tends  to  prove  fatal  to 
my  shop.    M'ho  is  this  extraneous  individual ! 
Artigas  could  not  give  him  right  to  Entre  Rios ; 
Entre  Rios  is  at  least  as  much  mine  as  Arti- 
gas*s!     Bring  him  to  me!*'    Noxt  night,  nr 
next.  Paraguay  soldiers    surround   .M.   Bori- 
pland's  tea  establishment ;  gallop  M.  Bonplaiid 
over  the  frontiers,  to  his  appointed  village  in 
the  interior;   root  out  his  tea-plants;   ^ca!IfT! 
his  four  hundred  Indians  and — we  know  the 
rest!      Hard-hearied    Monopoly    refusing    to- 
listen  to  the  charmings  of  Public  Opinion  or 
Royal-Society  presidents,  charm  they  never  so 
wisely!     M.  Bonpland,  at  full   liberty  some 
time  since,  resides  still  in  South  America, —  [ 
and  is  expected  by  the  Robertsons,  not  aliu-i 
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rni.:>i:  -I  w.  .  7::  o/sif '*"•  I:  ;h'*  diuesv 
t:'i  :*  :r-f.  ::  >  .■^r:i.r.v.  <m"  4"  ;hA;  are  m 
:.-::  a:  ,=.  i^^-w.  I>r.  Krjir.o.A.  >*  fjir  ;he  v%^rsi. 
I:'  Frai:.!.  :-  :>.i*.  .:f Ji:h-Kv.::.  ».N*ii!,*.  u*^i  foi^ 
r-.Tf  b:*  r'>.T  .'.i  :V.hf  r.  wha:s»e*  er  hr  h^d.or 
r:i!i  12  'jie  xurjkies:.  <u':r:e$:  ir.U|;:nAtu*n  be 
c:zf*.v-i  :.'  have  i»^r.f  acA;us:  h*.:u,  then  let 
1 .  ziiz  :V  r^: ve  D r.  Trji-  c :a '  B •,*. : : he  ac 0 u r*o v 
ci  pur'.-c  rux,"'jr.  :r.  r«:Ar.i  i.*  a  l^uMiiiv»r  wh\> 
his  ex*cu:e\i  :Vr:y  pers^'t's.  :s  a!>o  a  ihinjs  that 
CIS  be  cuesseA  a:.  To  wh,Mn  wjit  iub\  name 
and  <ur3a!::e.  :ha:  Fnv.oiJi  d(*!4\  ered  this  extrai- 
ori.r.ary  nfsp\*r*e'  l^.d  the  nun  m.ikr.  or 
can  he  n.'w  be  co:  to  make.  aih.lA\ii  \^\  11.  to 
cred:b>  arvcuU:e«#peak:r!j:  peivon>  ifNidrni 
v>n  th:<ea:*.hT  If  >o.  let  him  do  it — lor  the 
sake  of  the  psycholv^cioal  scienorx. 

One  la>l  lAci  more.  Ihir  lt'ne\oi«e  niotaior, 
living  amoni;  (iuaoho^«  had  the  ;:toatrNi  plea- 
sure. 11  would  seem,  m  mnonal  OiMtvoiNAlion, 
— with  KolHTivon.  with  Kri»j;;:i»i.  with  any 
kind  of  intelliiii'nt  human  iMvatnic.  \\heh  >uoli 
could  be  fallen  in  with. uhu'h  was  luieU.  ||i« 
would  question  Viui  with  eajji'mevN  abt>ui  fhe 
ways  of  men  in  foreign  places.  ih«*  pi I'pet lies 
of  things  unknown  to  hiin  ;  ail  human  inieivwi 
and  in>ighi  wav  inierestini:  to  him.  Only  prr- 
sons  of  no  understandiiti:  bein^  nrjii  him  lor 
most  part,  he  had  to  rouinit  hnu^ell  wiih 
silence,  a  meditative  ri;;ar  and  otip  ot  hi.ui. 
O  Francia,  though  thmi  hadst  to  oxn-uie  Cimiv 
pei'soiis,  1  am  nut  witluuit  Mune  pii\  im  ihf'«'t 

In  this  manner,  all  bemi.^  \v\  daiU  jnd  xnnl 
for  Kiiro]>can  eyes,  liavi*  wo  lo  nitiii'iiii*  iluii 
the  man  Hodii^ur/  Kiiiiifiii  p:i'><rd,  in  n  w 
mole,  hut  hii^lily  K'lnaiK.iblf*.  not  iiiiipit<«iiiiii 
able  or  ini|iiesiioni'd  iii.tnin'i,  ui-iii-«-i  ihi* 
ronfiisiM  thealie  of  thi>  woihl.  I'm  ^niti«« 
thiity  yrurs,  he  wan  nil  tlif  I'uviiiiiiii'nl  lii« 
iiativf  P:u'ai{iiay  could  In*  •■iiiii  lo  liiivi*.  For 
somi'  Mx>and-iwrnlv  yiMi-*  In*  wir.  I'^pii'm 
Hovei'fign  fd  it;  lor  soiin*  ihifr,  i»i  'hiimi*  iwti 
years,  n  HnvfrriKn  with  luiiril  swonl,  Mr  mi  h« 
KhadauinnlhuN:    ihrouish   all  hiri    ypni«i  ami 
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through  all  his  days,  since  the  beginning  of 
him,  a  Man  or  Sovereign  of  iron  energy  and 
industry,  of  great  and  severe  laboar.  So 
lived  Dictator  Francia,  and  had  no  rest;  and 
only  in  Eternity  any  prospect  of  rest.  A  life 
of  terrible  labour; — but  for  the  last  twenty 
years,  the  Fulgencio  plot  being  once  torn  in 
pieces  and  all  now  quiet  under  him,  it  was  a 
more  equable  labour :  severe  but  equable,  as 
that  of  a  hardy  draught-steed  fitted  in  his  har- 
ness; no  longer  plunging  and  champing;  but 
pulling  steadily, — till  he  do  all  his  rough  miles, 
and  get  to  his  still  home. 

So  dark  were  the  Messrs*  Robertson  concern- 
ing Francia,  they  had  not  been  able  to  learn 


in  the  least  whether,  when  their  book  eaas 
out,  he  was  living  or  dead.  He  was  linsf 
then,  he  is  dead  now.  He  is  dead,  this  r^ 
markable  Francia  ;  there  is  no  doubt  abou:  it: 
have  not  we  and  our  readers  heard  pieces  of 
his  Funeral  Sermon  ?  He  died  on  theCOtbef 
September,  1840,  as  the  Rev.  Perez  infonns 
as;  the  People  crawding  round  his  Govern- 
ment House  with  much  emotion,  nay, ''vith 
tears,"  as  Perez  will  have  it  Three  Excd- 
lencies  succeeded  him,  as  some  ''Directonie.'' 
**  Junta  Gubemativa,*^  or  whatever  the  naae 
of  it  is,  before  whom  this  reverend  Ptrer 
preaches.    God  preserre  them  many  years. 


THE  END. 
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